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Vol.  m. 


^Noblemen  of  Scotland. 


Perfons  rtprefcnted. 

Duncan,  King  ^Scotland : 

Malcolm,    7  ,.     _ 
7-^      ,1    .     y  bu  Jons. 
Donalbam, )       •' 

Macbeth,    7  ^         ,    y  7    rr-    » 
Banquo,      \  GeneraU  of  the  Kzng  s  army. 

Macduff, 

Lenox, 

RofTe, 

Menteth, 

Angus, 

Cathnefs, 

Fleance,  Son  to  Banquo. 

Siward,  Earl  of  Northumberland,  General  of  the  Eng 

forces. 
Young  Siward,  his  Son.    . 
Seyton,  an  Officer  attending  on  Macbeth. 
Son  to  Macduff. 

An  Englifh  DoBor.    A  Scotch  DoSor. 
A  Soldier.     A  Porter.     An  old  Man. 

Lady  Macbeth. 

Lady  Macduff. 

Gentlewoman  attending  on  Lady  Macbeth. 

Hecate,  and  three  Witches. 

LordSi  Gentlemen^  Officers^  Soldiers^  Murderers^  Attenda 

and  Mejfengers. 
Tie  Ghojl  0/*  Banquo,  andfeveral  other  Apparitions. 

SCENE,  in  the  end  of  the  fourth  aii,  lies  in  Exiglai 
through  the  rejl  of  the  play  ^  in  Scotland;  and^  chiefly 
Macbeth's  caflle. 


MACBETH. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  L    An  open  Place. 

Sunder  and  lightning.     Enter  three  JVitches. 

1  Witch.  When  fball  we  three  meet  again. 
In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain  ? 

2  Witch.  When  the  hurlyburly's  done. 
When  the  battle's  loft  and  won : 

3  Witch.  That  will  be  ere  fet  of  fun. 

1  Witch.  Where  the  place  ? 

2  Witch.  Upon  the  heath : 

3  Witch.  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 
1  Witch.  I  come,  Graymalkin ! 

All.  Paddock  calls  : — Anon. — 
Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair  : 
Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air.     [Witches  vanijb. 

SCENE  11.   A  Camp  near  Forts. 
Alarum  within.     Enter  King  Duncan,  Malcolm,  Do-^ 
HALBAiN^  Lenox,  with  Attendants,  meeting  a  bleeding 
Soldier. 

Dun.  What  bloody  man  is  that  ?  He  can  report^ 
As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
Tht  neweft  ftate. 

Aij 
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Mal.  This  is  the  fergeant, 
Who,  Hke  a  good  and  hardy  foldier,  fought 
'Gainft  my  captivity  ! — Hail,  brave  friend ! 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil. 
As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Sold.  Doubtfully  it  flood  y 
As  two  fpent  fwimmers,  that  do  cling  together. 
And  choke  their  art.     The  mercileCs  Macdoawald 
(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel ;  for,^to  that, 
The  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him,)  from  the  weftem  ifles 
Of  Kernes  and  Gallowglalles  is  fupplied  ; 
And  fortune,  on  his  damned  quarrel  fmiling, 
Show'd  like  a  rebel's  whore  :   But  all's  too  weak  : 
For  brave  Macbeth,  (weU  he  deferves  that  name,) 
Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandifli'd  fteel. 
Which  fmok'd  with  bloody  execution. 
Like  valour's  minion, 

Carv'd  out  his  paflage,  till  he  fec'd  the  flave ;. 
And  ne'er  fhook  hands,  nor  bade  farewell  to  him. 
Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  nave  to  the  chops. 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  oi;r  battlements. 

Dun.  O,  valiant  coufin !  worthy  gentleman ! 

Sold.  As  whence  the  fun  'gins  his  reflexion 
Shipwrecking  florms  and  direful  thunders  break ; 
So  from  that  fpring,  whence  comfort  feem'd  to  come, 
Difcomfort  fwells.     Mark,  king  of  Scotland,  mark  : 
No  fooner  juflice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compeird  thcfe  fkipping  Kernes  to.  trufl  their  heels ; 
But  the  Norweyan  lord,  furveying  'vantage. 
With  furbifh'd  arms,  and  new  fupplies  of  men, 
Began  a  frefh  afTault. 

Dun.  Difmay'd  not  this 
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Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 

Sold.  Yes ; 
As  fparrows,  eagles  ;  or  the  hare  the  lion. 
If  I  fay  footh,  I  muft  report  they  were 
As  cannons  overcharged  with  double  cracks  ; 
So  they 

Doubly  redoubled  ftrokes  upon  the  foe  : 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, . 
Or  memorize  another  Golgotha, 

I  cannot  tell : 

But  I  am  faint,  my  gafhes  cry  for  help. 

Dux.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wounds ; 
They  fmack  of  honour  both : — Gk),  get  him  furgeons. 

[Exit  Soldier^  attended. 
Enter  Rosse. 
Who  comes  here  ? 

Mjl.  The  worthy  thane  of  Roffe.  [he  look, 

Len.  What  a  hafte  look^  through  his  eyes !  So  fhould 
That  feems  to  fpeak  things  ftrange.  . 

Rosse.  God  fave  the  king ! 

Dun.  Whence  cam'ft  thou,  worthy  thane  ? 

Rosse.  From  Fife,  great  king. 
Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  fky, 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norway  himfelf,  with  terrible  numbers, 
Affifled  by  that  moft  diiloyal  traitor 
The  thane  of  Cawdor,  'gan  a  difmal  conflid . 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof. 
Confronted  him  with  felf-comparifons, . 
Point  againfl  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainfl  arm,^ 
Curbing  his  lavifh  fpirit :  And,  to  conclude. 
The  vidory  fell  on  us ; 

Dun.  Grekt  happinefs ! 

Aiij 
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RossE.  That  now 
Sweno,  the  Norways'  king,  craves  compofition ; 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 
Till  he  difburfed,  at  Saint  Colmes'  inch. 
Ten  thoufand  dollars  to  our  general  ufe. 

Dun.  No  more  that  thane  of  Cawdor  fhall  deceive 
Our  bofom  intereft  : — ^Go,  pronounce  his  death, 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

RossE.  ril  fee  it  done. 

Dun.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

[^Exeun 

SCENE  III.    AHeatb. 
T^bunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1  Witch.  Where  haft  thou  been,  fifter  ? 

2  Witch.  Killing  fwine. 

3  Witch.  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 

1  Witch.  A  failor'swife  had  chefnuts  in  her  lap, 
And  mounch'd,  and  mounch*d,  and  mounch'd : — Gh 

me^  quoth  I : 
Aroint  tbee^  witch  !  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  huft>and's  to  Aleppo  gone,  mafter  o'the  Tiger ; 
But  in  a  fieve  Til  thither  fail. 
And,  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
rU  do,  ril  do,  and  Til  do.      " 

2  Witch.  Til  give  thee  a  wind. 
I  Witch.  Thou  art  kind. 

3  Witch.  And  I  another. 

I  Witch.  I  myfelf  have  all  the  other ; 
And  the  very  ports  they  blow. 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know 
•  I'  the  Ihipman's  card. 
I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay  : 
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Sleep  fhall,  neither  night  nor  day^ 
Hang  upon  his  penthoufe  lid ; 
He  fhall  live  a  man  forbid  : 
Weary  fev*n-nights,  nine  times  nine. 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine  : 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft, 
Yet  it  fhall  be  tempeft-toft. 
Look  what  I. have. 

2  Witch.  Show  me,ihow  me.' 

I  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb. 
Wrecked,  as  homeward  he  did  come.  [Drum  within. 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum; 
Macbeth  doth  cotae. 

Jll.  The  weird  fitters,  hand  in  hand» 
Pofters  of  the  fea  and  land. 
Thus  do  go  about,  about ; 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine. 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine : 

Peace ! ^the  charm's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Ban^uo. 

Macb.  So  foul  aiid  fair  a  day  I  have  not  feen. 

Ban.  How  far  is't  call'd  to  Fores  ? — ^What  are  thefe. 
So  withered,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire  ; 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'the  earth. 
And  yet  are  on't  ? — Live  you  ?  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  m^  queftion  ?  You  feem  to  underftand  me. 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  la3ring 
Upon  her  ikinny  lips : — You  fiiould  be  women, 
And  yet  your  bevds  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  fo, 

Macb.  Speak,  if  you  can ; — ^What  are  you  ? 

I  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee,  thane  of 
Glamisy 

A  iiij 


2  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth !  hail  to  thee,  thane  of 

Cawdor ! 

3  Witch.  All  hail, Macbeth!  that  (halt bekinghereaftcr. 
Bjn.  Good  fir,  why  do  you  dart ;  and  feem  to  fear 

Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ?~rthe  name  of  truth. 

Are  ye  fantaftical,  or  that  indeed 

Which  outwardly  ye  ihow  ?  My  noble  partner 

You  greet  with  prefent  grace,  and  great  predidioa 

Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope. 

That  he  feems  rapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not : 

If  you  can  look  into  the  feeds  of  time. 

And  fay,  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not  j 

Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear. 

Your  favours,  nor  your  hate. 

1  Witch.  Hail! 

2  Witch.  Hail  J 

3  Witch.  Hail  I 

1  Witch.  Lefier  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Witch.  Thou  (halt  get  kings,  though  thou  be  none : 
So,  all  hail,  Macbeth,  and  Banquo ! 

I  Witch.  Banquo,  and  Macbeth,  all  hail ! 

Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfed  fpeakers,  tell  me  more  : 
By  Sinel's  death,  I  know,  I  am  thane  of  Glamis  j 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  thane  of  Gawdor  lives, 
A  profperous  gentleman  ;  and,  to  be  king. 
Stands  not  within  the  profped  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.     Say,  from  whence 
You  owe  this  ftrange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blafled  heath  you  flop  our  way 

With  fuch  prophetick  greeting  ? Speak,  I  charge  you, 

[Witches  vanijh. 

Bjn.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
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And  thefe  are  of  them : — Whither  arc  they  vanifli'd  T 

Macb.  Into  the  air;  and  what  feem'd  corporal,  melted 
As  breath  into  the  wind 'Would  they  had  (laid ! 

Ban.  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 
Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  iofane  root, 
That  takes  the  reafon  prifoner  ? 

Macb.  Your  children  {hall  be  kings. 

Ban.  You  ihall  be  king. 

Macb.  And  thane  of  Cawdor  too ;  went  it  not  fo? 

Ban.  To  the  felf-fame  tune,  and  words.   Who's  here  ? 
Enter  RossB  and  Angus. 

RossM.  The  king  hath  happily  received,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  fuccefs  :  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  perfonal  venture  in  the  rebels'  fight. 
His  wonders  and  his  praifes  do  contend, 
Which  (hould  be  thine,  or  his :  Silenc'd  with  that. 
In  viewing  o*er  the  reft  o'  the  felf-fame  day. 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  ranks. 
Nothing  afeard  of  what  thyfe)f  didft  make. 
Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  tale. 
Came  poft  with  poft  ;  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence. 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Jno.  We  are  fent, 
To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  mafter,  thanks ; 
To  herald  thee  into  his  fight,  not  pay  thee. 

Rossb.  And,  for  an  eameft  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  thane  of  Cawdor : 
In  which  addition,  hail,  moft  worthy  thane ! 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What,  can  the  devil  fpeak  true  ? 

Macb.  The  thaneof  Cawdor  livesj  Why  do  you  drefs  me 
In  borrow'd  robes  ? 
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Ang.  Who  was  the  thane,  lives  yet ; 
But  under  heavy  judgement  bears  that  life 
Which  he  deferves  to  lofe.     Whether  he  was 
Combined  with  Norway ;  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  Vantage ;  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not ; 
But  treafons  capital,  confefs'd,  and  prov'd. 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  Glamis,  and  thane  of  Cawdor : 
The  greateft  is  behind.— rThanks  for  your  pains—- « 
Do  you  not  hope  your  children  fliall  be  kings. 
When  thofe  that  gave  the  thane  of  Cawdor  to  me. 
Promised  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That,  trufted  home. 
Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 
Befidps  the  thane  of  Cawdor.     But  'tis  ftrange : 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm. 
The  inflruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truths ; 
Win  us  with  honeft  trifles,  to  betray  us 
In  deepeft  confequence. — 
Coufins,  a  word,  I  pray  you. 

Macb.  Two  truths  are  told. 
As  happy  prologues  to  the  fwelling  ad 

Of  the  imperial  theme I  thank  you,  gentlemen.-— 

This  fupernatural  foUciting 
Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good  : — If  ill. 
Why  hath  it  given  me  eamefl  of  fuccefs, 
Commencing  in  a  truth  ?  I  am  thane  of  Cawdor ; 
If  good,  why  do  I  yield  to  that  fuggeftion 
Whofe  horrid  image  doth  imfix  my  hair. 
And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ribsj^ 
Againft  the  ufe  qf  nature  ?  Prefent  fears 
Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings  : 
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My  thought,  whofe  murder  yet  is  but  fantaftical, 
^akes  fo  my  fingle  ftate  of  man,  that  fundion 
Is  finother'd  in  furmife ;  and  nothing  is. 
But  what  is  not. 

Ban.  Look,  how  our  partner's  rapt. 

Macb.  If  chance  will  have  me  king,  why,  chance  may 
crown  me. 
Without  my  ftir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him 
Like  our  ilrange  garments ;  cleave  uQt  to  their  mouldy 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb.  Come  what  come  may  ; 
Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  rougheft  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  flay  upon  your  leifure*. 

Macb.  Give  me  your  favour : — my  dull  brain  was 
wrought 
With  things  forgotten.     Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regifter'd  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them. — Let  us  toward  the  king. — 
Think  upon  what  hath  chanc'd ;  and,  at  more  time. 
The  interim  having  weighed  it,  let  us  fpoak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Macb.  Till  then,  enough. — Come,  friends.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IK    Fores.    ARoomin  the  Palace. 
fUmriJb.    Enter  Duncan^  Malcolm,  Donalbain^ 

Lenox,  and  Attendants. 
Dun.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  ?  Are  not 
Thofe  in  commiflion  yet  retum'd  ? 

Mal.  My  liege. 
They  are  not  yet  come  back.     But  I  have  fpokc 
With  one  that  faw  him  die  :  who  did  report. 
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That  very  frankly  he  confefsM  his  treafons ; 
Implored  your  highnels'  pardcm ;  and  fet  forth 
A  deep  repentance :  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him,  like  the  leaving  it ;  he  died 
As  one  that  hath  been  ftudied  in  his  death. 
To  throw  away  the  deareft  thing  he  ow*Ay 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

Dun.  There's  no  art. 
To  find  the  mind's  conftrudion  in  the  fecc : 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  abfolute  truft. — O  worthieft  coufin ! 

Enter  Macbeth,  Ban'^uo,  Rosse,  aad^NGUS. 
The  fin  of  my  ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  dn  me :  Thou  art  fo  far  before, 
TTiat  fwifteft  wing  of  recompenfe  is  flow 
To  overtake  thee.     'Would  thou  hadfl  lefs  deferv'd ; 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine  !  only  I  have  left  to  fay. 
More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing  it,  pays  itfelf.     Your  highnefs'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties  :  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  ftate,  children,  and  fervants ; 
Which  do  but  what  they  ftiould,  by  doing  every  thing 
Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

Dun.  Welcome  hither : 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing. — Noble  Banquo, 
That  haft  no  lefs  deferv'd,  nor  muft  be  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo,  let  me  infold  thee. 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow. 
The  harveft  is  your  own. 
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Dun.  My  plenteous  joys. 
Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelvcs 
In  drops  of  forrow — Sons,  kinfmen,  thanes, 
And  you  whofe  places  are  the  neareft,  know, 
We  will  eftablifh  our  eftate  upon 
Our  eldeft,  Malcolm ;  whom  we  name  hereafter. 
The  prince  of  Cumberland :  which  honour  muft 
Not,  unaccompanied,  inyeft  him  only. 
But  figns  of  noblenefs,  like  flars,  (hall  (hine 
On  all  defervers. — From  hence  to  Invemefs, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you, 

AfjfCB.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you : 
ni  be  myfelf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach ; 
80,  humbly  take  my  leave. 
Dun.  My  worthy  Cawdor ! 

Macb.  The  prince  of  Cumberland  I — ^That  is  a  ftep. 
On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'er-leap,         [^AJide. 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars,  hide  your  fires  ! 
Let  not  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires  : 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand  !  yet  let  that  be, 
^Vllich  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee.  [Exit. 

Dun.  True,  worthy  Banquo  ;  he  is  full  fo  valiant ; 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed ; 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let  us  after  him, 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome : 
It  is  a  peerlefs  kinfman.  [Flourijh.     Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.    Invemefs.    ji  Room  in  Ma  cb  e  th's  Cajlle. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  reading  a  letter. 
Lady  M. — T^hey  met  me  in  the  day  of  fuccefs  ;  and  I  htrve 
Iwned  by  tbe  perfeSieJi  report,  tbey  have  more  in  tbem  tban 
mrtal  knowledge.     When  I  burned  in  dejire  to  que/tion  tbem 
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further^  they  made  tbemfelves — mr^  into  which  they  vanijtfd. 
Whiles  IJlood  rapt  in  the  wonder  ofity  came  mijftves  from  the 
hingy  who  aU-haiVd  me^  Thane  of  Cawdor ;'  by  which  title^ 
iefore,  thefe  weird Jijiers  fainted  me^  and  referred  me  to  the 
coming  on  of  time,  with.  Hail,  king  that  (halt  be !   Tiis 
bavt  I  thought  good  to  deliver  thee,  my  dearejl  partner  of 
greatnefs  ;  that  thou  mighfjl  not  lofe  the  dues  of  rejoicings  by 
being  ignorant  of  what  greatnefs  is  promifed  thee.     Lay  it  to 
thy  heart,  and  farewell. 
Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor  ;  and  (halt  be 
What  thou  art  promised : — ^Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature ; 
It  is  too  full  o*the  milk  of  human  kindnefs, 
'  To  catch  the  neareft  way :  Thoii  would'ft  be  great ; 
Art  not  without  ambition ;  but  without 
The  illnefs  fhould  attend  it.  What  thou  would'ft  highly. 
That  would'ft  thou  hoUly  ;  would'ft  not  play  falfe, 
And  yet  would'ft  wrongly  win :  thou'd*ft  have,  great 

Glamis, 
That  which  cries,  Tlfus  thou  mujl  do,  if  thou  have  it ; 
And  that  which  rather  thou  dojl  fear  to  do, 
T^an  wijhejl  Jhould  be  undone.     Hie  thee  hither. 
That  I  may  pour  my  fpirits  in  thine  ear ; 
And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round. 
Which  fate  and  metaphyfical  aid  doth  feem 
To  have  thee  crown'd  withal. — ^What  is  your  tidings  ? 
Enter  an  Attendant. 

Atten.  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  M.  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it : 
Is  not  thy  matter  with  him  ?  who,  wer't  fo. 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Atten.  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true  ;  our  thane  is  coming: 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him ; 
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Who,  almoft  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  meflage. 

Lady  M.  Give  him.  tending. 
He  brings  great  news.    The  raven  himfelf  is  hoarfe, 

[Exit  jirrBNDANT. 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.     Come,  come,  you  fpirits 
Tliat  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfex  me  here  ; 
And  fill  riie,  from  the  crown  to  the  toe,  top-full 
Of  direft  cruelty!  make  thick  my  blood. 
Stop  up  the  accefs  and  paflage  to  remorfe ; 
That  no  compundious  vifitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep  peace  between 
The  effedl,  and  it !  Come  to  my  woman's  breafts. 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murdVing  minifters, 
Wherever  in  your  fightlefs  fubflances 
You  wait  on  nature's  mifchieT!  Come,  thick  night. 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunned  fmoke  of  hell ! 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes  ; 
Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark. 
To  cry,  Hold^  bold! — Great  Glamis !  worthy  Cawdor ! 

Enter  Macbeth. 
Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  ! 
Thy  letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  prefent,  and  I  feel  now 
The  fiiture  in  the  inftant. 

Macb.  My  dearefl  love, 
Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

LadtM.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Macb.  To-morrow,— las  he  purpofes. 

LadyM.  O,  never 
Shall  fun  that  morrow  fee  ! 
Tour  face,  my  thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
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May  read  ftrange  matters : — ^To  beguile  the  time> 
Look  like  the  time  ;  bear  welcome  in  your  cye^ 
Your  hand,  your  tongue  :  look  like  the  innocent  flower^ 
But  be  the  ferpent  under  it.     He  that's  coming 
Muft  be  provided  for*:  and  you  (hall  put 
This  night's  great  bufinefs  into  my  defpatch ; 
Which  (hall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  folely  fovereign  fway  and  mafterdonu 

Macs.  We  will  fpeak  further. 

Ladt  M.  Only  look  up  clear  ; 
To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear : 
Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  {Exnnf. 

SCENE  FL  the  fame.    Before  the  Cqftle. 
Hautboys.     Servants  of  Macbb  th  attending. 
Enter  Duncan,  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Ban^vo^ 
Lenox,  Macduff,  RbssE,  Angus,  and  Attendants. 
Dun.  This  caftle  hath  a  pleafant  feat  j  the  air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  itfelf 
Unto  our  gentle  fenfes. 

Ban.  This  gueft  of  fummer^ 
The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve. 
By  his  lov'd  manfionry,  that  the  heaven's  breathy 
Smells  wooingly  here  :  no  jutty,  frieze,  buttrefs. 
Nor  coigne  of  Vantage,  but  this  bird  hath  made 
His  pendent  becl,  and  procreant  cradle  :  Where  they 
Moft  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  obferv'd,  the  air 
Is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Dun.  See,  fee !  our  honoured  hoftefs ! 
The  love  that  follows  us,  fometime  is  our  trouble. 
Which  ftill  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you^ 
How  you  (hall  bid  God  yield  us  for  your  pains, 
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And  tksink  us  for  your  trouble. 

LjiDT  M.  Afl  our  fervice 
In  every  p<Mnc  twice  done,  and  then  done  double. 
Were  poor  and  (ingle  bufinefs,  to  contend 
Againft  thofe  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  majefty  loads  our  houfe  :  For  thofe  of  old. 
And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them. 
We  reft  your  hermits. 

Dun.  Where's  the  thane  of  Cawdor  ? 
We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
To  be  his  purveyor ;  but  he  rides  well ; 
And  his  great  love,  fharp  as  his  fpur,  hath  holp  him 
To  his  home  before  us  :  Fair  and  noble  hoilefs. 
We  are  your  gueft  to-night. 

JLdDr  M.  Your  fervants  ever 
Have  theirs,  themfelves,  iand  what  is  theirs,  in  compt^ 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highncfs'  pleafure. 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

DvN.  Give  me  your  hand  : 
Condud:  me  to  ndne  hoft ;  we  love  him  highly. 
And  fhall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  hoftefs.  [ExeunK 

SCENE  VIL  He/am.     A  Room  in  the  Cajile. 
Hmtboys  and  torches.     Enter  ^  and  pafs  over  the  Jlage^  a 

fiwer^  and  dmers  fervants  witb  dijhes  and  fervice  ^     Hen 

enter  Macbeth. 

Macs.  If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly :  If  the  aflaflination 
Gould  tranmiel  up  the  confequence,  and  cMch, 
With  his  furceafe,  fuccefs ;  that  but  this  blow 
Mght  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here. 
But  here,  upon  this  bsMC^aad  ihoal  of  time,—** 
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We'd  jump  the  life  to  come. — But,  in  thefe  cafes^ 
We  ft  ill  have  judgement  here ;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  inftrudions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor  :  This  even-handed  juftice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poifon'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He's  here  in  double  truft  : 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  kinfman  and  his  fubjed, 
Strong  both  againft  the  deed ;  then,  as  his  hoft. 
Who  Ihould  againft  his  murderer  fliut  the  door,     . 
Not  bear  the  knife  myfelf.     Befides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet-tongu'd,  againft 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking-ofF: 
And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe. 
Striding  the  blaft,  or  heaven's  cherubin,  hors'd 
Upon  the  fightlefs  couriers  of  the  air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye, 
That  tears  ftiall  drown  the  wind. — ^I  have  no  fpur 
To  prick  the  fides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleaps  itfelf. 
And  falls  on  the  other. — How  now !  what  news  ? 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Ladt  M.  He  has  almoft  fupp'd ;    Why  have  you  left 
the  chamber  ? 

Maz:b.  Hath  he  afk'd  for  me  ? 

Ladt  M.  Know  you  not,  he  has  ? 

Mace.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  bufinefs : 
He  hath  honoured  me  of  late ;  and  I.have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  glofs, 
Not  caft  afide  fo  foon, 

Ladt  M.  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
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Wherein  you  drefs'd  yourfelf  ?  hath  it  flept  fincc  ? 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  From  this  time. 
Such  I  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afeard 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  ad  and  valour. 
As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  Would'l):  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  efteem'ft  the  ornament  of  Ufe, 
And  Uve  a  coward  in  thine  own  efteem ) 
Letting  I  dare  not  wait  upon  I  would, 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage  ? 

Macb.  Pr'ythee,  peace : 
I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  nlan  j 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Ladt  M.  What  beaft  was  it  then. 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprize  to  me  ? 
When  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man ; 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.     Nor  time,  nor  place, 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They  have  made  themfelves,  and  that  their  fitnefs  now 
Does  unmake  you,     I  have,  given  fuck  ;  and  know 
How  tender  'tis,  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me  : 
I  would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face, 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  his  bonelefs  gums,        * 
And  dafh'd  the  brains  out,  had  I  fo  fwom,  as  you 
Have  done  to  this. 
Macb.  If  we  fhould  fail,. 
lADr  M.  We  fail ! 
But  fcr^  your  courage  to  the  fticking-place, 
And  we'll  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  ufleep, 
(Whereto  the  rather  fliall  his  day's  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him,)  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I  with  wine  and  waflel  fo  convince, 
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That  memory,  tlie  warder  of  the  brain, 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reafoii 
A  limbeck  only  :  When  in  fwinifti  fleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie,  as  in  a  deaths 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
The  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  officers  ;  who  fhall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell  ? 

Macb.  Bring  forth  men-children  only  ! 
For  thy  undaunted  mettle  (hould  compofe 
Nothing  but  males.    Will  it  not  be  receiv'd. 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers. 
That  they  have  don't  ? 

Lady  M*  Who  dares  receive  it  other. 
As  we  fhall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar 
Upon  his  death  ? 

Macb.  I  am  fettled,  and  bend  up 
Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  fhow  : 
Falfe  face  muft  hide  what  the  falfe  heart  doth  know. 

[Exeunt. 


ACr  11. 
SCENE  I.  Tbe/ame.    Court  within  the  Cq/iU. 
Enter  Ban^uo,  and  Fleancb  ;  and  a  Servant  with  a 
torch  before  them. 

Ban.  How  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

Fle.  The  moon  is  down ;  I  have  not  heard  the  dock. 

Ban.  And  (he  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Flb.  I  take't,  'tis  later,  fir.  [heaven. 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  fword  I'^There's  husbandry  in 


I 


Their  candles  are  all  out ^Take  thee  that  too. 

A  heavy  fummons  lies  like  lead  upon  me. 
And  yet  I  would  not  fleep  :  Merciful  powers  ! 
Reilrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts,  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repofe  ! — Give  me  my  fword  ;-^ 
Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servaat  with  a  torch. 
Who*s  there  ? 
Macb.  a  friend. 

Ban.  What,  fir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  The  king*s  a-bed : 
He  hath  been  in  unufual  pleafure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largefs  to  your  offices  : 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal. 
By  the  name  of  moft  kind  hoftefs ;  and  fhut  up 
In  meafurelefs  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepared, 
Our  will  became  the  fervant  to  defed; 
Which  eUe  ihould  free  have  wrought* 

Ban.  All's  well, 
I  dreamt  laft  night  of  the  three  weird  fifters  ; 
To  you  they  have  Ihow'd  fome  truth, 

Macb.  I  think  not  of  them : 
Yet,  when  we  can  entreat  an  hour  to  ferve, 
Would  fpend  it  in  fonte  words  upon  that  bufinefs. 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 
Ban.  At  your  kind'ft  leifure, 

Macm.  If  you  Ihall  cleave  to  my  confent, — ^when  'tis, 
It  fhall  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban.  So  I  lofe  none. 
In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftill  keep 
Mf  bofom  ffanchis'd,  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  (hall  be  counfeFd. 
Macm.  Good  repofe,  the  while  ! 
Ban^  Thanks,  fir  j  The  like  ^o  you !     [Exit  BAN^poi 
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Macb.  Go,  bid  thy  miftrefs,  when  my  drink  is  readj 
She  ftrike  upon  the  bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.    [Exit  Servant 
Is  this  a  dagger,  which  I  fee  before  me. 
The  handle  toward  my  hand  ?  Come,  let  me  clutch  thee  :- 
I  have  thee  not ;  and  yet  I  fee  thee  ftill. 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vifion,  fenfible 
To  feeling,  as  to  fight  ?  or  art  thou  but 
A  dagger  of  the  mind  ;  a  falfe  creation. 
Proceeding  from  the  heat-opprefled  brain  ? 
I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 
As  this  which  now  I  draw. 
Thou  marfharft  me  the  way  that  I  was  going } 
And  fuch  an  inftrument  I  was  to  ufe. 
Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'the  other  fenfes, 
Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft :  I  fee  thee  ftill ; 
And  on  thy  blade,  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  blood. 

Which  was  not  fo  before ^There's  no  fuch  thing : 

It  is  the  bloody  bufinefs,  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  eyes — Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 

Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 

The  curtained  fleep  ;  now  witchcraft  celebrates 

Pale  Hecate's  offerings  ;  and  withered  murder, 

Alarum'd  by  his  fentinel,  the  wolf, 

Whofe  howl's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  ftealthy  pace. 

With  Tarquin's  ravifhing  ftrides,  towards  his  defign 

Moves  Uke  a  ghoft. Thou  fure  and  firm-fet  earth, 

Hear  not  my  fteps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  ftones  prate  of  my  where-about, 
And  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it. — Whiles  I  threat,  he  lives  ; 
■^Vords  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

[A  bell  rings 
i  f  Qi  ^d  it  is  done  \  the  bell  invites  me^ 
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Hear  it  not,  Duncan ;  for  it  is  a  knell 

That  fummons  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.  Tie  fame. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Ljdt  M.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath 
made  me  bold  :  [ — Peace  ! 

A\Tiat  hath  quenched  them,  hath  given  me  fire  : — Hark ! 
It  was  the  owl  that  fhriek'd,  the  fatal  bellman. 
Which  gives  the  ftem'ft  good  night.  .  He  is  about  it : 
The  doors  are  open ;  and  the  furfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnores :  I  have  drugged  their 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them,      [pofTets, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 
Macb.  [Witbin.l  Who's  there  ? — ^what,  ho  ! 
Ladt  M.  Alack  !  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd. 
And  'tis  not  done  : — the  attempt,  and  not  the  deed. 
Confounds  us : — Hark  ! — I  laid  their  daggers  ready. 

He  could  not  mifs  them. Had  he  not  refembled 

My  father  as  he  flept,  I  had  done't. — ^My  hufband  ? 
Enter  Macbeth. 
Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed : — Didft  thou  not  hear  a 

noife  ? 
Lady  M.  I  heard  the  owl  fcream,  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 
Macb.  When  ? 
Ladt  M.  Now. 
Macb.  As  I  defcended  ? 
loAor  M.  Ay. 
Macb.  Hark ! — 
Who  lies  i*  the  fecond  chamber  ? 
Ladt  Jlf,  Donalbain. , 

Macb.  This  is  a  forry  fight.  [Looking  on  bis  bands. 

Binj 
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Lady  M.  A  foolifh  thought,  to  iay  a  ferry  fight. 

ALtcB.  Hiere^s  one  did  lai^h  ia  his  fleep,  and  one 
cried,  murder/ 
That  they  did  wake  each  other ;  I  flood  and  heard  them ; 
3ut  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addrefs'd  them 
Again  to  fleep. 

LuiDr  M.  There  are  two  lodged  together. 

Macb.  One  cried,  God  bkfs  us!  and,  Amn^  the  other  ; 
As  they  had  feen  me,  with  thefe  hangman's  hands, 
Liftening  their  fear.     I  could  not  fay,  amen. 
When  they  did  fay,  God  blefs  us, 

Ladt  M.  Coniider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce,  amen? 
I  had  moft  need  of  blefling,  and  amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Ladt  M.  Thefe  deeds  muft  not  be  thought 
After  thefe  ways  ;  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  Methought,  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  Skep  no  moref 
Macbeth  does  murder  Jleep^  the  innocent  Jleep  ; 
Sleepy  that  knits  up  the  reveWdJkeve  of  care ^ 
l^e  death  of  each  dafs  Ufe^  fore  labour^ s  batb^ 
Balm  of  hurt  minds ^  great  nature* sfecond  courfe. 
Chief  nourijber  in  lifers  fea/l; 

Lady  M.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Still  it  cried.  Sleep  no  more/  to  all  the  houfe: 
Clamis  hath  murdered  Jleep  ;  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  Jleep  no  more^  Macbeth JbaU Jleep  no  more/ 

Lady  M.  Who  was  it,  that  thus  cried  ?  Why,  worthy 
thane. 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  ftrength,  to  think 
So  brainfickly  of  things  : — Go,  get  fome  water. 
And  wafh  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hand. — 
Why  did  you  bring  thefe  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
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They  m\ift  lie  there :  Go,  carry  them ;  and  fmear 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb.  I'll  go  no  more  : 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done ; 
Look  on't  again,  I  dare  not. 

l4jiJ>r  M.  Infirm  of  purpofe  ! 
Give  me  the  daggers :  The  fleeping,  and  the  dead. 
Are  but  as  pi^res :  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood. 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
m  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal. 
For  it  muft  feem  their  guilt.       {Exit.     Knocking'  wUbitu 

M4QB.  Whence  is  ti>at  knocking  ! 
How  is't  with  me,  when  every  noife  appals  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?    Ha !  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes ! 
WiU  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wafh  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?  No  i  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  feas  incamardine. 
Making  the  green— one  red. 

Re-enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Ladt  M.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour;  but  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  heart  fo  white.  \Knock.'\  I  hear  a  knockiog 
At  the  fouth  entry : — retire  we  to  our  chamber ; 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed : 
How  eafy  is  it  then  ?  Your  conftancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended.~*[^iK^i&i;r^.]    Hark!  more 

knocking : 
Get  on  your  nightgown,  left  occafion  call  us. 
And  fhow  us  to  be  watchers  : — Be  not  loft 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Macb.  To  know  my  deed, — ^'twere  beft  not  know  my- 

felf.  [Kmci. 

Wake  Dimcan  with  thy  knocking !  Ay,  'would  thou 

could'ft !  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.    Tie /am. 

Enter  a  Porter.      {^Knocking  within. 

Porter.  Here's  a  knocking,  indeed !  If  a  man  were 
porter  of  hell-gate,  he  ftiould  have  old  turning  the  key. 
[Knocking.']  Knock,  knock,  knock  :  Who's  there,  i'thc 
name  of  Belzcbub  ?  Here's  a  farmer,  that  hang'd  him- 
felf  on  the  expeftation  of  plenty :  Come  in  time ;  have 
napkins  enough  about  you ;  here  you'll  fweat  for't. 
[Knocking.]  Knock,  knock :  Who's  there,  i'the  other  de- 
vil's name?  'Faith,  here's  an  equivocator,  that  could 
fwear  in  both  the  fcales  againft  either  fcale ;  who  com- 
mitted treafon  enough  for  God's  fake,  yet  could  not  equi- 
vocate to  heaven :  O,  come  in,  equivocator.  [Knocking.] 
Knock,  knock,  knock :  Who's  there  ?  'Faith,  here's  an 
Englifti  tailor  come  hither,  for  fteaUng  out  of  a  French 
hofe  :  Come  in,  tailor  ;  here  you  may  roaft  your  goofe. 
[Knocking.]  Knock,  knock :  Never  at  quiet !  What  arc 
you  ? — But  this  place  is  too  cold  for  hell.  I'll  devil- 
porter  it  no  further :  I  had  thought  to  h^ve  let  in  fomc 
of  all  profeflions,  that  go  the  primrofe  way  to  the  ever- 
lading  bonfire.  [Knocking.]  Anon,  anon ;  I  pray  you,  re- 
member the  porter.  [Opens  tbegate. 
Enter  Macduff  and  Lenox. 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed. 
That  you  do  lie  fo  late  ? 

Port.  'Faith,  fir,  we  were  caroufing  'till  the  fecond 
cock :  and  drink,  fir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  does  drink  efpecially  pro- 
voke ? 

Port.  Marry,  fir,  nofe-painting,  fleep,  and  urine.  Le- 
chery, fir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes :  it  provokes  the 
4efire,  but  it  takes  away  the  performance :  Therefore, 
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much  drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  equivocator  with  le- 
chery :  it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him ;  it  fets  him  on, 
and  it  takes  him  off;  it  perfuades  him,  and  difheartens 
liim ;  makes  him  (land  to,  and  not  ftand  to :  in  conclu- 
fion,  equivocates  him  in  a  fleep,  and,  giving  him  the  lie, 
leaves  him. 

MjiCD.  I  believe,  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  laft  night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  fir,  i'the  very  throat  o'me  :  But  I 
requited  him  for  his  lie  ;  and,  I  think,  being  too  ftrong 
for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs  fometime,  yet  I 
made  a  fhift  to  cad  him. 

Macd.  Is  thy  mafter  ftirring  ? — 
Oar  knocking  has  awaked  him  ;  here  he  comes. 
Enter  Macbeth. 

Len.  Good  morrow,  noble  fir  ! 

Macb.  Good-morrow,  both ! 

Macd.  Is  the  king  ftirring,  worthy  thane  ? 

Macb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him  \ 
I  have  almoft  flipp'd  the  hour. 

Macb.  Fll  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I  know,  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you ; 
But  yet,  'tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in,  phyficks  pain. 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd.  PU  make  fo  bold  to  call, 
For  'tis  my  limited  fervice,  [Exit  Macduff^ 

Lbs.  Goes  the  king 
From  hence  to-day, 

Macb.  He  does  : — he  did  appoint  fo. 

Len.  The  night  has  been  xmruly  :  Where  we  lay. 
Oar  chimneys  were  blown  down :  and,  as  they  fay, 
{^amentings  beard  i'the  air  j  ftrange  fcreams  of  death  i 


98  MACkETH. 

And  prophecying,  with  accents  terrible. 

Of  dire  combuftion,  and  confused  events. 

New  hatch'd  to  the  woeful  time.     The  obfcure  bird 

Clamour'd  the  live-long  night :  fome  (ay,  the  earth 

Was  feverous,  and  did  fhake. 

Mjcb.  *Twas  a  rough  night. 

Zj?jv,  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Re-^uter  Mjcdupf. 

Macd.  O  horror !  horror !  horror !  Tongue,  nor  heart, 
Cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee ! 

Mjcb.  Len.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Macd.  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  mafter-piece  I 
Moft  facrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  ftole  thence 
The  life  o'the  building. 

Mace.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  life  ? 

Len.  Mean  you  his  Majefty  ? 

Macd.  Approach  the  chamber,  and  deftroy  your  figh 
With  a  new  Gorgon  : — Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  ; 
See,  and  then  fpeak  ^ourfelves, — Awake !  awake !— ^ 

[ExeufU  Macbeth  and  Lenox 
Ring  the  alarum-bell : — ^Murder  !  and  treafon ! 
^Banquo,  and  Don^lbain  !  Malcolm !  awake  \ 
Shake  off  this  downy  fleep,  death's  counterfeit. 
And  look  on  death  itfelf  !-~up,  up,  and  fee 

The  great  doom's  image  ! Malcolm  !  Banquo ! 

As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights. 
To  conntenance  this  horror.  [Bell  rings 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Ladt  M.  What's  the  bufinefs^ 
That  fuch  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  keepers  of  the  houfe  ?  fpeak,  fpeak,— —^ 


Maxid.  O,  gentle  lady, 
Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak  : 
The  repetition,  in  a  woman's  car. 

Would  murder  as  it  ielL O  Banquo  !  Banquo  ! 

^nter  Ban^q. 
Our  royal  matter's  murdcr'd ! 

Lady  M.  Woe,, alas! 
What,  in  our  houfe  ? 

Ban.  Too  cruel,  anywhere. — — *• 
Dear  Duff,  I  pr'ythee,  contradid  thyfcif. 
And  fay,  it  is  not  fo. 

Re-enter  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Mace.  Had  I  but  died  an  hour  before  this  chance, 
1  had  Uv'd  a  blefled  time ;  for,  from  this  inflant^ 
There's  nothing  fcrlous  in  mortality  : 
All  is  but  toys  :  renown,  and  grace,  is  dead  ; 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Donaleain. 
Bon.  What  is  amifs  ? 
Mace.  You  are,  and  do  not  know  it : 
The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  ftopp'd ;  the  very  fource  of  it  is  ftopp'd* 
Macd.  Your  royal  father's  murder'd. 
Mal.  O,  by  whom  ? 

Lbn.  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  feem'd^  had  doile*t» 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood. 
So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwip'd,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows : 

They  ftar'd,  and  were  diftraded ;  no  man's  life 
Was  to  be  trufted  with  them. 

Mace.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury. 
That  I  did  kill  them« 
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Macd.  Wherefore  did  you  fo  ? 

Macs.  Who  can  be  wife,amaz'd,temperate,and  furio^ 
Loyal  and  neutral,  in  a  moment  ?  No  man  : 
The  expedition  of  my  violent  love  ' 

Out-ran  the  paufer  reafon, — Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  filver  (kin  lac'd  with  his  golden  blood ; 
And  his  gafh'd  ftabs  lookM  Uke  a  breach  in  nature, 
For  ruin's  wafteful  entrance :  there  the  murderers, 
Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 
Unmannerly  breech'd  with  gore :  Who  could  refrain. 
That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart, 
Courage,  to  make  his  love  known  ? 

Ladt  Af.  Help  me  hence,  ho ! 

Macd.  Look  to  the  lady. 

Mal.  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 
That  moft  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.  What  fhould  be  fpoken  here, 
Where  our  fate,  hid  within  an  augre-hole. 
May  rufh,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away ;  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Mal.  Nor  our  ftrong  forrow  on 
The  foot  of  motion. 

Ban.  Look  to  the  lady : — 

[Lady  Macbeth  is  carried  o\ 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid. 
That  fuflfer  in  expofure,  let  us  meet. 
And  queftion  this  moft  bloody  piece  of  work. 
To  know  it  further.     Fears  and  fcruples  (hake  us : 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  ftand ;  and,  thence, 
Againft  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treafonous  malice. 

Macb.  And  fo  do  L 

All.  So  all. 
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Macb.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 
And  meet  i'the  hall  together. 

All.  Well  contented.       [Exeunt  all  but  Mal.  and  Don. 

Mal.  What  will  you  do?  Let's  not  confort  with  them  r 
To  fhow  an  unfelt  forrow,  is  an  office 
Which  the  falfe  man  does  eafy  :  Til  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,  I ;  our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer :  where  we  are. 
There's  daggers  in  men's  fmiles  :  the  near  in  blood. 
The  nearer  bloody. 

Mal.  This  murderous  fhaft  that's  fhot. 
Hath  not  yet  lighted ;  and  our  fafeft  way 
Is,  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore,  to  horfe  ; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking. 
But  fliift  away  :  There's  warrant  in  that  theft 
Which  deals  itfelf,  when  there's  no  mercy  left.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.   Without  the  Cajile. 
Enter  Rosse,  and  an  Old  Man. 

Old  M.  Threefcore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well : 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time,  I  have  feen 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  llrange ;  but  this  fore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

RossE.  Ah,  good  father, 
Thou  fee'fl:,  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  adl, 
Threaten  his  bloody  ftage :  by  the  clock,  *tis  day, 
Aad  yet  dark  night  fl:rangles  the  travelling  lamp : 
1*  it  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  fliame, 
That  darknefs  does  the  face  of  earth  intomb, 
^f^  living  light  fliould  kifs  it  ? 

Old  M.  'Tis  unnatural, 
2mi  like  the  deed  that's  done.     On  Tuefday  lafl:, 
Afeulcon,  tow'ring  in  her  pride  of  place, 
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Was  by  a  moufing  owl  hawkM  at,  and  kiU'cL 

RossE.  And  Duncan's  hoifes^  (a  thing  moft  ftrange 
and  certain,) 
Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Tum'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  ftalls,  flung  out. 
Contending  *gainft  obedience,  as  they  woidd  make 
War  with  mankind: 

Old  M.  *Tis  faid,  they  eat  each  other. 

RossE.  They  did  fo ;  to  the  amazement  of  mine  eye*. 
That  look'd  upon't.   Here  comes  the  good  ManAnff- 

Enter  Macdvff. 
How  goes  the  world,  fir,  now  ? 

Macd.  Why,  fee  you  not  ?  [deed  ? 

RossE.  Is't  known,  who  did  this  more  than  bloody 

Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  (lain. 

RossE.  Alas,  the  day  ! 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.  They  were  fubom'd  : 
Malcolm,  and  Donalbain,  the  king's  two  fons, 
Are  ftoPn  away  and  fled ;  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed. 

RossE.  'Gainft  nature  ftill : 
Thriftlefs  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's  means ! — ^Then  'tis  moft  like. 
The  fovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd ;  and  gone  to  Scone^ 
To  be  invefted. 

RossE.  Where  is  Duncan's  body  ? 

Macd.  Carried  to  Colmes-kill ; 
The  facred  ftorehoufe  of  his  predeceflbrs^ 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

RossE.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Macd.  No,  coufin,  I'll  to  Fife. 
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RossE.  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.  Well,  may  you  fee  things  well  done  there  ; — 

adieu ! 

Left  our  old  robes  fit  eafier  than  our  new  ! 
RossE.  Father,  farewell. 

Old  M.  God's  benifon  go  with  you ;  and  with  thofe 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes  ! 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.    Fores.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Ban^uo. 

Ban.  Thou  haft  it  now,  King,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  aU, 
As  the  weird  women  promised ;  and,  I  fear. 
Thou  play'dft  moft  foully  for't :  yet  it  was  faid, 

I  It  fliould  not  fland  in  thy  pofterity ; 
But  that  my felf  fliould  be  the  root,  and  father 
Of  many  kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
(As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  fpeeches  ftiine,) 
Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well. 
And  fet  me  up  in  hope  ?  But,  hufli ;  no  more. 
^founded.     Enter  Macbeth,  as  King;  Lady  Mac- 

tiTHy  as  ^een-y  Lenox,  Rosse]  Lords,  Ladies,  and 

Attendants. 

Macb.  Here's  our  chief  gueft. 

Ladt  M.  If  he  had  been  forgotten. 
It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feaft. 
And  all-thing  unbecoming. 

Uacb.  To-night  we  hold  a  folemn  fupper,  fir, 
And  Pll  requeft  your  prefence.. 

Ban.  Let  your  highnefs 

VoL.in.  C 
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Command  upon  me  ;  to  the  which,  my  duties 
Are  with  a  moll  indiflbluble  tie 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  We  (hould  have  elfe  defir'd  your  good  advice 
(Which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave  and  profperous,) 
In  this  day's  council ;  but  we'll  take  to-morrow. 
Is*t  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'Twixt  this  and  fupper :  go  not  my  horfe  the  better, 
I  muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  night. 
For  a  dark  hour,  or  twain. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  feaft. 

Ban.  My  lord,  I  will  not.  ^ 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  coufins  are  beftow'd 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland ;  not  confefling 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention  :  But  of  that  to-morrow  ; 
When,  therewithal,  we  {hall  have  caufe  of  ftate. 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  you  to  horfe  :  Adieu, 
Till  you  return  at  night.    Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  our  time  does  call  upon  us. 

Macb.  I  wifh  your  horfes  fwift,  and  fure  of  foot ; 
And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 

Farewell [^Exit  Ban^o. 

Let  every  man  be  mafter  of  his  time 

Till  feven  at  night ;  to  make  fociety 

The  fweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourfelf 

Till  fupper-time  alone  :  while  then,  God  be  with  you. 

[Exeura  Lady  Macbeth^  Lords,  Ladies^  l^c. 
Sirrah,  a  word :  Attend  thofe  men  our  pleafure  ? 
Atten.  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  palace  gate. 


atn  a  wildom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 

St  in  fafety.     There  is  none,  but  he, 

fe  being  I  do  fear :  and,  under  him, 

genius  is  rebuk'd ;  as,  it  is  faid, 

::  Antony's  was  by  Caefar.     He  chid  the  fillers, 

n  firft  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me, 

bade  them  fpeak  to  him ;  then,  prophet-like, 
r  haird  him  father  to  a  hne  of  kings : 
1  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  crown, 

put  a  barren  fceptre  in  my  gripe, 
ice  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  hand, 
on  of  mine  fucceeding.     If  it  be  fo, 
Banquo's  iflue  have  I  fil'd  my  mind ; 
them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murdered  ; 
rancours  in  the  veflel  of  my  peace 
'  for  them  ;  and  mine  eternal  jewel 
m  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 
nake  them  kings,  the  feed  of  Banquo  kings  ! 
ler  than  fo,  come,  fate,  into  the  lift, 

[  champion  me  to  the  utterance  !- ^Who's  there  ?— 

Re-enter  Attendant,  with  two  Murderers. 
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That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  pad,  which  held  yo\i 
So  under  fortune  ;  which,  you  thought,  had  been 
Our  innocent  felf :  this  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  laft  conference ;  pafs'd  in  probation  with  you. 
How  you  were  borne  in  hand ;  how  crofs'd ;  the  inflru 

ments ; 
Who  wrought  with  them ;  and  all  things  elfe,  that  might 
To  half  a  foul,  and  to  a  notion  craz'd, 
Say,  Thus  did  Banquo. 

I  MvR.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 

Macs.  I  did  fo  ;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting.   Do  you  find 
Your  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  nature. 
That  you  can  let  this  go  ?  Are  you  fo  gofpell'd, 
To  pray  for  this  good  man,  and  for  his  iflue, 
Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave, 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

I  MuR.  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men ; 
As  hounds,  and  greyhounds,  mungrels,  fpaniels,  curs, 
Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  cleped 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs :  the  valued,  file 
Diflinguiflies  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle. 
The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  closed  ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike  :  and  fo  of  men.  ' 

Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file. 
And  not  in  the  worft  rank  of  manhood,  fay  it ; 
And  I  will  put  that  bufinefs  in  your  bofoms, 
Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 
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Who  wear  our  health  but  fickly  in  his  life, 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfed. 

2  MuR.  I  am  one,  my  liege, 
Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  fo  incensed,  that  I  am  recklefs  what 
I  do,  to  fpite  the  world. 

1  MuR.  And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  difafters,  tugg'd  with  fortune, 
That  I  would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance. 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on*t. 

Macb.  Both  of  you 
Know,  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

2  MuR.  True,  my  lord. 
Macb.  So  is  he  mine  :  and  in  fuch  bloody  diftancc, 

That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrufts 
Againft  my  near'ft  of  life :  And  though  I  could 
With  bare-fac'd  power  fweep  him  from  my  fight, 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it ;  yet  I  muft  not, 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall 
Whom  I  myfelf  ftruck  down :  and  thence  it  is. 
That  I  to  your  afliftance  do  make  love  ; 
Mafking  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye, 
For  fandry  weighty  reafons. 

a  MuR.  We  fhall,  my  lord, 
ftrforai  what  you  command  us. 

I  Aft;*.  Though  our  Uves— 

yUcB.  Your  fpirits  fhine  through  you.    Within  this 
hour,  at  moft, 
I  *^advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves. 
Acquauit  you  with  the  perfed  fpy  o'the  time, 
The  moment  on't;  for't  muft  be  done  to-night, 
Uodibmcthing  £rom  the  palace  j  always  thought, 

Ciij 
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That  I  require  a  clearnefs  :  And  with  him, 
(To  leave  no  rubs,  nor  botches,  in  the  work,) 
Fleance  his  fon,  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour.    Refolve  yourfelves  apart ; 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 

MvR.  We  are  refolv'd,  my  lord. 

Macb.  ril  call  upon  you  llraight ;  abide  within. 

It  is  concluded : Banquo,  thy  foul's  flight, 

If  it  find  heaven,  muft  find  it  out  to-night.  {^Exeun 

SCENE  11.    The  fame.    Another  Room. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a  Serf  ant. 

Ladt  M.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court  ^ 

Serf.  Ay,  madam  ;  but  returns  again  to-night. 

Ladt  M.  Say  to  the  king,  I  would  attend  his  leifure 
For  a  few  words. 

Serf.  Madam,  I  will.  [£xi; 

Ladt  M.  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent, 
Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  fafer  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy. 
Than,  by  deftrudion,  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
How  now,  my  lord  ?  why  do  you  keep  alone. 
Of  forrieft  fancies  your  companions  making  ? 
Ufing  thofe  thoughts,  which  ftiould  indeed  have  died 
With  them  they  think  on  ?  Things  without  remedy, 
Should  be  without  regard  :  what's  done,  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  fcotch'd  the  fnake,  not  kill'd  it ; 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  herfelf ;  whilft  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her.  former  tooth. 
But  let 
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The  frame  of  things  disjoint,  both  the  worlds  fuffer, 

Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  fleep 

In  the  afflidion  of  thefe  terrible  dreams, 

That  (hake  us  nightly  :  Better  be  with  the  dead. 

Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peace, 

Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 

In  reftlefs  ecflacy.    Duncan  is  in  his  grave  ; 

After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  fleeps  well ; 

Treafon  has  done  hia  word  :  nor  fteel,  nor  poifon, 

Malice  domeflick,  foreign  levy,  nothing. 

Can  touch  him  further ! 

LdDT  M.  Come  on ; 
Gentle  my  lord,  fleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks ; 
Be  bright  and  jovial  'mong  your  guefts  to-night. 

Macb.  So  fhall  I,  love  ;  and  fo,  I  pray,  be  you : 
Let  your  remembrance  apply  to  Banquo  ; 
Prefent  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue  : 
Uniafe  the  while,  that  we 

Muft  lave  our  honours  in  thefe  flattering  ftreams  ; 
And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearth, 
Difguifing  what  they  are. 
Lady  M.  You  muft  leave  this. 
Macb.  O,  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  ! 
Thou  know'ft,  that  Banquo,  and  his  Fleance,  lives. 
Ladv  M.  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eteme. 
Macb.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  aflailable  ; 
Then  be  thou  jocund :  Ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
His  cloifter'd  flight ;  ere,  to  black  Hecate's  fummons. 
The  ihard-bome  beetle,  with  his  drowfy  htims. 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  ftiall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 
Ladt  M.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  chuck, 

C  iiij 
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Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.    Come,  feeling  night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day  j 
And,  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  hand. 
Cancel,  and  tear  to  pieces,  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale  ! — Light  thickens  j  and  the  cro 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowze ; 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  roufe. 
Thou  marveirft  at  my  words :  but  hold  thee  ftill ; 
Things,  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill  : 
So,  pr'ythee,  go  with  me.  [Exew 

—  •  "  ■    ■  '      ^ 

SCENE  III.   Tbe/ame.   A  Park  or  lawn^  with  a  gate  Ua 

ittg  to  the  Palace. 
'   Enter  three  Murderers. 

1  MuR.  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us  ? 
3  MuR.  Macbeth. 

2  MuR.  He  needs  not  our  miftruft;  fince  he  delivei 
Our  ofBces,  and  what  we  have  to  do, 

To  the  direftion  juft. 

1  MuR.  Then  (land  with  us. 

The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  day : 
Now  fpurs  the  lated  traveller  apace. 
To  gain  the  timely  inn  ;  and  near  approaches 
The  fubjed  of  our  watch. 

3  MuR.  Hark  !  I  hear  horfes. 

Ban.  [witbin.l  Give  us  hght  there,  ho ! 

2  MuR.  Then  it  is  he ;  the  reft 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expedation, 
Already  are  i'the  court. 

I  MuR.  His  horfes  go  about. 

3  MuR.  Almoft  a  mile  :  but  he  does  ufually, 
Sq  all  men  do,  from  hence  to  the  palace  gate. 
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Hake  it  their  walk. 

bUer  BANtPOj  and  Fleancb;  a  Servant  with  a  torch 
preceding  them. 

2  MuR.  A  light,  a  light ! 

3  MuR.  Tis  he. 

I  MuR.  Stand  to't. 
Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

I  MuR.  Let  it  come  down.  {^AJfaults  Ban^o. 

Ban.  O,  treachery  !  Fly,  good  Fleance,  fly,  fly,  fly  ; 
TTwu  may'ft  revenge. — O  flave  I 

[Dies.    Fleance  and  Servant  ejcape. 
3  M\3R.  Who  did  fl:rike  out  the  light  ? 

1  UvR.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 

3  MvR.  There's  but  one  down ;  the  fon  is  fled. 

2  M\jR.  We  have  loft  beft  half  of  our  afl^r. 

I  MvR.  Well,  let's  away,  and  fay  how  touch  is  done. 

\lLxeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    J. Room  ofjiate  in  the  Palace. 
Ahaaquet prepared.  Enter  Macbeth^  Lady  Macbeth^ 

RossE^  Lenox^  Lords,  and  Attendants. 
^  Macb.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down:  at  firft^ 
And  laft,  the  hearty  welcome. 
Lords.  Thanks  to  your  majefty. 
Macb.  Ourfelf  will  mingle  with  fociety. 
And  play  the  humble  hofl:. 
Our  hoftefs  keeps  her  flate  ;  but,  in  beft  time, 
Wc  will  require  her  welcome. 

Ladt  M.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  fir,  to  all  our  friends ; 
For  my  heart  fpeaks,  they  are  welcome. 

Enter ^r^  Murderer,  to  the  door. 
Macb.  See,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts* 
thanks ;— -<« 
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Both  fides  are  even  :  Here  I'll  fit  i'the  midfl  : 
Be  large  in  mirth  ;  anon,  we'll  drink  a  meafure 
The  table  round — ^There's  blood  upon  thy  face. 

MuR.  'Tis  Banco's  then. 

Macb.  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  defpatch'd  ? 

MuR.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut ;  that  I  did  for  him. 

Macb.  Thou  art  the  beft  o'the  cut-throats  :    Yet  he's 
good, 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance :  if  thou  didft  it. 
Thou  art  the  nonpareil. 

MuR.  Moll  royal  fir, 
Fleance  is  'fcap'd. 

Macb.  Then  comes  my  fit  again :  I  had  elfe  been  per- 
fed; 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock ; 
As  broad,  and  general,  as  the  cafing  air  ; 
But  now,  I'm  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  faucy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Banquo's  fafe  ? 

MuR.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  fafe  in  a  ditch  he  bides. 
With  twenty  trenched  gaflies  on  his  head ; 
The  leaft  a  death  to  nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that : 

There  the  grown  ferpent  lies ;  the  worm,  that's  fled. 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed. 
No  teeth  for  the  prefent. — Get  thee  gone  ;  to-morrow 
We'll  hear,  ourfelves  again.  [Exit  Mujuoerbr. 

Ladt  M.  My  royal  lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  cheer :  the  feaft  is  fold. 
That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  a  making, 
'Tis  given  with  welcome  :  To  feed,  were  beft  at  home  ; 
From  thence,  the  fauce  to  meat  is  ceremony ; 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 
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Mjcb.  Sweet  remembrancer  ! — 
Now,  good  digeftion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both  ! 

Len.  May  it  pleafe  your  highnefs  fit  ? 

[T'be  Ghojl  of  Ban  ^o  rifes^  and  Jits  in  Macbeth*  s  place. 

Macb.  Here  had  we  now  our  coimtry's  honour  roof*d. 
Were  the  grac'd  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent ; 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs. 
Than  pity  for  mifchance ! 

RossE.  His  abfence,  fir, 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.    Pleafe  it  your  highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company  ? 

Macb.  The  table's  full. 

Len.  Here's  a  place  referv'd,  fir. 

Macb.  Where  ?  [nefs  ? 

Len.  Here,  my  lord.  What  is't  that  moves  your  high- 

Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 

Lords.  What,  my  good  lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  can'fl  not  fay,  I  did  it ;  never  ihake 
Thy  gory  locks  at  me. 

RossE.  Gentlemen,  rife  ;  his  highnefs  is  not  well. 

Ladt  M.  Sit,  worthy  friends : — ^My  lord  is  often  thus. 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth :  pray  you,  keep  feat ; 
The  fit  is  momentary  ;  upon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well :  If  much  you  note  him, 
Tou  fhall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  pafilon  ; 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not. — Are  you  a  man  ? 

Macb.  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil. 

Ladt  M.  O  proper  Huff! 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear : 
This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which,  you  faid, 
Led  you  to  Duncan.    O^  thefe  flaws,  and  flarts. 
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(Impoflors  to  true  fear,)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  ftory,  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authoris'd  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itfelf ! 
Why  do  you  make  fuch  faces  ?  When  all's  done. 
You  look  but  on  a  (tool. 

Macb.  Pr'ythee,  fee  there !  behold !  look !  lo !  hoW 

fay  you  ? 

Why,  what  care  1  ?  If  thou  canfl  nod,  fpeak  too* — 
If  charnel-houfes,  and  our  graves,  muft  fend  , 
Thofe  that  we  bury,  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites. 

LadtM.  What !  quite  unmann'd  in  folly  ? 

Macb.  If  I  ftand  here,  I  faw  him. 

LadtM.  Fie,  for  (hame  ! 

Macb.  Blood  hath  been  fhed  ere  now,  i'the  oMen  tirne^ 
Ere  human  ftatute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal ; 
Ay,  and  fince  too,  murders  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear :  the  times  have  been, 
Thatj  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die,  . 
And  there  an  end :  but  now,  they  rife  again. 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns, 
And  pufli  us  from  our  ftools  :  This  is  more  ftrange 
Than  fuch  a  murder  is. 

Ladt  M.  My  worthy  lord, 
Your  noble  friends  do  lack  yoXi. 
'  Macb.  I  do  forget : — 

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  moft  worthy  friends ; 
I  have  a  ftrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.     Come,  love  and  health  to  all ; 
Then  I'll  fit  down : — Give  me  fome  wine,  fill  full : — 
I  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  the  whole  table, 

Gbqfi  fifes. 
And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  mifs  \ 
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Would  he  were  here !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirft, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 
Macb.   Avaunt !  and  quit  my  fight !  Let  the  earth 
hide  thee  ! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowlefs,  thy  blood  is  cold; 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  eyes 
Which  thou  doft  glare  with  ! 

Luinr  M.  Think  of  this,  good  peers. 
But  as  a  thing  of  cuftoni :  'tis  no  other ;  . 
Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  bear. 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger. 
Take  any  (hape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble  :  Or,  be  alive  again. 
And  dare  me  to  the  defert  with  thy  fword  ; 
If  trembling  I  inhibit  thee,  proteft  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  fhadow ! 

\Gbo/l  difappears. 
Unreal  mockery,  hence  ! — ^Why,  fo ; — ^being  gone, 
I  am  a  man  again. — Pray  you,  fit  ftill. 
Lady  M.  You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the 
good  meeting. 
With  moft  admir'd  diforder. 
Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be. 
And  overcome  us  like  a  fummer's  cloud. 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder  ?     You  make  me  ftrange 
Even  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe. 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights. 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 
When  mine  are  blanch'd  with  fear. 
h)$sB.  What  fights,  my  lord  ? 
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Ladt  M.  I  pray  you,  fpeak  not ;  he  grows  worfe  and 
Queftion  enrages  him:  at  once,  good  night :— -       [worfe  ; 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 

LsN.  Good  night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  majefty  ! 

Ladt  M.  A  kind  good  night  to  all ! 

^Exeunt  Lords y  and  jittendantr. 

Macs.  It  will  have  blood ;  they  fay,  blood  will  have 
blood : 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak  ; 
Augurs,  and  underftood  relations,  have 
By  magot-pies,  and  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought  forth 
The  fecret'ft  man  of  blood. — ^What  is  the  night  ? 

LadtM.  Almoft  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which. 

Macs.  How  fay'ft  thou,  that  MacdufFdenies  his  perfon. 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

LadtM.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  fir? 

Macs.  I  hear  it  by  the  way ;  but  I  will  fend : 
There's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  houfe 
I  keep  a  fervant  fee'd.     I  will  to-morrow, 
(Betimes  I  will,)  unto  the  weird  fitters : 
More  (hall  they  fpeak  ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know. 
By  the  word  means,  the  worft :  for  mine  own  good. 
All  caufes  (hall  give  way ;  I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that,  fhould  I  wade  no  more. 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand  ; 
Which  muft  be  adled,  ere  they  may  be  fcann'd. 

Ladt  M.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  natures,  flcep. 

Macs.  Come,  we'll  to  fleep  :  My  ftrangc  and  felf-abufe 
Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  ufe  :-— 
We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed,  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  V.    T:be  Heath. 

Sunder.    Enter  He  gate,  meeting  the  three  Witches. 

I  Witch.  Why,  how  now,  Hecate  ?  you  look  angerly. 

Hbc.  Have  I  not  reafon,  beldams,  as  you  are, 
Saucy,  and  overbold  ?  How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffick.  with  Macbeth, 
In  riddles,  and  affairs  •of  death  ; 
And  I,  the  miftrefs  of  your  charms. 
The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms. 
Was  never  calPd  to  bear  my  part, 
Or  fhow  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 
And,  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 
Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  fon. 
Spiteful,  and  wrathful ;  who,  as  others  do. 
Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 
But  make  amends  now :  Get  you  gone. 
And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 
Meet  me  i'the  morning ;  thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  his  deftiny. 
Your  veflels,  and  your  fpells,  provide, 
Your  charms,  and  every  thing  befide  : 
I  am  for  the  air  ;  this  night  Til  fpend 
Unto  a  difmal-fatal  end. 
Great  bufinefs  muft  be  wrought  ere  noon  : 
Upon  the  comer  of  the  moon 
There  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound  ; 
111  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  : 
And  that,  diftill'd  by  magick  flights, 
Shall  raife  fuch  artificial  Iprights, 
As,  by  the  ftrength  of  their  illufion, 
Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confufion  : 
He  Audi  Ipum  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 
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His  hopes  Tdovc  wifdom,  grace,  and  fear  : 
And  you  all  know,  fecurity 
Is  mortals'  chiefeft  enemy. 

Song,  [within]  Come  away^  come  away,  &c. 

Hark,  I  am  calPd ;  my  little  fpirit,  fee, 

Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  ftdys  for  me.  [Exit. 

I  Witch.  Come,  let's  make  hafte ;  fhe'U  foon  be  back 

again.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.    Fores.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Lenox,  and  another  Lord. 
Len.  My  former  fpeeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts. 
Which  can  interpret  further :  only,  I  fay. 
Things  have  been  ftrangely  borne:  The  gracious  Duncan 
Was  pitied  of  Macbeth  : — marry,  he  was  dead  : — 
And  the  right  valiant  Banquo  walked  too  late ; 
Whom,  you  may  fay,  if  it  pleafe  you,  Fleance  kill'd. 
For  Fleance  fled.     Men  muft  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous 
It  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donalbain, 
To  kill  their  gracious  father  ?  dammed  fad  ! 
How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth  !  did  he  not  ftraight. 
In  pious  rage,  the  two  delinquents  tear, 

"That  were  the  flaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  fleep? 
Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?  Ay,  and  wifely  too  j  ^ 
For  'twould  have  anger 'd  any  heart  alive. 
To  hear  the  men  deny  it.     So  that,  I  fay. 
He  has  borne  all  things  well :  and  I  do  think. 
That,  had  he  Duncan's  fons  under  his  key, 
(As,  an't  pleafe  heaven,  he  (hall  not,)  they  fhould  find 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  father ;  fo  fhould  Fleance. 
But,  peace ! — for  from  broad  words,  and  'caufe  he  fail'd 

.  His  prefence  at  the  tyrant's  feaft,  I  hear, 
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MacduET  lives  in  difgrace  :  Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  beftows  himfelf  ? 

Lord.  The  fon  of  Duncan, 
From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth, 
Lives  in  the  Englifli  court ;  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  mod  pious  Edward  with  fuch  grace^ 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refpeA  :  Thither  Macduff 
Is  gone  to  pray  the  hply  king,  on  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland,  and  warlike  Siward  : 
That,  by  the  help  of  thefe,  (with  Him  above 
To  ratify  the  work,)  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  fleep  to  our  nights  ; 
Free  from  our  feafts  and  banquets  bloody  knives ; 
Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free  honours, 

All  which  we  pine  for  now  :   And  this  report 

Hath  fo  exafperate  the  king,  that  he 

Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  war.  \ 

Lex.  Sent  he  to  Macduff? 
Lord.  He  did  :  and  with  an  abfolute.  Sir,  not  /, 

The  cloudy  meflenger  turns  me  his  back. 

And  hums ;  as  who  fhould  fay,  rou'll  rue  the  tune 

Tht  chgs  me  with  this  anfwer. 
Len.  And  that  well  might 

Advife  him  to  a  caution,  to  hold  what  diftance 

His  wifdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  angel 

fly  to  the  court  of  England,  and  unfold 

His  meflage  ere  he  come  ;  that  a  fwift  blefling 

May  foon  return  to  this  our  fuffering  country 

Under  a  hand  accurs'd  ! 
lojtD.  My  prayers  with  him.  [Exeunt. 

Vol.'  m.  D 
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ACflV. 
SCENE  I.  A  dark  Cave.    In  the  middle^  a  Cauldron  boiling 
Thunder,     Enter  the  three  Witches. 

1  Wircti.  Thrice  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

2  Witch.  Thrice ;  and  once  the  hedge-pig  whin'd. 

3  Witch.  Harper  cries : — Tis  time,  'tis  time. 
I  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go  j 

In  the  poifon'd  entrails  throw.     ■    » 
Toad,  th^t  under  coldeft  ftone. 
Days  and  nights  haft  thirty  one 
Sweltet'd  venom  fleeping  got, 
Boil  thou  firft  i'the  charmed  pot  I 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  y 
Fire,  burn  ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

2  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  fnake. 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake  : 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog. 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  flings 
Lizard's  leg,  and  owlet's  wing. 

For  a  charm  of  powerful  troutle, 
Like  a  hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  j 
Fire,  bum  ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

3  Witch.  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf; 
Witches'  mummy  ;  maw,  and  gulf, 

Of  the  ravin'd  fait  fea-fliark  ; 
Root  of  hemlock,  digg'd  i'the  dark ; 
Liver  of  blafpheming  Jew ; 
Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew, 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe  j. 
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Nofe  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips  ; 
Finger  of  birth-ftrangled  babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  drab. 
Make  the  gruel  thick  and  flab : 
Add  thereto  a  tiger's  chaudron. 
For  the  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ;        * 
Fire,  bum ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

2  Witch.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood. 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 
E^er  Heca  te^  and  the  other  three  Witches. 
Hec.  O,  well  done !  I  commend  your  pains ; 
And  every  one  fhall  fhare  i'the  gains. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fing, 
like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring. 
Enchanting  all  that  you  put  iti.  [Mujick. 

SONG. 
Black  fpirits  and  white^ 
Redfpirits  and  grey  ; 
Mingle.,  mingle^  mingle^     . 
You  that  mingle  may. 
2W1TCH.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs. 

Something  wicked  this  way  comes  : 

Open,  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
Macb.  How  now,  you  fecret,  black,  and  midnight 
Vhat  is't  you  do  ?  [hags  ? 

All.  A  deed  without  a  name.  ^ 

MdCB.  I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  profefs, 
Ofcwe'cr  you  come  to  know  it,)  anfwer  me  : 
iVwgh  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
^ainft  the  churches ;  though  the  yefty  waves 
'^wfound  and  fwallow  navigation  up ; 
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Though  bladed  corn  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown  doWn ; 

Though  caftles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads  ; 

Though  palaces,  and  pyramids,  do  flope 

Their  heads  to  their  foundations ;  though  the  treafure 

Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together. 

Even  till  deftrudion  ficken,  anfwer  me 

To  what  I  afk  you. 

1  Witch.  Speak. 

2  Witch.  Demand. 

3  Witch.  We'll  anfwer.  f mouth 
I  Witch.  Say,  if  thou'dft  rather  hear  it'-  from  o\] 

Or  from  our  matters'  ? 

Macb.  Call  them,  let  me  fee  them. 

I  Witch.  Pour  in  fow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow  ;  greafc,  that's  fweaten 
From  the  murderer's  gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

^LL.  Come,  high,  or  low  ; 
Thyfelf,  and  ofl^ice,  deftly  fliow. 
Thunder.     An- Apparition  of  an  armed  bead  rifes. 

Macb.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power, 

I  Witch.  He  knows  thy  thought ; 
Hear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

App.  Macbeth!  Macbeth!  Macbeth!  beware Macduf 

Beware  the  thane  of  Fife. — Difmifs  me : Enough. 

idefcend 

Macb.  Whatever  thou  art,   for  thy   good  cautioi 

thanks  ; 

'  Thou  haft  harp'd  my  fear  aright : — But  one  word  more:- 

I  Witch.  He  will  not  be  commanded:  Here's  anothe 

More  potent  than  the  firft. 

Ibunder.    An  Apparition  of  a  bloody  cbild  rifes. 
App.  Macbeth  !  Macbeth !  Macbeth  ! — 
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Macs.  Had  I  three  ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 
A  pp.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute  :  laugh  to  fcorn 
Iht  power  of  man  ;  for  none  of  woman  bom 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  \defcends. 

Mace.  Then  live,  Macduflf ;  What  need  I  fear  of  thee? 
*But  yet  I'll  make  affurance  double  fure, 
1  And  take  a  bond  of  fate  :  thou  fhalt  not  live  ; 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear,  it  lies, 

And  fleep  in  fpite  of  thunder What  is  this, 

fhuider.     An  Apparition  of  a  child  crowned^  with  a  tree  in 

his  hand^  rifes. 
That  rifes  like  the  iflue  of  a  king  ; 
And  wears  upon  his  baby  brow  the  round 
And  top  of  fovereignty  ? 
All.  Liften,  but  fpeak  not. 
App.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud ;  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are : 
Macbeth  (hall  never  vanquifh'd  be,  until 
i&eat  Bimam  wood  to  high  Dunfinane  hill 
Shall  come  againft  him.  [defcends 

Mace.  That  will  never  be: 
Who  can  imprefs  the  foreft  ;  bid  the  tree 

his  earth-bound  root  ?  fweet  bodements  I  good  ! 
ous  head,  rife  never,  till  the  wood 
Bimam  rife,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 

live  the  leafe  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
otime,  and  mortal  cuftom. — Yet  my  heart 
^krobs  to  know  one  thing  ;  tell  me,  (if  your  art 
tdl  fo  much,)  {hall  Banquo's  ifTue  ever 
in  this  kingdom  ? 
Au.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 
ii^QE.  I  will  be  fatisfied  :  deny  me  this, 
an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  !  Let  me  know : — 
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Why  finks  that  cauldron  ?  and  what  noife  is  this  ? 

[^Hautboys. 

I  Witch.  Show  !    2  Witch.  Show !    3  Witch.  Show ! 

All.  Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart ; 
Come  like  fhadows,  fo  depart. 

Eight  kings  appear^  and  pafs  over  thejlage,  in  order;  the  Iq/l^ 
with  aglafs  in  his  band:  B an ZPO  following. 

Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Banquo ;  down ! 
Thy  crown  does  fear  mine  eye-balls : — And  thy  hair, 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  firft  : — 
A  third  is  like  the  former  : — Filthy  hags  ! 
Why  do  you  (how  me  this  ? — A  fourth  ? — Start,  eyes ! 
What !  will  the  hne  ftretch  out  to  the  crack  of  doom  ? 
Another  yet  ? — A  feventh  ?— -I'll  fee  no  more  : — ■ 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glafs. 
Which  (hows  me  many  more ;  and  fome  1  fee, 
That  twofold  balls  and  treble  fcepters  carry : 
Horrible  fight ! — Ay,  now,  I  fee,  'tis  true  ; 
For  the  blood-bolter'd  Banquo  fmiles  upon  me. 
And  points  at  them  for  his What,  is  this  fo  5 

I  Witch.  Ay,  fir,  all  this  is  fo  : — But  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? — 
Come,  fillers,  cheer  we  up  his  fprights. 
And  fhow  the  beft  of  our  delights  ; 
I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  found. 
While  you  perform  your  antique  round : 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  fay. 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay. 

[Mujick.    The  Witches  dance,  and  vam/3 

Macb.  Where  are  they  ?  Gone  ? — Let  this  pemicioiJ^ 
hour 
Stand  aye  accurfed  in  the  calendar ! — 
Come  in,  without  there  ! 
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Enter  Lenox, 

Len.  What^s  your  grace's  will  ? 

Mjcb.  Saw  you  the  weird  lifters  ? 

Lbn.  No,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

LsN.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Infeded  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride  j 
And  damn'd,  all  thofe  that  truft  them  I — I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horfe  :  Who  was't  came  by  ? 

Len.  *Tis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you  word, 
Macduflf  is  fled  to  England. 

Macb.  Fled  to  England  ? 

Len.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  Time,  thou  anticipat'ft  my  dread  exploits  ; 
The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  overtook, 
Unlefe  the  deed  go  with  it:  From  this  moment. 
The  very  firftlings  of  my  heart  fliall  be 
The  firftlings  of  my  hand.    And  even  now 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  afts,  be  it  thought  and  done; 
The  caftle  of  Macduff  I  will  furprife  ; 
Seize  upon  Fife  ;•  give  to  the  edge  o'the^  fword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  fouls 
That  trace  his  line.    No  boafting  like  a  fool ; 
I  This  deed  I'll  do,  before  this  purpofe  cool  : 
Bot  no  more  fights  !_Where  are  thefe  gentlemen  ? 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are,  \^Ex€unt^ 

i~  . 

SCENE  IL    Fife.    A  Room  in  Macduff's  Caftle. 

Efiter  Lady  Macduff,  her  Son,  and  Rosse. 
L  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the  land? 
hissE.  You  muft  have  patience,  madam. 
L  Macd.  He  had  none  : 
Kj  flight  w^  madnefs :  When  our  adions  do  not^ 
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• 

Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

RossE.  You  know  not, 
Whether  it  was  his  wifdom,  or  his  fear. 

L.  Macd.  Wifdom!  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his  babes 
His  manfion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfelf  does  fly  ?  He  loves  us  not ; 
He  wants  the  natural  touch  :  for  the  poor  wren^ 
The  mofl  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight,- 
Her  young  ones  in  her  neft,  againft  the  owl. 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love  ; 
As  little  is  the  wifdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  againft  all  reafon. 

RossE.  My  deareft  coz', 
I  pray  you,  fchool  yourfelf :  But,,  for  your  hufl)and. 
He  is  noble,  wife,  judicious,  and  beft  knows 
The  fits  o'the  feafon.    I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further ; 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors. 
And  do  not  know  ourfelves ;  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear ; 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  fea. 
Each  way,  and  move. — I  take  my  leave  of  you  : 
Shall  not  be  long  but  Til  be  here  again  : 
Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before,-^My  pretty  coufin, 
Blefling  upon  you  ! 

L.  Macd.  Fathered  he  is,  and  yet  he's  fatherlefs. 

RossE.  I  am  fo  much  a  fool,  fliould  I  ftay  longer, 
It  would  be  my  difgrace,  and  your  difcomfort  : 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.       *  [Exit  RossB 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  ydur  father's  dead ; 
And  what  will  you  do  now  ?  How  will  you  live  ? 

Son.  As  birds  do,  mother, 

X.  Macd.  What,  with  worms  and  flies  \ 
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Son.  With  what  I  get,  I  mean ;  and  fo  do  they. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  bird!  thou'dfl:neverfearthenet,norlime. 
The  pit-fall,  nor  the  gin.  [fet  for. 

iSbiV.  Why  fhould  I,  mother  ?  Poor  birds  they  are  not 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  faying. 

L.  Macd.  Yes,  he  is  dead ;  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  hufband  ? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son.  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  fell  again. 

L.  Macd.  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wit;  and  yet  i'faith, 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother  ? 

L.  Macd.  Ay,  that  he  was.  ^ 

Son.  What  is  a  traitor  ? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  one  that  fwears  and  lies. 

Son.  And  be  all  traitors,  that  do  ifo  ? 

L  Macd.  Every  one  that  does  fo,  is  a  traitor,  and 
muft  be  hang*d. 

Son.  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd,  that  fwear  and  lie? 

L.  Macd.  Every  one. 

Son.  Who  muft  hang  them  ? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  the  honeft  men. 

Son.  Then  the  liars  and  fwearers  are  fools  :  for  there 
are  liars  and  fwearers  enough  to  beat  the  honeft  men, 
and  hang  up  them. 

L  Macd.  Now  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey  !  But 
W  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son.  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him :  if  you 
*Duld  not,  it  were  a  good  fign  that  I  fhould  quickly 
^t  a  new  father. 

L  Macd.  Poor  prattler  !  how  thou  talk'ft ! 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess^  Blefs  yo.vi,  fair  dame  1  I  am  not  to  you  known. 
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Though  in  your  ftate  of  honour  I  am  perfed. 

I  doubt,  fome  danger  does  approach  you  nearly ; 

If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 

Be  not  found  here ;  hence,  with  your  little  ones. 

To  fright  you  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too  favage  j 

To  do  worfe  to  you,  were  fell  cruelty, 

Which  is  too  nigh  your  perfon.    Heaven  preferve  you ! 

I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit  Messenger, 

L.  Macd.  Whither  fhould  I  fly  ? 
I  have  done  no  harm.    But  I  remember  now 
I  am  in  this  earthly  world  ;  where,  to  do  harm. 
Is  often  laudable  ;  to  do  good,  fometime. 
Accounted  dangerous  folly  :  Why  then,  alas  ! 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 

To  fay,  I  have  done  no  harm  ? What  are  thefe  faces  ? 

Enter  Murderers. 

MuR.  Wliere  is  your  hufband  ? 

L.  Macd.  I  hope,  in  no  place  fo  unfancSified, 
Where  fuch  as  thou  may'ft  find  him. 

MuR.  He's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  fhagrear'd  villain. 

MuR.  What,  you  egg  ?  [stabbing  bim. 

Young  fry  of  treachery  ? 
,    Son.  He  has  kill'd  me,  mother  : 
Run  away,  I  pray  you.  [Dies.    Exit  Z#.  Macduff^ 

crying  murder y  and  purfued  by  the  murderers. 

SCENE  III.    England.    A  ^oom  in  the  King's  Palace. 
Enter  Malcolm  and  Macduff. 

Mal.  Let  us  feek  out  fome  defolate  fhade,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  bofoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 
Hold  fafl  the  mortal  fword ;  and,  like  good  men, 
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Beftride  our  down-fairn  birthdom  :  Each  new  mom. 
New  widows  howl ;  new  orphans  cry ;  new  forrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  refounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  fyllable  of  dolour. 

Mal.  What  I  believe,  TU  wail ; 
What  know,  believe ;  and,  what  I  can  redrefs. 
As  I  (hall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
What  you  have  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo,  perchance. 
This  tyrant,  whofe  fole  name  bUfters  our  tongues. 
Was  once  thought  honed  :  you  have  lov'd  him  well ; 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.  I  am  young;  but  fomething 

You  may  deferve  of  him  through  me  ;  and  wifdom 

To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor,  innocent  lamb. 

To  appeafe  an  angry  god. 
Ma  CD.  I  am  not  treacherous. 
Mal.  But  Macbeth  is, 

A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil. 

In  an  imperial  charge.     But  'crave  your  pardon ; 

That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe : 

Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  fell : 

Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace. 

Yet  grace  muft  ftill  look  fo. 
Macd.  I  have  loft  my  hopes.  [doubts, 

Mal.  Perchance,  even  there,  where  I  did  find  my 

Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  wife,  and  child,  . 

(Thofe  precious  motives,  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  love,) 

Without  leave-taking  ? — ^I  pray  you. 

Let  not  my  jealoufies  be  your  diflionours. 

But  mine  own  fafeties  : — You  may  be  rightly  juft. 

Whatever  I  fliall  think. 
Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country ! 

Great  tyr^jiny,  lay  thou  thy  bafis  fure, 
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For  goddnefs  dares  not  check  thee !  wear  thou  thy  wrongs, 
Thy  title  is  afFeer^d  I — Fare  thee  well,  lord  : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think^ft, 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's. in  the  tyrant's  grafp, 
And  the  rich  eaft  to  boot. 

Mal.  Be  not  offended  : 
I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think,  our  country  finks  beneath  the  yoke  ; 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds ;  and  each  new  day  a  gafti 
I?  added  to  her  wounds  :  I  think,  withal. 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right ; 
And  here,  from  gracious  England,  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands :  But,  for  all  this. 
When  I  fhall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head. 
Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  country    . 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before ; 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever, 
5y  him  that  fhall  fucceed. 

Macd.  What  fhould  he  be  ? 

Mal.  It  is  myfelf  I  mean :  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  fo  grafted, 
That,  when  they  fhall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  fnow  ;  and  the  poor  fiate 
Efleem  him  as  a  lamb,  being  compared 
With  my  confinelefs  harms. 

Macd.  Not  in  the  legions 
Of  horrid  hell,  can  come  a  devil  more  damn*d 
In  evils,  to  top  Macbeth. 

Mal.  I  grant  him  bloody. 
Luxurious,  avaricious,  falfe,  deceitful, 
Sudden,  malicious,  fmacking  of  every  fin 
That  has  a  name  :  But  there's  no  bottom,  none, 
III  my  voluptoufnefs  :  your  wives,  your  d^iughtejrs. 
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Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  ciftem  of  my  luft  ;  and  my  defire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'er-bear, 
That  did  oppofe  my  will ;  Better  Macbeth, 
Than  fuch  a  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Boundlefs  intemperance 
In  nature  is  a  tyranny  :  it  hath  been 
The  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
And  fall  of  many  kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours  :  you  may 
Convey  your  pleafures  in  a  fpacious  plenty, 
And  yet  feem  cold,  the  time  you  may  fo  hood-wink. 
We  have  willing  dames  enough  ;  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you,  to  devour  fo  many 
As  will  to  greatnefs  dedicate  themfelves, 
Finding  it  fo  inclined. 

Mal.  With  this,  there  grows, 
In  my  moft  ill-compos'd  afFedion,  fuch 
A  ftanchlefs  avarice,  that,  were  I  king, 
I  fliould  cut  off  the  nobles  for  their  lands  ; 
Defire  his  jewels,  and  ^s  other's  houfe  : 
And  my  more  having  would  be  as  a  fauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more  ;  that  I  fliould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  again  ft  the  good,  and  loyal, 
Deftroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd.  This  avarice 
Sticks  deeper ;  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  fummer-feeding  luft  :  and  it  hath  been 
The  fword  of  our  flain  kings  :  Yet  do  not  fear ; 
Scodand  hath  foyfons  to  fill  up  your  will. 
Of  your  mere  own  :  All  thefe  are  portable. 
With  other  graces  weighed. 
Mai.  But  I  have  none :  The  king-becoming  graces, 
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As  juftice,  verity,  temperance,  ftablenefs. 

Bounty,  perfeverance,  mercy,  lowlinefs. 

Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 

I  have  no  relifh  of  them  ;  but  abound 

In  the  divifion  of  each  feveral  crime, 

Ading  it  many  ways.    Nay,  had  I  power,  I  (hould 

Pour  the  fweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell, 

Uproar  the  univerfal  peace,  confound 

All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland  !  Scotland  ! 

Mal.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak ; 
I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern ! 

No,  not  to  live ^O  nation  miferable. 

With  an  untitled  tyrant  bloody  fcepter'd. 

When  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  wholfome  days  again  ? 

Since  that  the  trueft  iffue  of  thy  throne 

By  his  own  interdiction  ftands  accurs'd. 

And  does  blafpheme  his  breed  ? — Thy  royal  father 

Was  a  moft  fainted  king  ;  the  queen,  that  bore  thee, 

Oftener  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet. 

Died  every  day  fhe  lived.     Fare  thee  well ! 

Thefe  evils,  thou  repeated  upon  thyfelf. 

Have  banifti'd  me  from  Scotland — ^O,  my  breaft. 

Thy  hope  ends  here  ! 

Mal.  Macduff,  this  noble  paflion. 
Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  black  fcruples,  reconciled  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     Devililh  Macbeth 
By  many  of  thefe  trains  hath  fpught  to  win  me 
Into  his  power  ;  and  modeft  wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  hafte :  But  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me !  for  even  now 
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1  put  myfelf  to  thy  dircdlion,  and 

Dnfpeak  mine  own  detradion ;  here  abjure 

The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myfelf. 

For  ftrangers  to  my  nature.     I  am  yet 

Unknown  to  woman ;  never  was  forfwom ; 

Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own ; 

At  no  time  broke  my  faith ;  would  not  betray  / 

The  devil  to  his  fellow ;  and  delight 

No  lefs  in  truth,  than  life  :  my  firft  falfe  fpeaking 

Was  this  upon  myfelf:  What  I  am  truly. 

Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country's,  to  command  : 

Whither,  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach. 

Old  Siward,  with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men, 

All  ready  at  a  point,  was  fetting  forth  : 

Now  we'll  together ;  And  the  chance,  of  goodnefs. 

Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel  I  Why  are  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once^ 
Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  a  Doctor. 
Mal.  Well; -more  anon — Comes  the  king  forth,  I 

pray  you  ? 
DocT.  Ay,  fir :  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  fouls, 
That  ftay  his  cure  :   their  malady  convinces 
The  great  aflay  of  art ;  but  at  his  touch. 
Such  fandity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand. 
They  prefently  amend. 
Mal.  I  thank  you,  dodor.  \^Exit  Doctor. 

Macd.  What  is  the  difeafe  he  means  ? 
Mal.  Tis  call'd  the  evil : 
A  moft  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king ; 
Which  often,  fince  my  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  feen  him  do.     How  he  folicits  heaven, 
Himfelf  beft  knows  :  but  ftrangely-vifited  people, 
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All  fwoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye^ 

The  mere  defpair  of  furgery,  he  cures  ; 

Hanging  a  golden  (lamp  about  their  necks. 

Put  on  with  holy  prayers  :  and  *tis  fpoken. 

To  the  fucceeding  royalty  he  leaves 

The  healing  benedidion.     With  this  ftrange  virtue. 

He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy  ; 

And  fundry  bleflings  hang  about  his  throne, 

That  fpeak  him  full  of  grace. 

Enter  Rosse. 

Macd.  See,  who  comes  here  ? 

Mal.  My  countryman  ;  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 
^  Macd.  My  ever-gentle  coufin,  welcome  hither. 

Mal.  I  know  him  now  :  Good  God,  betimes  remove 
The  means  that  make  us  flrangers. 

Rosse.  Sir,  Ameji. 

Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

Rosse.  Alas,  poor  country  ; 
Almoft  afraid  to  know  itfelf !  It  cannot 
Be  calPd  our  mother,  but  our  grave  :  where  nothings 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  fmile ; 
Where  fighs,  and  groans,  and  fhrieks  that  rent  the  air. 
Are  made,  not  mark'd ;  where  violent  forrow  feems 
A  modern  ecftacy  :  the  dead  man's  knell  - 
Is  there  fcarce  afk'dy  for  who  ;  and  good  men's  lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps. 
Dying,  or  ere  they  ficken. 

Macd.  O,  relation, 
Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true  I 

Mal.  What  is  the  neweft  grief? 

Rosse.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hifs  the  fpeaker ; 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd,  How  does  my  wife  ? 
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RossE.  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children  ? 

RossE.  Well  too. 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 

RossE.  No  ;  they  were  well  at  peace,  when  I  did  leave 
them. 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  yourfpeech;  How  goes  it? 

RossE.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings, 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out; 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witnefs'd  the  rather. 
For  that  I  faw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot : 
Kow  is  the  time  of  help ;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  foldiers,  make  our  women  tight, 
To  doff  their  dire  diftrefles. 

Mal.  Be  it  their  comfort, 
We  are  coming  thither :  gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward,  and  ten  thoufand  men ; 
An  older,  and  a  better  foldier,  none 
That  Chriftendom  gives  out. 

RossE.  'Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like !  But  I  have  words, 
That  would  be  howPd  out  in  the  defert  air, 
Where  hearing  fhould  not  latch  them. 

Macd.  What  concern  they  ? 
The  general  caufe  ?  or  is  it  a  fee-grief, 
Due  to  fome  fingle  bread  ? 
»   RossE.  No  mind,  that's  honeft, 
Bui  in  it  (hares  fome  woe  ;  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd.  If  it  be  mine. 
Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

RossE.  Let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  ever. 

Vol,  m.  *  E 
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Which  fliall  poflefs  them  with  the  heavieft  fo\md,f 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  Humph  !  I  guefs  at  it. 

RossB.  Your  caftle  is  furpriz'4 ;  your  wife,  and  babes. 
Savagely  flaughter'd :  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were,  on  the  quarry  of  thefe  murder'd  deer, 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mal.  Merciful  heaven  ! — 
What,  man !  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows  ; 
Give  forrow  words :  the  grief,  that  does  not  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break- 

Macd.  My  children  too  ? 

RossE.  Wife,  children,  fervants,  all 
That  could  be  found. 

Macd.  And  I  muft  be  from  thence  1 
My  wife  kill'd  too  ? 

RossE.  I  have  faid. 

Mal.  Be  comforted : 
Let's  make  us  medicines  of  our  great  revenge. 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  children. — All  my  pretty  ones  ? 
Did  you  fay,  all  ?— O,  hell-kite  I— All  ? 
What,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam. 
At  one  fell  fwoop  ? 

Mal.  Difpute  it  like  a  man. 

Macd.  I  (hall  do  fo ;  \- 

B.ut  I  muft  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man  : 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were. 

That  were  moft  precious  to  me Did  heaven  look  on^- 

And  would  not  take  their  part  ?  Sinful  Macduff,  .^ 

They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee  !  naught  that  I  am, 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine,  m 

Fell  (laughter  on  their  fouls :  Heaven  reft  them  now !  k 
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Mal.  Be  this  the  whetftone  of  your  fs^ord :  let  grief 
[Convert  to  anger;  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Mjcd.  O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 

And  braggart  with  my  tongue! -But,  gentle  heaven, 

Cut  (hort  all  intermiffion ;  front  tq  front 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland,  and  myfelf ; 
Within  my  fword's  length  fet  him ;  if  he  Tcape ^ 
Heaven  forgive  him  too ! 

Mjl.  This  tune  goes  manly. 
Come,  go  we  to  the  king  ;  our  power  is  ready ; 
Out  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave  :  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  fliaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Pot  on  their  inftruments.   Receive  what  cheer  you  may  j 

Tie  night  is  long,  that  never  finds  the  day^         lExeunt4 


ACT  V: 

SCENE  I.    Dunfinane,  A  Room  in  the  Ca/ile. 

Eater  a  Doctor  of  pbyfich^  and  a  waiting  Gsntl£^ 

WOMAN. 

DocT.  I  have  two  nights  watch'd  with  you,  but  can 
fcrceive  no  truth  in  your  report.  When  was  it  (he  laft 
talked! 

Gent.  Since  his  majefty  went  into  the  field,  I  have 
fen  her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown  upon 
J*r,  unlock  her  clofet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write 
^n  it,  read  it,  afterwards  feal  it,  and  again  return  to 
W;  yet  all  this  while  in  a  mod  faft  fleep. 

Doer.  A  great  perturbation  in  nature  !  to  receive  at 
the  benefit  of  fleep,  and  do  the  efFeds  of  watching, 
— fc  this  Aumbry  agitation,  befides  her  walking,  and 
•Acr  adual  performances,  what,  at  any  time,  have  you 
*ttd  her  fay  ? 

Eij 
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Gent.  That,  fir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Doer.  You  may,  to  rtie:  and  'tis  moft  meet  you  (houl 

Gent.  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one;  having  no  witni 
to  confirm  my  fpeech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  taper. 
Lo  you,  here  flie  comes !  This  is  her  very  guife  ;  an 
upon  my  life,  fafl:  afleep.     Obferve  her ;  (land  clofe. 

DocT.  How  came  flie  by  that  light  ? 

Gent.  Why,  it  flood  by  her :  flie  has  light  by  h 
continually ;  'tis  her  command. 

DocT.  You  fee,  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  fenfe  is  fliut. 

DocT.  What  is  it  flie  does  now  ?  Look,  how  flie  ru 
her  hands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accuftom'd  a&ion  with  her,  to  fee 
thus  wafliing  her  hands ;  I  have  known  her  continue 
this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Ladt  M.  Yet  here's  a  fpot. 

DocT.  Hark,  flie  fpeaks  :  I  will  fet  down  what  com 
from  her,  to  fatisfy  my  remembrance  the  more  fl:rongl; 

Lady  M.  Out,  damned  fpot !  out,  I  fay ! — One ;  Tw( 

Why,  then  'tis  time  to  do't : Hell  is  murky  ! — Fi 

my  lord,  fie  !  a  foldier,  and  afear'd  ?  What  need  we  fe 
who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  a 
count  ? — Yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old  man  ' 
have  had  fo  much  blood  in  him.'^ 

DocT.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Ladt  M.  The  thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife;  Where  is  H 

now  ? What,  will  thefe  hands  ne'er  be  clean  ? — ^ 

more  o'that,  my  lord,  no  more  o'that :  you  mar  all  vdi 
this  ftarting. 

DocT.  Go  to,  go  to;  you  have  known  what  you  flioul 
not. 
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Gejstt.  She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  (hould  not,  I  am  fure 
of  that :   Heaven  knows  what  fhe  has  known. 

Lady  M.   Here's  the  fmell  of  the  blood  flill:  all  the 
perfumes  of  Arabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand. 
Oh!  oh!  oh! 
i)ocr.  What  a  figh  is  there  ?  The  heart  is  forely  charged. 
Gent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofom,  for 
the  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 
Doer.  Well,  well,  well, — 
Gent.  'Pray  God,  it  be,  fir. 

DocT.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  my  practice:  Yet  I  have 
known  thofe  which  have  walk'd  in  their  flcep,  who  have 
died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Ladt  M.  Wafti  your  hands,  put  on  your  night-gown; 
look  not  fo  pale : — I  tell  ^ou  yet  again,  Banquo's  buried ; 
he  cannot  come  out  of  his  grave. 
DocT.  Even  fo  ? 

LjiDr  M.  To  bed,  to  bed ;  there's  knocking  at  the 
gate.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand ; 
What's  done,  cannot  be  undone:  To  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed. 

[Exit  Lady  Macbeth. 
DocT.  Will  fhe  go  now  to  b^d  ? 
Gent.  DiredUy. 

DocT.  Foul  whifperings  are  abroad :  Unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles :  Infeded  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  difcharge  their  fecrets. 
More  needs  fhe  the  divine,  than  the  phyfician.— 
God,  God,  forgive  us  all !  Look  after  her  ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance. 
And  ftill  keep  eyes  upon  her: — So,  good  night : 
My  mind  fhe  has  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  fight :       . 
}  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 
GsNT.  Good  night,  good  dodor*  [ExeutU. 
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SCENE  II.  lie  country  near  Duijfinane, 

Enter,  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Menteth,  Cathness, 

Angus,  Lenox,  and  Soldiers. 

Ment.  The  Englifti  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Malcolm, 
His  uncle  Siward,  and  the  good  MacdufF. 
Revenges  burn  in  them  :  for  their  dear  caufes 
Would,  to  the  bleeding,  and  the  grim  alarm. 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

j4ng.  Near  Bimam  wood 
Shall  we  well  meet  them  ;  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Cath.  Who  knows,  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  brother  ? 

Len.  For,  certain,  fir,  he  is  not :  I  have  a  file 
Of  all.  the  gentry;  there  is  Siward's  fon. 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 
Proteft  their  firft  of  manhood. 

Men.  What  does  the  tyrant  ? 

Cath.  Great  Dunfinane  he  ftrongly  fortifies : 
Some  fay,  he's  mad ;  others,  that  lefl^er  hate  him. 
Do  call  it  valiant  fury  :  but,  for  certain. 
He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper'd  caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Ang.  Now  does  he  feel 
His  fecret  murders  flicking  on  his  hands ; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach ; 
Thofe  he  commands,  move  only  in  command, 
Nothing  in  love  :  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loofe  about  him,  Uke  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfifti  thief. 

Ment.  Who  then  Ihall  blame 
His  peftcr'd  fenfes  to  recoil,  and  ftart. 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn  '  ^ 

Itfelf,  for  being  there  ? 
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Cath.  Well,  march  we  on, 
To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd : 
Meet  we  the  medecin  of  the  fickly  weal ; 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  country's  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 

Len.  Or  fo  much  as  it  needs. 
To  dew  the  fovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam.  [Exeunt^  marching. 

SCENE  III.    Dunfmane.    ^  Room  in  the  Cq/iU. 
Enter  Macbeth,  Doctor^  and  Attendants. 
Macb.  Bring  me  no  more  reports  ;  let  them  fly  all : 
Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dunfinane, 
1  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What's  the  boy  Malcolm  ? 
Was  he  not  born  of  woman  ?  The  fpirits  that  know 
All  mortal  confequents,  pronounc'd  me  thus  : 
Fear  notj  Macbeth;  no  man,  thafs  born  of  woman. 

Shall  e^er  ba^e  power  on  thee ^Then  fly,  falfe  thanes, 

And  mingle  with  the  Englifh  epicures  : 

The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 

Shall  never  fagg  with  doubt,  nor  fliake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon  I 
Where  got'ft  thou  that  goofe  look  ? 

Ser.  There  is  ten  thoufand 

Macb.  Geefe,  villain  ? 
Ser.  Soldiers,  fir. 

Macb.  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear. 
Thou  Uly-liver'd  boy.     What  foldiers,  patch  ^ 
Death  of  thy  foul !  thofe  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counfellors  to  fear.     What  foldiers,  whey-face  ? 
Ser.  The  Enghfli  force,  fo  pleafe  you.  [heart, 

Macb.  Take  thy  face  hence. — Seyton ! I  am  fick  at 
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"When  I  behold — Seyton,  I  fay  I — ^This  pufli 

Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  difleat  me  now. 

I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :  my  way  of  life 

Is  fall'n  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf: 

And  that  which  (hould  accompany  old  age. 

As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 

I  mull  not  look  to  have  ;  but,  in  their  ftead, 

Curfes,  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath. 

Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  noft 

Seyton! 

Enter  Setton. 

Set.  What  is  your  gracious  pleafure  ? 

Macb.  What  news  more  ? 

Sey.  All  is  confirmed,  my  lord,  which  was  reported, 

Macb.  ril fight, tillfrom  my  bones  my  flcjQi  be  hack'd.- 
Give  me  my  armour. 

Set.  Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Macb.  Til  put  it  on. 
Send  out  more  horfes,  fkirr  the  country  round ; 
Hang  thofe  that  talk  of  fear. — Give  me  mine  armour. •» 
How  does  your  patient,  doctor  ? 

DocT.  Not  fo  fick,  my  lord. 
As  {he  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies, 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Macb.  Cure  her  of  that : 
Canft  thou  not  minifter  to  a  mind  difeas'd ; 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow ; 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain ; 
And,  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanfe  the  ftufF'd  bofom  of  that  perilous  fluff, 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Doer.  Therein  the  patient 
Muft  minifter  to  himfelf. 
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Macb.  Throw  phyfick  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  it.— 
Come,  put  mine  armour  on  ;  give  me  my  llafF: — 
Seyton,  fend  out. — Dodor,  the  thanes  fly  from  me : — 
Come,  iir,  defpatch  : — If  thou  could'ft,  dodor,  caft 
The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  difeafe, 
And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  prifline  health, 
1  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 
That  fhould  applaud  again. — PulPt  off,  I  fay. — 
\\Tiat  rhubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purgative  drug. 
Would  fcour  thefeEnglifh  hence  ? — Heareftthou  of  them? 

DocT.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear.fomething. 
'  Macb.  Bring  it  after  me. — : — 
I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane. 
Till  Bimam  foreft  come  to  Dunfinane.  lExh. 

DocT.  Were  I  from  Dunfinane  away  and  clear. 
Profit  again  fhould  hardly  draw  me  here.  [Exit. 

■         ■  II  I  I    ■  I      ^  ■ 

SCENE  If^.   Country  near  Dunfinane;  A  wood  in  view. 
Enter  y  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Malcolm,  Old  Si  ward 
and  bis  Son^  Macjduff,  Mentbth,    Cathness, 
Angus,  Lenox,  Rosse,  and  Soldiers,  marching. 
Mal.  Coufins,  I  hope,  the  days  are  near  at  hand, 
That  chambers  will  be  fafe. 
Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 
SiiF.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 
Ment.  The  wood  of  Bimam. 
Mal.  Let  every  foldier  hew  him  down  a  bough. 
And  bear't  before  him ;  thereby  (hall  we  fiiadow 
The  numbers  of  our  hoft,  and  make  difcovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 
Sold.  It  ihall  be  done. 
Sifr.  We  leam  no  other,  but  the  confident  tyrant 
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Keeps  flill  in  Dunfinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before't. 

J^JL.  'Tis  his  main  hope  : 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given. 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  revolt ; 
And  none  ferve  with  him  but  conftrained  things, 
Whofe  hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  juft  cenfures 
Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Induftrious  foldierfhip. 

SiHT.  The  time  approaches. 
That  will  with  due  decifion  make  us  know 
What  we  fhall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe. 
Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfure  hopes  relate  ; 
But  certain  iflue  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate  : 
Towards  which,  advance  the  war.         lExeunt,  marching. 

SCENE  V.    Dunfinane.    Within  the  Cq/ile. 

Enter ^  with  drums  and  colours^  Macbeth^  Seyton^ 
and  Soldiers. 

Macb.  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls  ; 
The  cry  is  Hill,  7'hey  come :  Our  caftle's  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  fiege  to  fcorn :  here  let  them  lie, 
Till  famine,  and  the  ague,  eat  them  up  : 
Were  they  not  forced  with  thofe  that  fliould  be  ours. 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.     What  is  that  noife  ? 

[j4  cry  within,  of  women* 

SEr.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  I  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  fears  : 
The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-fhriek  ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  treatife  roufe,  and  lUr 
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As  life  were  in't :  I  have  fupp'd  full  with  horrors ; 
Direnefs,  familiar  to  my  flaught'rous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  ftart  me — ^Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

S£r.  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  fhould  have  died  hereafter  ; 

There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word 

To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow. 

Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 

To  the  laft  fyllable  of  recorded  time ; 

And  all  our  yefterdays  have  Ughted  fools. 

The  way  to  dufty  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle  ! 

Life's  but  a  walking  fhadow ;  a  poor  player. 

That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  ftage, 

And  then  is  heard  no  more  :  it  is  a  tale 

Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  found  and  fury, 

Signifying  nothing 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Thou  com'ft  to  ufe  thy  tongue ;  thy  flory  quickly. 

Mss.  Gracious  my  lord, 
I  ihould  report  that  which  I  fay  I  faw, 
But  know  not  how  to  do  it. 

Macb.  Well,  fay,  fir. 

Mes.  As  I  did  fland  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  looked  toward  Bimam,  and  anon,  methought. 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar,  and  flave  !  [striking  bim. 

Mes.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if 't  be  not  fo : 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  fee  it  coming ; 
I&y,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb.  If  thou  fpeak'fl  fklfe, 
Upon  the  next  tree  (halt  thou  hang  alive, 
Till  fiunine  cling  thee  :  if  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 

I  cue  not  if  thou  doft  for  me  as  much.— ^ 


7^  MACBETH. 

I  pull  in  refolution  ;  and  begin 

To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 

That  lies  like  truth  :  Fear  not,  till  Birnam  wood 

Do  come  to  Dun/inane  ; — ^and  now  a  wood 

Comes  toward  Dunfinane — Arm,  arm,  and  out  !— 

If  this,  which  he  avouches,  does  appear. 

There  is  nor  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here. 

I  'gin  to  be  a-weary  of  the  fun, 

And  wifh  the  eftate  o'  the  world  were  now  undone.— 

Ring  the  alarum  bell : — Blow,  wind  !  come,  wrack  ! 

At  leaft  we'll  die  with  harnefs  on  our  back.         [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL    The  fame.    A  Plain  before  the  Cajlle. 
Enter ^  ivitb  drum  and  colours^  Malcolm^  Old  Siwakd^ 
Macduff,  Ssfr.  and  tbeir  Army^  witb  Boughs. 
Mal.  Now  near  enough ;  your  leavy  fcreens  throw 
down. 
And  fhow  like  thofe  you  are  : — You,  worthy  uncle. 
Shall,  with  my  coufin,  your  right-noble  fon. 
Lead  our  firft  battle  :  worthy  Macduff,  and  we. 
Shall  take  upon  us  what  elfe  remains  to  do. 
According  to  our  order. 
Siw.  Fare  you  well. — 
Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night. 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 

Macd.  Make  all  our  trumpets  fpeak ;  give  them  all 
breath, 
Thofe  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death. 

[Exeunt.    Alarums  continued- 

SCENE  VIL    "The  fame.    Anotber  part  of  the  Plain. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
Macb.  They  have  tied  me  to  a  fltake ;  I  cannot  fly. 


But,  bear-like,  I  muft  fight  the  courfe. — ^What's  he. 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  ?  Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  youn^  Si  ward. 
Yb.  SiJF.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Macb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 
To.  SiHT.  No;  though  thou  cairft thyfelf  a  hottername 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

Macb.  My  name's  Macbeth. 

To.  Si  jr.  The  devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 
Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 

To.  Siir.  Thou  lied,  abhorred  tyrant ;  with  my  fword 
ril  prove  the  lie  thou  fpeak'ft. 

M'hey  fight,  and  young  Si  ward  isjlaxn. 
Macb.  Thou  waft  born  of  woman. — 
But  fwords  T  fmile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 
Brandiih*d  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.  \Exit. 

Alarums.    Efker  Macduff. 
Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is  : — Tyrant,  fhow  thy  face : 
If  thou  be'ft  flain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine, 
My  wife  and  children's  ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill. 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  kernes,  whofe  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  ftaves  ;  either  thou;  Macbeth, 
Or  elfe  my  fword,  with  an  unbatter'd  age, 
I  (heath  again  undecded.     There  thou  fhould'ft  be  ; 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited  :  Let  me  find  him,  fortune  ! 
And  more  I  beg  not.  [Exit.    Alarum^ 

Enter  Malcolm  and  old  Si  ward. 
Siw.  This  way,  my  lord  ; — the  caftle's  gently  rendered: 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  fides  do  fight ; 
The  noble  thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war ; 
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The  day  almoft  itfelf  profefles  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mal.  We  have  met  with  foes 
That  ftrike  befide  us. 

Siw.  Enter,  fir,  the  caftle.  [Exeunt.    Alarum. 

Re-enter  Ma  cbeth. 

Macb.  Why  fhould  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  fword  ?  whiles  I  fee  lives,  the  gafhes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Re-enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn. 

Macb.  Of  all  men  elfe  I  have  avoided  thee  : 
But  get  thee  back,  my  foul  is  too  much  charged 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  I  have  no  words,  , 

My  voice  is  in  my  fword  ;  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out !  [T^ey  fight. 

Macs.  Thou  lofeft  labour  : 
As  eafy  may'ft  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefts  ; 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  bom. 

Macd.  Defpair  thy  charm ; 
And  let  the  angel,  whom  thou  ftill  haft  ferv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduflf  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb.  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo^ 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man ! 
And  be  thefe  juggUng  fiends  no  more  believ'd. 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear, 
And  break  it  to  our  hope. — FU  not  fight  with  thec^ 
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Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward. 
And  live  to  be  the  {how  and  gaze  o'the  time. 
We*ll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monfters  are, 
Painted  upon  a  pole  ;  and  underwrit. 
Here  may  you  fee  the  tyrant. 

Macb.  ni  not  yield, 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet, 

And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curfe. 

Though  Bimam  wood  be  come  to  Dunfinane, 

And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born, 

Yet  I  will  try  the  laft  :  Before  my  body 

I  throw  my  warlike  fhield  :  lay  on,  Macduff; 

And  damn'd  be  him  that  firft  cries.  Hold,  enough. 

[Exeunt,  fighting. 

Retreat.  Flouri/h.  Re-enter  with  Drum  and  Colours.    Mal- 

COLMy  Old  SlfFARD,  ROSSB,  LeI^OX,  AnGUS,  CaTH" 

NBss^  Menteth,  and  Soldiers. 

Mal.  I  would  the  friends  we  mifs,  were  fafe  arriv'd. 

SifF.  Some  muft  go  off:  and  yet,  by  thefe  I  fee. 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought, 

Mal.  Macduff  is  miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

Rosse.  Your  fon,  my  lord,  has  paid  a  foldier's  debt : 
He  only  Uv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man  ; 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  confirmed 
In  the  unfhrinking  flation  where  he  fought, 
But  like  a  man  he  died. 

Sitr.  Then  he  is  dead  ?  [forrow 

Rosse.  Ay,  and  brought  oflF  the  field  :  your  caufe  of 
Muft  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Siw.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

Rosse.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siw.  Why  then,  God's  foldier  be  he  ! 
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Had  I  as  many  fons  as  I  have  hairs, 

I  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death  : 

And  fo  his  knell  is  knolPd. 

Mal.  He's  worth  more  forrow, 
And  that  FU  fpend  for  him. 

Siw.  He's  worth  no  more ; 
They  fay,  he  paVted  well,  and^paid  his  fcore  : 
So,  God  be  with  him  ! — Here  comes  newer  comfort. 
Re-enter  Macduff,  with  Macbeth^s  bead  on  a  pok. 

Macd.  Hail,  king!  for  fo  thou  art:  Behold,  where  Hands 
The  ufurper's  curfed  head  :  the  time  is  free: 
I  fee  thee  compafs'd  with  thy  kingdom's  pearl, 
That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds ; 
Whofe  voices  I  defire  aloud  with  mine, — 
Hail,  king  of  Scotland  ! 

All.  King  of  Scotland,  hail !  •   [Fhurijh. 

Mal.  We  (hall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time, 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  feveral  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.    My  thanes  and  kinfmen. 
Henceforth  be  earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 
In  fuch  an  honour  nam'd.    What's  more  to  do, 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, — 
As  calling  home  our  exiPd  friends  abroad, 
That  fled  the  fnares  of  watchful  tyranny  ; 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  minifters 
Of  this  dead' butcher,  and  his  fiend-like  queen  } 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  felf  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life ; — ^This,  and  what  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time,  and  place : 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one. 
Whom  we  invite  to  fee  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

[Flouri/b.    Exeunt. 
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Perfons  reprcftwtti.- 

King  John  : 

Prince  Henry,  his/on;  cfterwards  King  Henry  HI. 

Arthur,  Duke  of  Bretagne,  fon  of  Geflfrey,  late  Duke  % 

Bretagne,  the  elder  brother  of  King  John. 
William  Mareftiall,  £flr/ ^Pembroke. 

Geffrey  Fitz-Peter,£ar/o/E{rex,C^iV7^i«fl^^ 

William  Longfword,  £ar/^Salifbury, 

Robert  Bigot,  £flr/^  Norfolk. 

Hubert  de  Burgh,  Chamberlmn  to  the  King. 

Robert  Faulconbridge,y&«  of  Sir  Robert  Faulconbridge 

Philip  Faulconbridge,  bis  half  brother;  baftardfon  to  Km 

Richard  the  Firfi. 
James  Gumey,  fervant  to  Lady  Faulconbridge, 
Peter  ^Pomfret,  a  Prophet. 
Philip,  King  of  France. 
Lewis,  the  Dauphin. 
Arch-duke  ^Auftria. 
Cardinal  Pandulpho,  the  Pope^s  Legate. 
Melun,  a  French  Lord. 
Chatiilon,  Ambqffador  from  France  to  King  John. 

Elinor,  the  widow  of  King  Henry  II.  and  mother  ofKingJcb: 

Conftance,  mother  to  Arthur. 

Blanch,  daughter  to  Alphonfo  King  ^Caflile,  and  mecc 

King  John. 
Lady  Faulconbridge,  mother  to  the  bq/lard,  and  Robe 

Faulconbridge. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Citizens  ^Angiers,  Sheriff  Heralds,  Officer- 
Soldiers,  Mejfengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  fometimes  in  England^  andfometimes  in  France^ 


KING  JOHN. 


ACT  I. 
SCEtfEL  Northampton.   A  Room  of  State  k  th  Faiace. 
hter  King  JohNj  ^leen  EntfOR^  pEMBkOKJs,  EssBX^ 
Salisbukt^  and  Otbers^  with  CttATiLLOff. 

t  JOHi/.  Now,  fay,  Chatillon,  what  would  France 
with  us  ? 

Chat.  Thus^  after  greeting,  fpeaks  the  king  of  France, 
hmy  behaviour,  to  the  majefly^ 
Ibe  borrow'd  majefty  of  England  here. 

III.  A  ftrange  beginning  ^— borrow'd  majefty ! 

K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother ;  hear  the  embafly. 

Cbat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Vdiy  deceafed  brother  Geffrey's  fon, 
^ur  Plantagenet)  lays  moft  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  ifland,  and  the  territories ; 
To  Ireland,  Poidiers,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine  : 
licfiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  fword, 

I^h  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  titles  ; 
And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthur's  hand, 
%  nephew,  and  right  royal  fovereign. 
K.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 
CuAT.  The  proud  control  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
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To  enforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  withheld, 

K.  John.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for 
blood, 
Controlment  for  controlment ;  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  king's  defiance  from  my  mouth. 
The  furtheft  limit  of  my  embaJQy. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace : 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France ; 
For  eire  thou  canft  report  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  fhall  be  heard  : 
So,  hence !  Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath. 
And  fallen  prefage  of  your  own  decay.— « 
An  honourable  condud  let  him  have  ;-r^ 
Pembroke,  look  to't :  Farewell,  Chatillon. 

[Exeunt  Chatillon  and  Pembroke^ 

Eli.  What  now,  my  fon  ?  have  I  not  ever  faid. 
How  that  ambitious  Conftance  would  not  ceafe, 
Till  fhe  had  kindled  France,  and  all  the  world, 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fon  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole. 
With  very  eafy  arguments  of  love ; 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  muft 
With  fearful  bloody  iflue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  ftrong  pofleflion,  and  our  right,  for  us, 

£z./.  Your  ftrong  po{Ieffion,much  more  than  your  right; 
Or  elfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you,  and  me : 
So  much  my  confcience  whifpers  in  your  ear  j 
Which  none  but  heaven,  and  you,  and  I,  Ihall  hear. 

Enter  the  Sheriff  (j/^Northamptonftiire,  who  wbiff>ers 

Essex. 

Essex.  My  leige,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  controverfy, 
Pome  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you, 
fhat  e'er  I  heard :  Shall  I  produce  the  men  ? 
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K.  JoHK.  Let  them  approach. —  [Exit  Sheriff. 

Our  abbies,  and  our  priories,  fliall  pay 
Re-^enter  Sheriff,  with  Robert  Faulconbridge^  and 

Philip,  bis  bq/lard  brother. 
This  expedition's  charge. — What  men  are  you  ? 

Bast.  Your  feithful  fubjed  I,  a  gentleman, 
Bom  in  Northamptonfhire  ;  and  eldeft  fon. 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge ; 
A  foldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Coeur-de-lion  knighted  in  the  field. 

K.  yoHN.  What  art  thou  ? 

Rob.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbridge. 

K.  yoHN.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir  ? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then,  it  feems. 

Bast.  Mofl  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  king. 
That  is  vrell  known  ;  and,  as  I  think,  one  father  : 
But,  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
1  put  you  o*er  to  heaven,  and  to  my  mother  ; 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 
Eli.  Out  onthee,rude  man !  thou  dofl  (hame  thy  mother. 

And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 
I      Bast.  I,  madam  ^  no,  I  have  no  reafon  for  it ; 

That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine ; 

The  which  if  he  can  prove,  'a  pops  me  out 

At  leaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year  : 

Heaven  guard  my  mother's  honour,  and  my  land  ! 
K.yoHN.  A  good  blunt  fellow: — Why,  being  younger 

Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  ?  [born, 

Bast.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land. 

Bat  once  he  flander'd  me  with  baflardy  : 

But  \rhe*r  I  be  as  true  begot,  or  no, 

That  ftill  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head  ; 

Bar,  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege, 
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(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me  !) 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  yourfelf. 
If  old  fir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fon  like  him ; — 

0  old  fir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  heaven  thanks,  I  was  not  Uke  to  thee. 

K.  John.  Why,  what  a  madcap  hath  heaven  lent  u 
here  ? 

Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Coeur-de-lion's  face^ 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  afFedeth  him  : 
Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  of  my  fon 
In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 

And  finds  them  perfedl  Richard.- Sirrah,  fpeak. 

What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land  ? 

Bast.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face,  Uke  my  father; 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land : 
A  half-faced  groat  five  hundred  pound  a  year ! 

Rob.  My  gracious  liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd. 
Your  brother  did  employ  my  father  much ; — 

BjIst.  Well,  fir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land ; 
Your  tale  muft  be,  how  he  employed  my  mother. 

Rob.  And  once  defpatch'd  him  in  an  embaflTy 
To  Germany,  there,  with  the  emperor, 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time : 
The  advantage  of  his  abfence  took  the  king, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojoumed  at  my  father's ; 
Where  how  he  did  prevail,  I  ftiame  to  fpeak : 
But  truth  is  truth ;  large  lengths  of  feas  and  fliores 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelf,) 
When  this  fame  lufl:y  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeathed 
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His  lands  to  me ;  and  took  it,  on  his  death. 
That  this,  my  mother's  fon,  was  none  of  his  ; 
And,  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time. 
Then,  good  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine. 
My  father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.  yoHN.  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate  ; 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him : 
And,  if  fhe  did  play  falfe,  the  &ult  was  her's  ; 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazards  of  all  hufbands 
That  marry  wives.     Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother. 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  fon. 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  fon  for  his  ? 
In  footh,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world ; 
In  footh,  he  might :  then,  if  he  were  my  brother's. 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him  ;  nor  your  father. 
Being  none  of  his,  refufe  him : — ^This  concludes, — 
My  mother's  fon  did  get  your  father's  heir ; 
Your  father's  heir  muft  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  father's  will  be  of  no  force. 
To  difpoflefs  that  child  which  is  not  his  ? 

Bast.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpoflefs  me,  fir. 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Whether  hadft  thou  rather, — be  a  Faulconbridge, 
And  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land ; 
Or  the  reputed  fon  of  Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord  of  thy  prefence,  and  no  land  befide  ? 

Bast.  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  fhape. 
And  I  had  his,  fir  Robert,  his,  Uke  him  ; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  fuch  riding-rods. 
My  arms  fuch  eelfkins  ftufPd ;  my  face  fo  thin, 
That  in  mine  ear  I  duri^  not  flick  a  rofe, 
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Left  men  fhould  fay,  look,  where  three-^rthings  goes ! 
And,  to  his  fhape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land, 
'Would  I  might  never  ftir  from  oflf  this  place, 
rd  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face  ; 
I  would  not  be  fir  Nob  in  any  cafe. 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well ;  Wilt  thou  forfake  thy  fortune. 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  ? 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Bast.  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  I'll  take  my  chance  • 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pounds  a-year ; 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  fivepence,  and  'tis  dear. — 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Bast.  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Bast.  Philip,  my  liege  ;  fo  is  my  name  begun ; 
Philip,  good  old  Sir  Robert's  wife's  eldeft  fon. 

K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whofe  form 
thou  bear'ft  ; 
Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but?  arife  more  great ; 
Arife,  fir  Richard,  and  Plantagenet. 

Bast.  Brother  by  the  mother's  fide,  give  me  your  hand; 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land  : 
Now  bleflTed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day. 
When  I  was  got.  fir  Robert  was  away. 

Eli.  The  very  fpirit  of  Plantagenet ! — 
I  am  thy  grandame,  Richard,  call  me  fo. 

Bast.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth  :    What 
though  ? 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right. 

In  at  the  window,  or  elfe  o'er  the  hatch : 
Who  dares  not  ftir  by  day,  muft  walk  by  night  j 

And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  ; 
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Near  or  for  off,  well  won  is  ftill  well  (hot ; 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K.   yoHN.  Gk),    Faulconbridge;  now  haft  thou  thy 
defire, 

A  landlefs  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'fquire 

Come,  madam,  and  come,  Richard;  we  muft  fpeed 
For  France,  for  France  ;  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

BjiST.  Brother,  adieu  ;  good  fortune  come  to  thee  ! 
For  thou  waft  got  i*  the  way  of  honefty. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Bastard. 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was ; 
But  many  a  many  foot  of  land  the  worfe. 

Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady  : 

Good  dcn^Jir  Richard^ — God^Ormercy  ^  fellow  ; — 
And  if  his  name  be  George,  Fll  call  him  Peter  : 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  men's  names ; 
TTis  too  refpedive,  and  too  fociable. 
For  your  converfion.     Now  your  traveller, — 
He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  worfhip's  mefs ; 
And  when  my  knightly  ftomach  is  fuffic'd. 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  and  catechife 

My  picked  man  of  countries  : My  dear  fir  ^ 

(Thus,  leaning  on  mine  elbow,  I  begin,) 
IJball  befeecb  you — That  is  queftion  now  ; 
And  then  comes  anfwer  like  an  ABC-book : — 
Ofir^  fays  anfwer,  at  your  befi  command; 

At  your  employment ;  at  your  fervice,  fir : 

No^fir^  fays  queftion  ;  /,  fweetfir,  at  yours  : 

And  fo,  ere  anfwer  knows  what  queftion  would, 

(Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment ; 

And  talking  of  the  Alps,  and  Appennines, 

The  Pyrenean,  and  the  river  Eo,) 

It  draws  toward  fupper  in  conclufion  fo. 
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But  this  is  worihipful  fociety, 
And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit,  like  myfelf ; 
For  he  is  but  a  bailard  to  the  time. 
That  doth  not  fmack  of  obfervation ; 
(And  fo  am  I,  whether  I  fmack,  or  no ;) 
And  hot  alone  in  habit  and  device, 
,  Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement ; 
But  from  the  inward  motion  to  deUver 
Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poifon  for  the  age's  tooth : 
Which,  though  I  will  not  pra6tife  to  deceive, 
Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn ; 
For  it  fhall  ftrew  the  footfteps  of  my  rifing. — 
But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte,  in  riding  robes  ? 
What  woman-poft  is  this  ?  hath  fhe  no  hufband. 
That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridgb  and  James  Gurnet. 
O  me  !  it  is  my  mother  : — How  now,  good  lady  ? 
What  brings  you  here  to  court  fo  haftily  ? 

LadyF.  Where  is  that  flave,  thy  brother?  where  is  he? 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down  ? 

Bast.  My  brother  Robert  ?  old  fir  Robert's  fon  ? 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  fame  mighty  man  ? 
Is  it  fir  Robert's  fon,  that  you  feek  fo  ? 

Lady  F.  Sir  Robert's  fon  !  Ay,  thou  unreverend  boy, 
Sir  Robert's  fon  :  Why  fcorn'ft  thou  at  fir  Robert  ? 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  fon ;  and  fo  art  thou. 

Bast.  James  Gumey,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while? 

GuR.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 

Bast.  Philip  ? — fparrow  ! — James, 
There's  toys  abroad ;  anon  Pll  tell  thee  more. 

[Exit  Gurnet. 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Robert's  fon ; 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 


KINO  JOHN.  91 

Upon  Good-friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  faft : 

Sir  Robert  could  do  well ;  Marry,  (to  confefs  !) 

Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it ; 

We  know  his  handiwork : — ^Therefore,  good  mother. 

To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  thefe  limbs  ? 

Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  leg. 

Ladt  F.  Haft  thou  confpired  with  thy  brother  too. 
That  for  thine  own  gain  fhould'ft  defend  mine  honour  ? 
What  means  this  fcom,  thou  moft  untoward  knave  ? 

Bjtsr.  Knight,  knight,  good  mother, — Bafilifco-like : 
What !  I  am  dubbed  ;  I  have  it  on  my  ftioulder. 
But,  mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Robert's  fon ; 
I  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert,  and  my  land  ; 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone  : 
Then  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father  ; 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope  ;  Who  was  it,  mother  ? 

Lady  F.  Haft  thou  denied  thyfelf  a  Faulconbridge  ? 

Bjisr.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  devil. 

Lady  F.  King  Richard  Coeur-de-Iion  was  thy  father; 
By  long  and  vehement  fuit  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  hufl)and's  bed  • 
Heaven  lay  not  my  tranfgreflion  to  my  charge ! — 
Thou  art  the  iflue  of  my  dear  offence. 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd,  paft  my  defence. 

Bast.  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again. 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifti  a  better  father. 
Some  fins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth. 
And  fo  doth  yours ;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly : 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe, — 
SxLhjc£ted  tribute  to  commanding  love, — 
Againft  whofe  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  awlefs  Hon  could  not  wage  the  fight. 
Nor  J^eep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hand. 
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He,  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts. 
May  eafily  win  a  woman's.     Ay,  my  mother, 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father  ! 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  V\\  fend  his  foul  to  hell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  fliow  thee  to  my  kin ; 

And  they  fhall  fay,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  fin  : 

Who  fays  it  was,  he  Ues ;  I  fay,  'twas  not.       [Exeunt. 


ACT  11. 
SCENE  I.  France.     Before  the  walls  ^Angiers. 
Enter ^  on  one  Jide^  the  Archduke  of  Auftria,  and  Forces ;  on 
the  other ^  Philip,  King  ^France,  and  Forces^  Lbwis^ 
Constance,  ARTHifR,  and  Attendants. 

Lew.  Before  Angiers  well  met,  brave  Auftria. — 
Arthur,  that  great  forerunner  pf  thy  blood, 
Richard,  that  rob'd  the  lion  of  his  heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Paleftine, 
By  this  brave  duke  came  early  to  his  grave  : 
And,  for  amends  to  his  pofterity, 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come, 
To  fpread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf; 
And  to  rebuke  the  ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  Englifh  John  : 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth.  God  fhall  forgive  you  Coeur-de-lion*s  deaths 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  offspring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war  : 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerlefs  hand, 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  love : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  Duke. 
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Lejf.  a  noble  boy !  Who  would  not  do  thee  right  ? 

jiusT^  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifs. 
As  feal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love  ; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
Till  Angiers,  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  and  white-fac'd  (hore, 
Whofe  foot  fpums  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides. 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  iflanders. 
Even  till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  main. 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purpofes. 
Even  till  that  utmoft  comer  of  the  weft. 
Salute  thee  for  her  king  :  till  then,  fair  boy. 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Const.  O,  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
Till  your  ftrong  hand  ftiall  help  to  give  him  ftrength. 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

AusT.  The  peace  of  heaven  is  theirs,  that  lift  their 
fwords 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  war. 

K.  Phi.  Well  then,  to  work;  our  cannon  fliallbe  bent 
Againft  the  brows  of  this  refifting  town.— 
Call  for  our  chiefeft  men  of  difcipline. 
To  cull  the  plots  of  beft  advantages : — 
We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones. 
Wade  to  the  market  place  in  Frenchmen's  blood, 
But  we  will  make  it  fubjed  to  this  boy. 

Const.  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  embafly. 
Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  blood : 
My  lord  Chatillon  may  from  England^bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war ; 
And  then  we  ftiall  repent  each  drop  of  blood. 
That  hot  rafli  hafte  fo  indiredly  flied, 
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Enter  Cha  till  on. 

K.  Phi.  A  wonder,  lady !— lo,  upon  thy  wifti. 
Our  meflenger  Chatillon  is  arriv'd.— 
What  England  fays,  fay  briefly,  gentle  lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee  :  Chatillon,  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry  fiege, 
And  flir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  ta(k. 
England,  impatient  of  your  juft  demands. 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  arms  ;  the  adverfe  winds, 
Whofe  leifure  I  have  flaid,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  foon  as  I : 
His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  forces  flrong,  his  foldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-queen, 
An  At6,  ftirring  him  to  blood  and  ftrife  ; 
With  her  her  niece,  the  lady  Blanch  of  Spain; 
With  them  a  bailard  of  the  king  deceased  : 
And  all  the  unfettled  humours  of  the  land,~« 
Rafh,  inconfiderate,  firy  voluntaries. 
With  ladies'  faces,  and  fierce  dragons'  fpleens,— 
Have  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes. 
Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs^ 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpirits. 
Than  now  the  EngUfli  bottoms  have  waft  o'er. 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  tide. 
To  do  offence  and  fcath  in  Chrifl:endom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churUfli  drums      IDrums  Beat. 
Cuts  off  more  circumflanc^:  they  are  at  hand. 
To  parley,  or  to  fight ;  therefore,  prepare. 

K.  Phi.  How  much  unlook'd  for  is  this  expedition ! 

jiusT.  By  how  much  unexpeded,  by  fo  much 
We  mull  awake  endeavour  for  defence ; 
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For  courage  moimteth  with  occafion : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepared. 
Enter  King  Jobn^  Elinor^  Blanch,  the  Bastard^ 
Pembroke,  and  Forced. 

K.  yoHN.  Peace  be  to  France  ;  if  France  in  peace  per- 
Our  juft  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own  I  [nut 

If  not ;  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  heaven ! 
Whiles  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  corredt 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beat  his  peace  to  heaven, 

K.  Phi.  Peace  be  to  England ;  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  Uve  in  peace ! 
England  we  love ;  and,  for  that  England's  fake. 
With  burden  of  our  armour  here  we  fweat  : 
This  toil  of  ours  fhould  be  a  work  of  thine  ; 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far. 
That  thou  haft  uhderwrought  his  lawful  king. 
Cut  oflf  the  fequence  of  pofterity. 
Outfaced  infant  ftate,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 

Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face  ; 

Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his : 
This  little  abftrad  doth  contain  that  large. 
Which  died  in  Geffrey  ;  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  huge  a  volume. 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  bom. 
And  this  his  fon ;  England  was  Geffrey's  right. 
And  this  is  Geflfrey's  :  In  the  name  of  God, 
How  comes  it  then,  that  thou  art  call'd  a  king. 
When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat. 
Which  owe  the  crown  that  thou  o'ermaftereft  ? 
K.  John.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  commif<« 
"  fion,  France, 
To  draw  my  anfwer  froni  thy  articles  ? 
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K.  Phi.  From  that  fupemal  judge,  that  ftirs  good 
In  any  breaft  of  ftrong  authority,  [thoughts 

To  look  into  the  blots  and  ftains  of  right. 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy  : 
Under  whofe  warrant,  I  impeach  thy  wrong ; 
And,  by  whofe  help,  I  mean  to  chaftife  it. 

K.  John.  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  authority. 

K.  Phi.  Excufe  ;  it  is  to  beat  ufurping  down. 

Eli.  Who  is  it,  thou  doft  call  ufurper,  France  ? 

Const.  Let  me  make  anfwer; — thy  ufurping  fon. 

Eli.  Out,  infolent !  thy  baftard  fhall  be  king; 
That  thou  may^ft  be  a  queen,  and  check  the  world  ! 

Const.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  as  true. 
As  thine  was  to  thy  hufband :  and  this  boy 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geflfrey, 
Than  thou  and  John  in  manners ;  being  as  like. 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  baftard  !  By  my  foul,  I  think, 
His  father  never  was  fo  true  begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  his  mother. 

Eli.  There^s  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy  father. 

Const.  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy,  that  would  blot 

^usT.  Peace !  [thee 

Bast.  Hear  the  crier. 

^usT.  What  the  devil, art  thou? 

Bast.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  fir,  with  you, 
An  'a  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Whofe  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard ; 
rU  fmoke  your  fkin-coat,  an  I  catch  you  right ; 
Sirrah,  look  to't  ;  i'faith,  I  will,  i'faith. 

Blanch.  O,  well  did  he  become  that  lion's  robe, 
That  did  difrobe  the  lion  of  ^at  robe ! 
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Bast.  It  lies  as  lightly  on  the  back  of  him, 

^s  great  Alcides'  fhoes  upon  an  afs  : 

Jut,  afs,  rU  take  that  burden  from  your  back  ; 
3r  lay  on  that  (hall  make  your  flioulders  crack. 

Ausr.  What  cracker  is  this  fame,  that  deafs  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath  ? 

K.  Phi.  Lewis,  determine  what  we  (hall  do  ftraight. 

Lew.  Women  and  fools,  break  off  your  conference. — 
King  John,  this  is  the  very  fum  of  all, — 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee  : 
Wilt  thou  refign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  ? 

K.  John.  My  life  as  foon  :— I  do  defy  thee,  France. 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand  ; 
And,  out  of  my  dear  love,  Fll  give  thee  more 
Than  e*er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  win : 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 

Const.  Do,  child,  go  to  it'  grandam,  child ; 
Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it'  grandam  will 
Give  It  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig  : 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Jrth.  Good  my  mother,  peace  ! 
I  would,  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave; 

1  am  not  worth  this  coil,  that's  made  for  me. 
Lli.  His  mother  fhames  him  fo,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 
Const.  Now  fhame  upon  you,  whe'r  fhe  does,  or  no ! 

ffisgrandam's  wrongs,  and  not  his  n>other's  fhames. 

Draw  thofe  heaven-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes, 

Which  heaven  fhall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee  ; 

Ay,  with  thefe  cryflal  beads  heaven  fhall  be  brib'd 

To  do  him  juflice,  and  revenge  on  you. 
Ell.  Thou  monflrous  flanderer  of  heaven  and  earth ! 
Vol.  III.  G 
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Const.  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  heaven  and  earth 
Call  not  me  flanderer  ;  thou,  and  thine,  ufurp 
The  dominations,  royalties,  and  rights. 
Of  this  opprefled  boy  :  This  is  thy  eldeft  fon's  fon, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee  ; 
Thy  fins  are  vifited  in  this  poor  child ; 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him. 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John.  Bedlam,  have  done. 

Const.  I  have  but  this  to  fay, — 
That  he's  not  only  plagued  for  her  fin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  fin  and  her  the  plague 
On  this  removed  ifTue,  plagu'd  for  her. 
And  with  her  plague,  her  fin ;  his  injury 
Her  injury, — the  beadle  to  her  fin ; 
All  punifh'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child, 
And  all  for  her  ;  A  plague  upon  her ! 

Eli.  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  will,  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon. 

Const.  Ay,  who  doubts  that  ?  a  will !  a  wicked  will; 
A  woman's  will ;  a  cankered  grandam's  will ! 

K.  Phi.  Peace,  lady  ;  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate : 
It  ill  befeems  this  prefence,  to  cry  aim 
To  thefc  ill-tuned  repetitions. — 
Some  trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls 
Thefe  men  of  Angiers ;  let  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John's. 

Trumpets  found.     Efiter  Citizens  upon  the  walls. 

I  CiT.  Whons  it,  that  hath  wam'd  us  to  the  walls  ? 

K.  Phi,  'Tis  France,  for  England. 

K.  John.  England,  for  itfelf : 
You  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  fubje(9s,-— 
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K.  Phi.  You  loving  men  of  Anglers,  Arthur's  fubjeds, 
)ur  trumpet  caird  you  to  this  gentle  parle. 
K.  yoHN.  For  our  advantage ; — Therefore,  hear   us 
firft.— 
rhefe  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  profpedl  of  your  town, 
Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement : 
rhe  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath  ; 
And  ready  mounted  are  they,  to  fpit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainft  your  walls : 
All  preparation  for  a  bloody  fiege. 
And  mercilefs  proceeding  by  thefe  French, 
Confront  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates ; 
Aii(J,  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  Hones, 
That  as  a  waift  do  girdle  you  about. 
By  the  compulfion  of  their  ordnance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
Had  been  dishabited,  and  wide  havock  made 
For  bloody  power  to  rufti  upon  your  peace. 

But,  on  the  fight  of  us,  your  lawful  king, 

Who  painfully,  with  much  expedient  march. 
Have  brought  a  countercheck  before  your  gates, 
To  lave  iinfcratch^d  your  city's  threatened  cheeks, — 
Behold,  the  French,  amaz'd,  vouchfafe  a  parle  : 
And  now,  inftead  of  bullets  wrapped  in  fire. 
To  make  a  fliaking  fever  in  your  walls. 
They  fhoot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  fmoke, 
.  To  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  ears : 
Which  truft  accordingly,  kind  citizens. 
And  let  us  in,  your  king ;  whofe  laboured  fpirits, 
Forwearied  in  this  addon  of  fwift  fpeed, 
Crave  harbourage  within  your  city  walls.       ^ 
K.  Phi.  When  I  have  faid,  make  anfwer  to  us  both. 

Gij 
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Lo,  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  protedion 
Is  moll  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right. 
Of  him  it  holds,  Hands  young  Plantagenet  ; 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man. 
And  king  o*er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys  : 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  thefe  greens  before  your  town ; 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you. 
Than  the  conftraint  of  hofpitable  zeal. 
In  the  relief  of  this  opprefled  child, 
Religioufly  provokes.     Be  pleafed  then 
To  pay  that  duty,  which  you  truly  owe. 
To  him  that  owes  it ;  namely,  this  young  prince  : 
And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear. 
Save  in  afped,  have  all  oflfence  feaPd  up ; 
Our  cannon's  malice  vainly  (hall  be  fpent 
Againft  the  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven ; 
And,  with  a  blefled  and  unvex'd  retire. 
With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis*d. 
We  will  bear  home  that  lufty  blood  again. 
Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  town. 
And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you,  in  peace. 
,  But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffered  offer, 
*Tis  not  the  roundure  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  meflengers  of  war  ; 
Though  all  thefe  Englifh,  and  their  difcipline. 
Were  harboured  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then,  tell  us,  (hall  your  city  call  us  lord. 
In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challenged  it  ? 
Or  (hall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage. 
And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  poffeflion  ? 

I  Cir.  In  brief,  we  are  the  king  of  England's  fubje£b 
For  him^  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 
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K.  yoHN.  Acknowledge  then  the  king,  and  let  me  iji, 
I  Cir.  That  can  we  not :  but  he  that  proves  the  king. 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal ;  till  that  time. 
Have  we  rammed  up  our  gates  againft  the  world. 

K.yoHN.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove  the  king? 
And,  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnefles, 
Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  England's  breed,— 
Bast.  Baftards,  and  elfe. 
K.  yoHN.  To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives. 
K.  Phi.  As  many,  and  as  well  bom  bloods  as  thofe,  ■    ■ 
Bast.  Some  baftards  too. 

K.  Phi.  Stand  in  his  face,  to  contradidk  his  claim. 
I  CiT.  Till  you  compound  whofe  right  is  worthieft. 
We,  for  the  worthieft,  hold  the  right  from  both. 

K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofe  fouls, 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence. 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fliall  fleet, 
la  dreadfiil  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king  ! 
K.  Phi.  Amen,  Amen ! — Mount,  chevaliers !  to  arms ! 
Bast.  St.  George, — that  fwing'd  the  dragon,  and  e'er 
Sts  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoftefs'  door,  [fince» 

Teach  us  fome  fence  ! — Sirrah,  were  I  at  home. 
At  your  den,  firrah,  [To  Austria.']  with  your  Uonefs, 
fd  fet  an  ox-head  to  your  Uon's  hide, 
And  make  a  monfter  of  you. 
AosT.  Peace ;  no  more. 

Bast.  O,  tremble  ;  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar. 
K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain ;  where  we'll  fet  forth, 
In  beft  appointment,  all  our  regiments. 
Bjst.  Speed  then,  to  take  advantage  of  the  field,     [hill 
X.  Phi.  It  (hall  be  fo  ; — [To  Lewis.]  and  at  the  other 
Coomaiwl  the  reft  to  ftand ^God,  and  our  right ! 

i  [Exeunt. 

Giij 
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SCENE  IL    the  fame. 

Alarums  and  Excurfions  ;  then  a  Retreat.  EnteraFRBNCB 

Herald^  with  trumpets^  to  the  gates. 

F.  Her.  You  men  of  Anglers,  open  wide  your  gates. 
And  let  young  Arthur,  duke  of  Bretagne,  in ; 
Who,  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Englifh  mother, 
Whofe  fons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground  : 
Many  a  widow's  hufband  groveling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcolour'd  earth  ; 
And  vidory,  with  little  lofs,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French  ; 
Who  are  at  hand,  triumphantly  difplay'd. 
To  enter  conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  England's  king,  and  yours. 
Enter  an  English  Herald,  with  trumpets. 

E.  Her.  Rejoice,  you  men  of  Angiers,  ring  your  bells ; 
King  John,  your  king  and  England's,  doth  approach, 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day ! 
Their  armours,  that  march'd  hence  fo  filver-bright. 
Hither  return- all  gilt  with  Frenchman's,  blood  j 
There  ftuck  no  plume  in  any  EngUfh  creft. 
That  is  removed  by  a  ftaflf  of  France ; 
Our  colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands 
That  did  difplay  them  when  we  firft  marched  forth ; 
And,  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen,  come 
Our  lufty  EngUfli,  all  with  purpled  hands. 
Died  in  the  dying  daughter  of  their  foes : 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  vidors  way. 

CiT.  Heralds,  from  oflf  our  towers  we  might  behold. 
From  firft  to  laft,  the  onfet  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies  ;  whofe  equality 
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By  our  beft  eyes  cannot  be  qenfured  : 

Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  anfwer'd  blows; 

Strength  match'd  with  ftrength,  and  power  confronted 

Both  are  alike ;  and  both  alike  we  like.  [power : 

One  muil  prove  greateft :  while  they  weigh  fo  even, 

We  hold  our  town  for  neither ;  yet  for  both, 

iMtcr^  Qi  onejidc.  King  John,  with  bis  power;  Elinor^ 

Blancb^  and  the  Bastard ;  at  the  otbcr^   King 

Philip^  Lewis,  Austria,  and  Forces. 

KJoHN.  France,  haft  thou  yet  more  blood  to  caft  away  ? 
Say,  (hall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on  ? 
Whofe  paflage,  vex'd  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'erfwell 
With  courfe  difturb'd  even  thy  confining  fliores ; 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  filver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Phi.  England,  thou  haft  not  fav'd  one  drop  of  blood, 
In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France ; 
Rather,  loft  more :  And  by  this  hand  I  fwear. 
That  fways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks, — 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  juft-bome  arms. 
We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainft  whom  thefe  arms  we  bear, 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead ; 
Gracing  the  fcroll,  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs. 
With  llaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  kings. 

Bast^  Ha,  majefty !  how  high  thy  glory  towers. 
When  the  rich  blood  of  kings  is  fet  on  fire  ! 
0,  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteel ; 
The  fwords  of  foldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  fangs  ; 
And  now  he  feafts,  mouthing  the  flefli  of  men. 
In  undetermined  differences  of  kings. — 
Why  ftand  thefe  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry,  havock,  kings  !  back  to  the  ftained  fields 
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You  equal  potents,  firy-kindled  fpirits ! 

Then  let  conifufion  of  one  part  confirm 

The  other's  peace;  till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death ! 

K.  John.  Whofe  party  do  the  townfmen  yet  admit  ? 

K.  Phi.  Speak,  citizens,  for  England;  who's  your  king? 

I  Cir.  The  king  of  England,  when  we  know  the  king. 

K.  Phi.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right. 

K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy,, 
And  bear  pofleflion  of  our  perfon  here ; 
Lprd  of  our  prefence,  Angiers,  and  of  you. 

;  Cir.  A  greater  power  than  we,  denies  all  this ; 
And,  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong-barr'd  gates : 
King'd  of  our  fears  ;  until  our  fears,  refolv'd^ 
Be  by  fome  certain  king  purged  and  depos'd. 

Bast.  By  heaven,  thefe  fcroyles  of  Angiers  flout  you. 
And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  battlements,  [kings ; 

As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  fcenes  and  ads  of  death, 
Your  royal  prefences  be  ruPd  by  me ; 
Do  like  the  mutines  of  Jerufalem, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  fharpeft  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town  : 
By  eaft  and  weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  cannon,  charged  to  the  mouths. ; 
Till  their  foul-fearing  clamours  have  brawl'd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city  : 
I'd  play  inceflantly  upon  thefe  jades, 
Even  till  unfenced  defolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  diflever  your  united  ftrengths, 
And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again ; 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point : 
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Then,  in  a  moment,  fortune  fhall  cull  forth 

Out  of  one  fide  her  happy  minion ; 

To  whom  in  favour  fhe  (hall  give  the  day, 

And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  vidory. 

How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  Hates  ? 

Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  policy  ? 

K.  yoHN.  Now,  by  the  fky  that  hangs  above  our  heads, 
I  like  it  well ; — ^France,  fhall  we  knit  our  powers. 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  ground  ; 
Then,  after,  fight  who  (hall  be  king  of  it  ? 

Bast.  An  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  king, — 
Being  wronged,  as  we  are,  by  this  peevifh  town, — 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery. 
As  we  will  ours^  againft  thefe  fancy  walls : 
And  when  that  we  have  dafli'd  them  to  the  ground, 
Why,  then  defy  each  other ;  and,  pell-mell. 
Make  work  upon  ourfelves,  for  heaven,  or  hell. 
K.  Phi.  Let  it  be  fo  : — Say,  where  will  you  aflault  ? 
K.  John.  We  from  the  weft  will  fend  deftrudion 
Into  this  city's  bofom. 
Just.  I  from  the  north. 
K.  Phi.  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth. 
Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Bjst.  O  prudent  difcipline !  From  north  to  fouth ; 
Auftria  and  France  (hoot  in  each  other's  mouth :   [AJide. 
rU  ftir  them  to  it : — Come,  away,  away ! 

I  Cir.  Hear  us,  great  kings :  vouchfafe  awhile  to  ftay. 
And  I  fhall  (how  you  peace,  and  fair-faced  league  j 
\     Win  you  this  city  without  ftroke,  or  wound  ; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds, 
That  here  come  facrifices  for  the  field  : 
Perfever  not,  but  he^r  me,  mighty  kings, 
t       K.  John.  Speak  on,  with  favour ;  we  are  bent  to  hear. 
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I  Cir.  That  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  lady  Blanch 
Is  near  to  England ;  Look  upon  the  years  . 
Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  maid: 
If  lufty  love  fhould  go  in  queft  of  beauty. 
Where  fhould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch  ? 
If  zealous  love  fhould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue. 
Where  fhould  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  I 
If  love  ambitious  fought  a  match  of  birth, 
Whofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Blanch  ? 
Such  as  fhe  is,  in.  beauty,  virtue,  birth. 
Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  complete : 
If  not  complete,  O  fay,  he  is  not  fhe  ; 
And  fhe  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 
If  want  it  be  not,  that  fhe  is  not  he : 
He  is  the  half  part  of  a  bleflfed  man. 
Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  a  fhe ; 
And  fhe  a  fair  divided  excellence, 
Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfedkion  Ues  in  him. 
O,  two  fuch  filver  currents,  when  they  join, 
Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in : 
And  two  fuch  fhores  to  two  fuch  fbreams  made  one. 
Two  fuch  controlUng  bounds  fhall  you  be,  kings. 
To  thefe  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  fhall  do  more  than  battery  can, 
To  our  fafl-clofed  gates ;  for,  at  this  match. 
With  fwifter  fpleen  than  powder  can  enforce. 
The  mouth  of  paflage  fhall  we  fling  wide  ope. 
And  give  you. entrance :  but,  without  this  match, 
The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf, 
Lions  more  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 
More  free  from  motion ;  no,  not  death  himfelf 
In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory, 
As  we  to  keep  this  city. 
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Bast.  Here's  a  flay. 
That  (hakes  the  rotten  carcafe  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags  !  Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed. 
That  fpits  forth  death,  atid  mountains,  rocks,  and  feas ; 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions. 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs  ! 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  lufty  blood  ? 
He  fpeaks  plain  cannon,  fire,  and  fmoke,  and  bounce ; 
He  gives  the  baflinado  with  his  tongue  ; 
Our  ears  are  cudgel'd  ;  not  a  word  of  his, 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fift  of  France  : 
Zounds  !  I  was  never  fo  bethump'd  with  words. 
Since  I  firfl  calPd  my  brother's  father,  dad. 
Eli.  Son,  lift  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  match; 

Give  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough : 

For  by  this  knot  thou  fhalt  fo  furely  tie 

Thy  now  unfur'd  aflurance  to  the  crown. 

That  yon  green  boy  fhall  have  no  fun  to  ripe 

The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 

I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France  ; 

Mark,  how  they  whifper :  urge  them,  while  their  fouls 

Are  capable  of  this  ambition ; 

Left  zeal,  now  melted,  by  the  windy  breath 

Of  foft  petitions,  pity,  and  remorfe. 

Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 
I  Cir.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  majeflies 

This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threatened  town  ?  [firfl 

K.  Phi.  Speak  England  firfl,  that  hath  been  forward 

To  fpeak  unto  this  city  :  What  fay  you  ? 
K.  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  princely  fon, 

Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  I  love, 

Her  dowry  fhall  weigh  equal  with  a  queen : 

For  AnjoUy  and  fiur  Touraine,  Maine,  Poidliers, 
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And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  fea 
(Except  this  city  now  by  ns  befieg'd,) 
Find  liable  to  our  crown  and  dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed  ;  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions. 
As  fhe  in  beauty,  education,  blood. 
Holds  hand  with  any  princefs  of  the  world. 

K.  Phi.  What  fay'ft  thou,  boy?  look  in  the  lady's  face. 

Leif.  I  do,  my  lord ;  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle, 
The  ftiadow  of  myfelf  form*d  in  her  eye  ; 
Which,  being  but  the  ftiadow  of  your  fon. 
Becomes  a  fun,  and  makes  your  fon  a  ftiadow : 
I  do  proteft,  I  never  lov'd  myfelf. 
Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  myfelf. 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye. 

\Wbifpers  with  Blanch. 

Bast.  Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye ! — 
Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow ! — 
And  quartered  in  her  heart ! — ^he  doth  efpy 

Himfelf  love's  traitor  :  This  is  pity  now. 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quartered,  there  ftiould  be. 
In  fuch  a  love,  fo  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  will,  in  this  refped,  is  mine : 
If  he  fee  aught  in  you,  that  makes  him  like, 
That  any  thing  he  fees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  tranflate  it  to  my  will ; 
Or,  if  you  will,  (to  fpeak  more  properly,) 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord. 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  love. 

Than  this, ^that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you,  [judge) 

(Though  churlifti  thoughts  themfelves  ftiould  be  your 


KING  JOHN.  109 

That  I  can  find  fhould  merit  any  hate. 

K.  John.  What  fay  thefe  young  ones?  What  fay  you, 

my  niece  ? 
Blanch.  That  fhe  is  bound  in  honour  ftill  to  do 
What  you  in  wifdom  (hall  vouchfafe  to  fay. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  prince  Dauphin ;  can  you  love 

this  lady  ? 
ZjEfF.  Nay,  afk  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love  ; 
For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfeignedly. 

K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  Volqueflen,  Touraine,  Maine, 
Poidiers,  and  Anjou,  thefe  five  provinces, 
With  her  to  thee  ;  and  this  addition  more. 
Full  thirty  thoufand  marks  of  EngUfli  coin. — 
Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleased  withal, 
Command  thy  fon  and  daughter  to  join  hands.       [hands. 
K.  Phi.  It  likes  us  well ; — ^Young  princes,  clofe  your 
Just.  And  your  lips  too  ;  for,  I  am  well  afllir'd, 
That  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firft  affur'd. 

K.  Phi.  Now,  citizens  of  Angiers,  ope  your  gates, 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made ; 
For  at  faint  Mary's  chapel,  prefently. 
The  rites  of  marriage  fhall  be  folemniz'd. — 
Is  not  the  lady  Conftance  in  this  troop  ? — 
I  know,  (he  is  not ;  for  this  match,  made  up. 
Her  prefence  would  have  interrupted  much  :— 
Uhere  is  fhe  and  her  fon  ?  tell  me,  who  knows. 
Lbif.  She  is  fad  and  palfionate  at  your  highnefs*  tent. 
K.  Phi.  And,bymy  faith, this  league,thatwehave  made, 
Will  give  her  fadnefs  very  little  cure — 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content        "^ 
This  widow  lady  ?  In  her  right  we  came ; 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  tum'd  another  way. 
To  our  own  vantage. 
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K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  all : 
For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  duke  of  Bretagne,  • 

And  earl  of  Richmond  ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of — Call  the  lady  Conftance  ; 
Some  fpeedy  meflenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  folemnity  : — ^I  truft  we  fhall. 
If  not  fill  up  the  meafure  of  her  will. 
Yet  in  fome  meafure  fatisfy  her  fo, 
That  we  fhall  Hop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  hafte  will  fufFer  us, 
To  this  unlook'd  for  unprepared  pomp.. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Bastard. — The  Citizens  retire 
from  the  walls. 

Bast.  Mad  world  !  mad  kings  !  mad  compofition  ! 
John,  to  Hop  Arthur's  title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part  : 
And  France,  (whofe  armour  confcience  buckled  on ; 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field. 
As  God's  own  foldier,)  rounded  in  the  ear 
With  that  fame  purpofe-changer,  that  fly  devil ; 
That  broker,  that  flill  breaks  the  pate  of  faith ; 
That  daily  bredk-vow  ;  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids  ;-» 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofc 

But  the  word  maid, cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that ; 

That  fmooth-faced  gentleman,  tickling  conunodity,— 

Commodity,  the  bias  of  the  world ; 

The  world,  who  of  itfelf  is  peifed  well. 

Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground ; 

Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  bias. 

This  fway  of  motion,  this  commodity. 

Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency. 

From  all  diredion,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent : 
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And  this  fame  bias,  this  commodity, 

This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 

Clapp'd  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 

Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determined  aid, 

From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  war. 

To  a  moft  bafe  and  vile-concluded  peace.— 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity  ? 

But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet : 

Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  haAd, 

When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm ; 

But  for  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet. 

Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 

Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail. 

And  fay, — ^there  is  no  fin,  but  to  be  rich ; 

And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  fhall  be. 

To  fay, — ^there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary  : 

Since  kings  break  faith  upon  commodity, 

Gain,  be  my  lord  ;  for  I  will  worfhip  thee !  [E:)dt. 


ACr  III. 

SCENE  I.    "the  Jam.    The  French  King's  Tent. 

Enter  Constance,  Arthur^  and  Salisbury. 

Const.  Gone  to  be  married !  gone  to  fwear  a  peace  1 
Falfe  blood  to  fidfe  blood  join'd !  Gone  to  be  friends  ! 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch  ?  and  Blanch  thofe  provinces  ? 
It  is  not  fo  ;  thou  hafl:  misfpoke,  misheard ; 
Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again  : 
It  cannot  be ;  thou  doft  but  fay,  'tis  fo  ; 
I  trull,  I  may  not  truft  thee  ;  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man : 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee,  man ; 
I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  contrary. 
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Thou  (halt  be  punifli'd  for  thus  frighting  mc. 
For  I  am  lick,  and  capable  of  fears ; 
Opprefs'd  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears ; 
A  widow,  hufbandlefs,  fubjed  to  fears ; 
A  woman,  naturally  bom  to  fears  : 
And  though  thou  now  confefs,  thou  didft  but  jeft, 
With  my  vex'd  fpirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce. 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  fhaking  of  thy  head  ? 
AVhy  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of  thine  ? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum. 
Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds  ? 
Be  thefe  fad  figns  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 
Then  fpeak  again ;  not  all  thy  former  tale. 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal.  As  true,  as,  I  believe,  you  think  them  falfe. 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 

Const.  O,  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  forrow, 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  die  j 
And  let  belief  and  Ufe  encounter  fo. 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defperate  men, 

Which,  in  the  very  meeting,  fall,  and  die 

Lewis  marry  Blanch !  O,  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  England !  what  becomes  of  me  ?— 
Fellow,  be  gone ;  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight ; 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  moft  ugly  man, 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady,  done, 
But  fpoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Const.  Which  harm  within  itfelf  fo  heinous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

Arte.  I  do  befeech  you,  madam,  be  content. 

Const.  If  thou,  that  bid'ft  me  be  content,  wert  grim, 

I 


KING  JOHN4  113 

Ugly,  and  IkndVous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
Full  of  unplealing  blots,  and  fightlefs  ftains, 
Lame,  foolifti,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 
Patched  with  foul  moles,  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
For  then  I  fhould  not  love  thee  ;  no,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deferve  a  crown. 
But  thou  art  fair ;  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy ! 
Nature  and  fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great : 
Of  nature's  gifts  thou  may'ft  with  lilies  boaft. 
And  with  the  half-blown  rofe :  but  fortune,  O ! 
She  is  corrupted,  changed,  and  won  from  thee ; 
She  adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John ; 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluck'd  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  refped  of  fovereignty. 
And  made  his  majefty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  bawd  to  fortune,  and  king  John  ; 
That  ftrumpet  fortune,  that  ufurping  John  : — 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfwom  ? 
tnvenom  him  with  words ;  or  get  thee  gone. 
And  leave  thofe  woes  alone,  which  I  alone. 
Am  bound  to  underbear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me,  madam, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  kings.  [thee  ; 

Const.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  (halt,  I  will  not  go  with 
I  will  inftrudl  my  forrows  to  be  proud  ; 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  ftout. 
To  me,  and  to  the  ftate  of  my  great  grief, 
/   Let  kings  aflemble  ;  for  my  griePs  fo  great. 

That  no  fupporte'r  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
^  Can  hold  it  up  :  here  I  and  forrow  fit ; 
I    Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 
%  [She  throws  herfelf  on  the  ground. 
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Enter  King  yoHN,  King  Philip,  Lbmtis,  Blanch^ 
Elinor,  Bastard,  Austria,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Phi.  'Tis  true,  fair  daughter ;  and  this  blefled  day, 
Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  feftival  : 
To  folemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  fun 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  alchemift  ; 
Turning,  with  fplendor  of  his  precious  eye. 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold  : 
The  yearly  courfe,  that  brings  this  day  about, 
Shall  never  fee  it  but  a  holyday. 

Const.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holyday  ! —  [/2j/&5f - 
What  hath  this  day  deferv'd  ?  what  hath  it  done ; 
That  it  in  golden  letters  fhould  be  fet, 
Among  the  high  tides,  in  the  kalendar  ? 
Nay,  rather,  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week  j 
This  day  of  ihame,  opprefllon,  perjury  : 
Or,  if  it  muft  ftand  ftill,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray,  that  their  burdens  may  not  fall  this  day^ 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  crofs'd : 
But  on  this  day,  \et  feamen  fear  no  wreck  ; 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made  : 
This  day,  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end  ; 
Yea,  faith  itfelf  to  hollow  falfehood  change  ! 

K.  Phi.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  (hall  have  no  caufc 
To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day  : 
Have  I  not  pawn*d  to  you  my  majefty  ? 

Const.  You  have  beguird  me  with  a  counterfeit, 
Refembiing  majefty  ;  which,  being  touch'^d,  and  tried, 
Proves  valuelefs :  You  are  forfwom,  forfwom ; 
You  came  in  arms  to  fpill  mine  enemies'  bloody 
But  now  in  arms  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours : 
The  grappling  vigour  and  rough  frown  of  war^ 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace  ^ 
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And  our  oppreffion  hath  made  up  this  league  : — 
Ann,  arm,  you  heavens,  againft  thefe  perjured  kings  ! 
A  widow  cries ;  be  hufband  to  me,  heavens  ! 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace  ;  but,  ere  funfet. 
Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  kings  ! 
Hear  me,  O,  hear  me ! 
Avsr.  Lady  Conftance,  peace. 
Const.  War !  war  !  no  peace  !  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 
0  Lymoges  !  O  Auftria  !  thou  doft  fhame 
That  bloody  fpoil :  Thou  Have,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward ; 
Thou  Httle  vaUant,  great  in  villainy  ! 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide  ! 
Thou  fortime's  champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humourous  ladyfliip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety  !  thou  art  perjur'd  too. 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.     What  a  fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  fool';  to  brag,  and  ftamp,  and  fwear,. 
Upon  my  party  !  Thou  cold-blooded  flave. 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  thunder  on  my  fide  ? 
Been  fwom  my  foldier  ?  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  ftars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  ftrength  ? 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide !  doff  it  for  fliame. 
And  hang  a  calPs-fldn  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
Ausr.  O,  that  a  man  ftiould  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me ! 
Bast.  And  hang  a  calTs-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
Ausr.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  villain,  for  thy  life. 
\       Bast.  And  hang  a  calPs-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
i       K.  John.  We  like  not  this  ;  thou  doft  forget  thyfclf, 
f  Enter  Pandulph. 

K.  Phi.  Here  comes  the  holy  legate  of  the  pope. 
Pand.  Hail,  you  anointed  deputies  of  heaven  !— 
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To  thee,  King  John,  my  holy  errand  is. 
I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal, 
Aiid  from  pope  Innocent  the  legate  here. 
Do,  in  his  name,  religioufly  demand. 
Why  thou  againft  the  church,  our  holy  mother. 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn  ;  and,  force  perforce. 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  archbifliop 
Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  fee  ? 
This,  in  our  'forefaid  holy  father's  name, 
^Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories. 
Can  ta/k  the  free  breath  of  a  facred  king  ?^ 
Thou  canfl  not,  cardinal,  devife  a  name 
So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous. 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale  ;  and  from  the  mouth  of  England, 
Add  thus  much  more, — That  no  Italian  prieft 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions ; 
But  as  we  under  heaven  are  fupreme  head, 
So,  under  him,  that  great  fupremacy. 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold. 
Without  the  afliftance  of  a  mortal  hand : 
So  tell  the  pope  ;  all  reverence  fet  apart. 
To  him,  and  his  ufurp'd  authority, 

K.  Phi.  Brother  of  England,  you  blafpheme  in  this. 

K.  John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  kings  of  Chriften- 
Are  led  fo  grofsly  by  this  meddling  prieft,  [dom, 

Dreading  the  curfe  that  money  may  buy  out ; 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  duft, 
Purchafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who,  in  that  fale,  fells  pardon  from  himfelf : 
Though  you,  and  all  the  reft,  fo  grofsly  led, 
This  juggling  witchcraft;  with  revenue  cherifli ; 
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Yet  I,  alone,  alone  do  me  oppofe 

Againft  the  pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes, 

Pand.  Then,  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have. 
Thou  {halt  (land  curs'd,  and  excommunicate : 
And  bleffed  ftiall  he  be,  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretick ; 
And  meritorious  fhall  that  hand  be  calPd, 
Canonized,  and  worlhip'd  as  a  faint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Const.  O,  lawful  let  it  be. 
That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while  ! 
Good  father  cardinal,  cry  thou,  amen. 
To  my  keen  curies ;  for,  without  my  wrong. 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right. 

Pand.  There's  law  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curfe. 

Const.  And  for  mine  too ;  when  law  can  do  no  right, 
Let  it  be  lawful,  that  law  bar  no  wrong  : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here ; 
For  he,  that  holds  his  kingdom,  holds  the  law  : 
Therefore,  fince  law  itfelf  is  perfed  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curfe  ? 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curfe, 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  archheretick ; 
[    And  raife  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head, 

Unlefs  he  do  fubmit  himfelf  to  Rome.  [hand. 

Eli.  Look'ft  thou  pale,  France  ?    do  not  let  go  thy 

Const.  Look  to  that,  devil !  left  that  France  repent, 
And,  by  disjoining  hands,  hell  lofe  a  foul. 

jiusT.  King  Philip,  liften  to  the  cardinal. 

Bast.  And  hang  a  caLPs-fkin  on  his  recreant  limbs. 

j4ust.  Well,  ruffian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 
3ecaufe-r^ 
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Bast.  Your  breeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philip,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  cardinal  ? 

Const.  What  fhould  he  fay,  but  as  the  cardinals* 

L^/r.  Bethink  you,  father ;  for  the  diflference 
Is,  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curfe  from  Rome, 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend : 
Forgo  the  ealier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome. 

Const.  O  Lewis,  (land  fall ;  the  devil  tempts  thee  here. 
In  likenefs  of  a  new  untrimmed  bride. 

Blanch.  The  lady  Conftance  fpeaks  not  from  her  faith, 
But  from  her  need. 

Const.  O,  if  thou  grant  my  need. 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  foith. 

That  need  muft  needs  infer  this  principle, 

That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need ; 

O,  then,  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up ; 

Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  king  is  mov'd,  and  anfwers  not  to  this. 

Const.  O,  be  removed  from  him,  and  anfwer  well. 

j^usT.  Do  fo,  king  Philip  ;  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Bast.  Hang  nothing  but  a  calf's  ikin,  mod  fweet  lout 

K.  Phi.  I  am  perplex'd,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

pAND.  What  can'fl  thou  fay,  but  will  perplex  thee 
If  thou  (land  excommunicate,  and  curs'd  ?  [more, 

K.  Phi.  Good  reverend  father,  make  my  perfon  yours. 
And  tell  me,  how  you  would  beftow  yourfelf. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit ; 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  fouls 
Married  in  league,  coupled  and  link'd  together 
With  all  religious  ftrength  of  facred  vows ; 
The  lateft  breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words. 
Was  deep-fworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love. 
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Between  our  kingdoms,  and  our  royal  felves  ; 

And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before, — - 

No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafli  our  hands, 

To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 

Heaven  knows,  they  were  befmear'd  and  overftainM 

With  flaughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 

The  fearful  difference  of  incenfed  kings : 

And  fhall  thefe  hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood. 

So  newly  join'd  in  love,  fo  ftrong  in  both. 

Unyoke  this  feizure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 

Play  faft  and  loofe  with  faith  ?  fo  jeft  with  heaven, 

Make  fuch  unconftant  children  of  ourfelves, 

As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  palm  from  palm ; 

Unfwear  faith  fwom  ;  and  on  the  marriage  bed 

Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  hoft, 

And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

Of  true  fincerity  ?  O  holy  fir. 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  fo  ; 

Out  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  ordet ;  and  then  we  fhall  be  blefs^d 

To  do  your  pleafure,  and  continue  friends. 
Pjnd.  All  form  is  formlefs,  order  orderlefs. 

Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  love. 

Therefore,  to  arms  !  be  champion  of  our  church ! 

Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  her  curfe, 

A  mother's  ctirfe,  on  her  revolting  fon. 

France,  thou  may'fl  hold  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue, 

A  cafed  lion  by  the  mortal  paw,    . 

A  fafling  tiger  fafer  by  the  tooth. 

Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  dofl  hold, 
K.  Phi.  I  may  disjoin  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith, 
PANb.  So  mak'fl  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith  ; 

And,  like  a  civil  war,  fet'fl  oath  to  oath, 
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Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue.     O,  let  thy  vow 

Firft  made  to  heaven,  firft  be  to  heaven  performed  ; 

That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church ! 

What  fince  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fwom  againft  thyfelf, 

And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyfelf: 

For  that,  which  thou  haft  fwom  to  do  amifs, 

Is  not  amifs,  when  it  is  truly  done ; 

And  being  not  done,  whete  doing  tends  to  ill, 

The  truth  is  then  moft  done  not  doing  it : 

The  better  ad  of  purpofes  miftook 

Is,  to  miftake  again  ;  though  indired, 

Yet  indiredion  thereby  grows  dired, 

And  falfehood  falfehood  cures  ;  as  fire  cools  fire. 

Within  the  fcorched  veins  of  one  new  buni'd. 

It  is  religion,  that  doth  make  vows  kept ; 

But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  religion  ; 

By  what  thou  fwear'ft,  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear'ft ; 

And  mak'ft  an  oa  h  the  furety  for  thy  truth 

Againft  an  oath :  The  truth  thou  art  unfure 

To  fwear,  fwear  only  not  to  be  forfwofm ; 

Elfe,  what  a  mockery  ftiould  it  be  to  fwear  ? 

But  thou  doft  fwear  only  to  be  forfworn ; 

And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  fwear. 

Therefore,  thy  latter  vows,  againft  thy  firft, 

Is  in  thyfelf  rebellion  to  thyfelf: 

And  better  conqueft  never  canft  thou  make. 

Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Againft  thefe  giddy  loofe  fuggeftions  : 

Upon  which  better  part  our  prayers  come  in, 

If  thou  vouchfafi^  them  :  but,  if  not,  then  know, 

The  peril  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee  ; 

So  heavy,  as  thou  ftialt  not  fliake  them  off, 

Put,  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight. 
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jiusr.  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion  ! 
Bast.  Will't  not  be  ? 
Will  not  a  calf  Vfkin  flop  that  mouth  of  thine  ? 
LsfF.  Father  to  arms  ! 
Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding  day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
What,  fliall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'd  men  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loud  churlifh  drums, — 
Clamours  of  hell, — ^be  meafures  to  our  pomp  ? 
0  hufband,  hear  me  ! — ah,  alack,  how  new 
Is  hufband  in  my  mouth  ! — even  for  that  name, 
Which  till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce, 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Againft  mine  uncle. 

Const.  O,  upon  my  knee. 
Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee, 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Forp-thought  by  heaven. 

Blanch.  Now  ftiall  I  fee  thy  love ;  What  motive  may 
Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 

Const.  That  which  upholdeth  him  that  thee  upholds, 
His  honour :  O,  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  honour ! 

Leif.  I  mufe,  your  majefty  doth  feem  fo  cold, 
When  fuch  profound  refpeds  do  pull  you  on. 

Band.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head.    [thee. 

K.Phi.  Thou  flialt  not  need  ; — England,  Til  fall  from 

Const.  O  fair  return  of  baniih'd  majefty  ! 

Lli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconflancy  !         [hour. 

K.  John.  France,  thou  fhalt  rue  this  hour  within  this 

Bast.  Old  time  the  clock-fetter,  that  bald  fexton  time, 
Is  it  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  fhall  rUe. 

Blanch.  The  fun's  o'ercaft  with  blood :  Fair  day,  a- 
Y^ch  is  the  fide  that  I  muft  go  withal  ?  [dieu ! 
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I  am  with  both  :  each  army  hath  a  hand ; 
And,  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 
They  whirl  afunder,  and  difmember  me. 
Hufband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'ft  win  ; 
Uncle,  I  needs  muft  pray  that  thou  may'ft  lofe ; 
Father,  I  may  not  wifh  the  fortune  thine  ; 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  wifhes  thrive  : 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  fide  {hall  I  lofe  ; 
Affured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Lew.  Lady,  with  me  ;  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 

Blanch.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  life 
dies. 

K.  John.  Coufin,  go  draw  our  puiflance  together 

[Exit  Bastard. 
France,  I  am  bum'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath  j 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition. 
Than  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood. 
The  blood,  and  deareft-valu'd  blood,  of  France. 

K.  Phi.  Thy  rage  fhaU  bum  thee  up,  and  thou  (halt  turn 
To  alhes,  ere  our  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire  : 
Look  to  thyfelf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John.  No  more  than  he  that  threats. — ^To  arms 
let's  hie  I  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    Tie  fame.   Plains  near  Angiers. 
Alarums^  Excurfions.    Enter  the  Bastard  with  Aus- 
tria's bead. 
Bast.  Now,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrous  hot; 
Some  airy  devil  hovers  in  the  iky. 
And  pours  down  mifchief.     Auftria's  head  lie  there  j 
While  Philip  breathes. 

Enter  King  John,  Ar  thvr^  and  Hvber  t. 
K.  John.  Hubert,  keep  this  boy  z^^-PhiUp,  make  up : 
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My  mother  is  aflailed  in  our  tent. 
And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

Bast.  My  lord,  I  refcu'd  her  ; 
Her  highnefs  is  in  Ikfety,  fear  you  not : 
But  on,  my  Uege  ;  for  very  Uttle  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end-  [Exeunt. 

'     SCENE  III.  He  fame. 
AlaruTOs  ;  Excurjions  ;  Retreat.    Enter  King  J  oh  N^  Eli- 

NOR,  jiRTHUR,  the  Bastard,  Hubert,  and  Lord^. 

K.  John.  So  fhall  it  be  ;  your  grace  fliall  ftay  behind, 

[To  Elinor. 
So  ftrongly  guarded — Coufin,  look  not  fad:  [To Arthur. 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee  ;  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee  as  thy  father  was. 

Artm.  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 

K.  John.  Coufin,  [To  the  Bastard.^  away  for  Eng- 
land ;  hafte  before : 
And,  ere  bur  coming,  fee  thou  fhake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots;  imprifoned  angels 
Set  thou  at  Hberty  :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Muft  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon : 
Ufe  our  commiffion  in  his  utmoft  .force. 

Bast.  Bell,  book,  and  candle  fhall  not  drive  me  back. 
When  gold  and  filver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highnefs  : — Grandam,  I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy,) 
For  your  fair  fafety  ;  fo  I  kifs  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewell,  my  gentle  coufin. 

K^JoHN.  Coz,  farewell.  [Exit  Bastard. 

Eli.  Come  hither,  little  kinfman ;  hark,  a  word. 

[She  takes  Arthur  qfide. 

K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hubert.   O  my  geijtle  Hubert, 
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We  owe  thee  much ;  within  this  wall  of  flelh 
There  is  a  foul,  counts  thee  her  creditor. 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love  : 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cheriftied. 
Give  me  thy  hand.     I  had  a  thing  to  fay, — 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I  am  almoft  afham'd 
To  fay  what  good  refpedt  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  majefty. 

K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fa 
fo  yet : 
But  thou  fhalt  have  ;  and  creep  time  ne'er  fo  flow, 
Yet  it  ftiall  come,  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
I  had  a  thing  to  fay,' — But  let  it  go  : 
The  fun  is  in  the  heaven  ;  and  the  proud  day. 
Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 

To  give  me  audience  : If  the  midnight  bell 

Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 

Sound  one  unto  the  drowfy  race  of  night ; 

If  this  fame  were  a  churchyard  where  we  ftand^ 

And  thou  poflTefled  with  a  thoufand  wrongs  ; 

Or  if  that  furly  fpirit,  melancholy, 

Had  bak'd  thy  blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick ; 

(Which,  elfe,  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins^ 

Making  that  idiot,  laughter,  keep  men's  eyes, 

And  ftrain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment, 

A  paflion  hateful  to  my  purpofes  ;) 

Or  if  that  thou  could'ft  fee  me  without  eyes. 

Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 

Without  a  tongue,  ufing  conceit  alone, 

Without  eyes,  e^s,  and  harmful  found  of  words  j 
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Then,  in  delpite  of  brooded  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts  : 
Bat  ah^  I  ^11  not : — ^Yet  I  love  thee  well ; 
'  And,  by  my  troth,  I  think,  thou  lov'ft  me  well. 

EuB.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake, 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjundl  to  my  acS, 
By  heaven,  Td  do't. 

K.  yoHN.  Do  not  I  know,  thou  would'ft  ? 
Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye  , 
On  yon  young  boy :  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 
He  is  a  very  ferpent  in  my  way ; 
And,  wherefoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread, 
He  lies  before  me :  Doll  thou  underftand  me  ? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.  And  PU  keep  him  fo, 
That  he  fhail  not  offend  your  majefty- 

K.  John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  lord  ? 

K.  John.  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  fhall  not  live. 

JT.  John.  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now :  Hubert,  I  love  thee ; 
Well,  ril  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 

Remember ^Madam,  fare  you  well : 

m  fend  thofe  powers  o'er  to  your  majefty. 

Eu.  My  blefling  go  with  thee ! 

K.  John.  For  England,  coufin  : 
Hubert  fhall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty— ^On  toward  Calais,- ho !        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.  The  fame.  He  French  King's  I'ent. 
Enter  KhNG  Philip^  Lewis^  Panoulph,  and'At- 

tendants. 
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K.  Phi.  So,  by  a  roaring  tempeft  on  the  floods 
A  whole  arxnado  of  convided  fail 
Is  fcatter'd,  and  disjoined  from  fellowfliip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort !  all  (hall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Phi,  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  fo  ill  ? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Angiers  loft  ? 
Arthur  ta'en  prifoner  ?  divers  dear  friends  flain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone. 
Overbearing  interruption,  fpite  of  France  ? 

LsfT.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortified  : 
So  hot  a  fpeed  with  fuch  advice  difpos'd. 
Such  temperate  order  in  fo  fierce  a  caufe, 
Doth  want  example :  Who  hath  read,  or  heard. 
Of  any  kindred  adion  Uke  to  this  ? 

K.  Phi.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this  praife. 
So  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  ftiame. 

Enter  Constance. 
Look,  who  comes  here  !  a  grave  unto  a  foul; 
Holding  the  eternal  fpirit,  againft  her  will, 
In  the  vile  prifon  of  afflifted  breath : — 
I  pr'ythee,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Const.  Lo,  now  !  now  fee  the  ilTue  of  your  peace  ! 

K.  Phi.  Patience,goodlady!  comfort,gentleConftanccf 

Const.  No,  I  defy  all  counfel,  all  redrefs, 
But  that  which  ends  all  counfcl,  true  redrefs, 
Death,  death  : — ^O  amiable  lovely  death  ! 
Thou  odoriferous  ftench  !  found  rottennefs  ! 
Arife  forth  from  the  couch  of  lafting  night,. 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity. 
And  I  will  kifs  thy  deteftable  bones  ; 
And  put  my  eyeballs  in  thy  vanity  brows ; 
And  ring  thcfe  finger?  with  thy  houfehdld  worms ; 
And  ftop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfome  duft. 
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And  be  a  carrion  monftcr  like  thyfelf  : 
Come,  grin  on  me ;  and  I  will  think  thou  fmirft, 
Md  bufs  thee  as  thy  wife !  Mifery's  love, 
0,  come  to  me  ! 
K.  Phi.  O  fair  afflidion,  peace. 
Const.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry  :— 
0,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth  ! 
Then  with  a  paflion  would  I  fhake  the  world ; 
And  roufe  from  fleep  that  fell  anatomy. 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice. 
Which  fcoms  a  modern  invocation. 
Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  not  forrow. 
Const.  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  fo ; 
I  am  not  mad :  this  hair  I  tear,  is  mine  ; 
My  name  is  Conftance ;  I  was  Geffrey's  wife ; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  fon,  and  he  is  loft : 
I  am  not  mad ; — J  would  to  heaven,  I  were ! 
For  then,  'tis  like  I  fhould  forget  myfelf  : 
0,  if  I  could,  what  grief  fhould  I  forget ! — 
Preach  fome  philofophy  to  make  me  mad. 
And  thou  fhalt  be  canoniz'd,  cardinal ; 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  fenfible  of  grief. 
My  reafonable  part  produces  reafon 
How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe  woes. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myfelf: 
If  I  were  mad,  I  fhould  forget  my  fon  ; 
Or  madly  think,  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he : 
I  am  not  mad  ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Phi.  Bind  up  thofe  treffes  :  O,  what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  hairs ! 
Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  drop  hath  fallen, 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiry  friends 
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Do  glcw  themfelves  in  fociable  grief; 
Like  true,  infeparablc,  faithful  loves. 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

Const,  To  England,  if  you  will. 

K.  Phi.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Const.  Yes,  that  I  will ;  And  wherefore  will  I  do  it  ? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds ;  and  cried  aloud, 

0  that  tbefe  bands  could  fo  redeem  my  fon^ 
As  they  bcrve  given  tbefe  bears  tbeir  liberty  ! 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty, 

And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 

Becauf<lb  my  poor  child  is  a  prifoner. 

And,  father  cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay. 

That  we  fliall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven : 

If  that  be  true,  I  (hall  fee  my  boy  again  ; 

For,  fmce  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  firft  male  child. 

To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  fufpire. 

There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  creature  bom. 

But  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  my  bud. 

And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek, 

And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghoft; 

As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit ; 

And  fo  he'll  die  ;  and,  rifing  fo  again, 

When  I  fliall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heaven 

1  fliall  not  know  him  :  therefore  never,  never 
Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refped  of  grief. 

Const.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon. 

K.  Phi.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief  as  of  your  child. 

Const.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  child. 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me  ; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts, 
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Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form ; 
Then,  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief 
Fare  you  well :  had  you  fuch  a  lofs  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do.-— 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

\ftearing  off  her  bead-drefs. 
When  there  is  fuch  diforder  in  my  w^it. 
0  lord  !  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  fon  ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world ! 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  for  rows'  cure  !  [jBjwV* 

K.  Phi.  I  fear  fome  outrage,  and  Til  follow  her,  [Exit. 
Lew.  There's  nothing  in  this  world,  can  make  me  joy : 
life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale. 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfy  man  ; 
And  bitter  fhame  hath  fpoil'd  the  fweet  world's  tafte, 
That  it  yields  naught,  but  (hame  and  bittemefs. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  difeafe. 
Even  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  fit  is  ftrongeft ;  evils,  that  take  leave. 
On  their  departure,  moft  of  all  fliow  evil : 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  of  this  day  ? 
Lew.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs. 
Pand.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly,  you  had. 
No,  no  :  when  fortune  means  to  men  moft  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
Tis  ftrange,  to  think  how  much  king  John  hath  loft 
In  this  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  won  : 
Are  not  you  griev'd,  that  Arthur  is  his  prifoner  ? 
Leht.  As  heartily,  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 
Pand.  Your  mind  is  all  ds  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  fpeak,  with  a  prophetick  fpirit ; 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak 
Shall  blow  each  duft,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub, 
-  Vol.  HL  I 
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Out  of  the  path  which  (hall  diredly  lead 

Thy  foot  to  England's  throne  ;  and,  therefore,  niark^ 

John  hath  feiz'd  Arthur ;  and  it  cannot  be. 

That,  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins. 

The  mifplac'd  John  fhould  entertain  an  hour, 

One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  reft  : 

A  fceptre,  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 

Muft  be  as  boifteroufly  maintained  as  gain'd : 

And  he,  that  ftands  upon  a  flippery  place, 

Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  ftay  him  up  : 

That  John  may  ftand,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall ; 

So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Leht.  But  what  ftiall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's  fall  ? 

Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife. 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 

Leht.  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pand.  How  green  you  are,  and  frefti  in  this  old  world ! 
John  lays  you  plots  ;  the  times  confpire  with  you  : 
For  he,  that  fteeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety,  and  untrue. 
This  a6t,  fo  evilly  bom,  ftiall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal ; 
That  none  fo  fmall  advantage  ftiall  ftep  forth. 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherifti  it : 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  fl^y. 
No  fcape  of  nature,  no  diftemper'd  day. 
No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event. 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  caufe. 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  figns, 
Abortives,  prefages,  and  tongues  of  heaven, 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Leiv.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur's  life, 
But  hold  himfelf  fafe  in  his  prifonment. 
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Pand.  O,  fir,  when  he  fhall  hear  of  your  approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies  :  and  then  the  heiirts 
Of  all  his  people  fliall  revolt  from  him. 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change  ; 
And  pick  flrong  matter  of  revolt,  and  wrath, 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
Methinks,  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot ; 
And,  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you. 
Than  I  have  nam'd  ! — The  baftard  Faulconbridge 
Is  now  in  England,  ranfacking  the  church. 
Offending  charity.:  If  but  a  dozen  French  ' 
Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  Englifh  to  their  fide  ; 
Or,  as  a  little  fnow,  tumbled  about. 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.     O  noble  Dauphin, 
Go  with  me  to  the  king  :  HTis  wonderful. 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontent : 
Now  that  their  fouls  are  topfull  of  offence, 
For  England  go  ;  I  will  whet  on  the  king. 

Lew.  Strong  reafons  make  flrong  adions :  Let  us  go ; 
If  you  fay,  ay,  the  king  will  not  fay,  no.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IF. 

SCENE  I.   Northampton.    A  Room  in  the  Caftle. 

Eaiter  Hubert,  and  two  Attendants. 

Hub.  Heat  me  thefe  irons  hot ;  and,  look  thou  fland 
Within  the  arras :  when  I  flrike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bofom  of  the  ground,  rufti  forth  ; 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  fhall  find  with  me, 
fail  to  the  chair :  be  heedful :  hence,  and  watch. 
I  Attend.  I  hope,  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 
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Hub.  Uncleanly  fcruples  !  fear  not  you  :  look  to^t : — 

[Exeunt  Attendants. 
Young  lad,  come  forth ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you. 

Enter  jIrthvr. 

j^RTH.  Good  morrow,  Hubert. 

Bub.  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 

jiRTH.  As  little  prince  (having  fo  great  a  title 
To  be  more  prince,)  as  may  be- — ^You  are  fad. 

Hub.  Indeed,  I  have  been  merrier. 

Arth.  Mercy  on  me  ! 
Methinks,  no  body  fhould  be  fad  but  I : 
Yet,  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  night. 
Only  for  wantonnefs.     By  my  chriftendom. 
So  I  were  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  fheep, 
I  fliould  be  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long  ; 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 
My  uncle  pradifes  more  harm  to  me : 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him  : 
Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  fon  ? 
No,  indeed,  is't  not ;  And  I  would  to  heaven, 
I  were  your  fon,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 

Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lies  dead : 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  defpatch.  [^Aftde. 

j4rth.  Are  you  lick,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to-day  : 
In  footh,  I  would  you  were  a  little  fick ; 
That  I  might  fit  all  night,  and  watch  with  you : 
I  warrant,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  poffeffion  of  my  bofom.— 
Read  here,  young  Arthur.  [^Showing  a  paper. ^  How  now, 
foolilh  rheum !  [AJide. 

Turning  difpiteous  torture  out  of  door  ! 
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I  muft  be  brief;  left  refolutlon  drop  ' 

Out  at  mine  eyes,  in  tender  womanifli  tears. 

Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  fo  foul  effed: 
Muft  you  with  hot  irons  bum  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 

Hub.  Young  boy,  I  muft, 

Arth.  And  will  you  ? 

Hub.  And  1  will.  [akc, 

Ar  th.  Have  you  the  heart  ?  When  your  he^d  did  but 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  beft  I  had,  a  princefs  wrought  it  me,) 
And  I  did  never  afk  it  you  again  : 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head ; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Still  and  anon  cheer*d  up  the  heavy  time ; 
Saying,  What  lack  you  ?  and.  Where  lies  your  grief? 
Or,  What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  man's  fon  would  have  lain  ftill. 
And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you ; 
But  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think,  my  love  was  crafty  love. 
And  call  it,  cunning  \  Do,  an  if  you  will : 
If  heaven  be  pleas'd  that  you  muft  ufe  me  ill, 
Why,  then  you  muft. — Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  ? 
Thefe  eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  fliall, 
So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub.  I  have  fwom  to  do  it ; 
And  with  hot  irons  muft  I  bum  them  out. 

Arth.  Ah,  none,  but  in  this  iron  age,  would  do  it ! 
The  iron  of  itfelf,  though  heat  red-hot. 
Approaching  near  thefe  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears. 
And  quench  his  firy  indignation, 
£yen  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence : 
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Nay,  after  that,  confume  away  in  ruft, 

But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye* 

Are  you  more  ftubborn-hard  than  hammered  iron  ? 

An  if  an  angel  fhould  have  come  to  me. 

And  told  me,  Hubert  fhould  put  out  mine  eyes, 

I  would  not  have  believ'd  no  tongue,  but  Hubert's. 

Hub.  Come  forth.  [Stamps. 

Re-enter  Attendants^  with  cord^  irons,  &c. 
Do  as  i  bid  you  do. 

Arth.  O  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me  !  my  eyes  are  out. 
Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 

Hub.  Give  me  the  iron,  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 

jiRTH.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boifl'rous-rough  ? 
I  will  not  flruggle,  I  will  fland  flone-flill. 
For  heaven's  fake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound ! 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert !  drive  thefe  men  away. 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb ; 
I  will  not  flir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word. 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly  : 
Thrufl  but  thefe  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you. 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go,  fland  within ;  let  me  alone  with  him. 

I  Attend.  I  am  befl  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed. 

[^Exeunt  Attendants, 

Arth.  Alas !  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend  ; 
He  hath  a  flem  look,  but  a  gentle  heart : — 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compaflion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourfelf. 

Arth.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

Hub.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  eyes. 

Arth.  O  heaven ! — ^that  there  were  but  a  mote  in  yours, 
A  grain,  a  dufl,  a  gnat,  a  wand'ring  hair, 
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Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe  ! 

Then,  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boift'rous  there, 

Your  vile  intent  muft  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  promife  ?  go  to,  hold  your  tongue. 

Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes  : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue  j  let  me  not,  Hubert ! 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue. 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes ;  O,  fpare  mine  eyes  ; 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  ftill  to  look  on  you ! 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  inftrument  is  cold. 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth.  No,  in  good  footh ;  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief. 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferv'd  extremes  :  See  elfe  yourfelf ; 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heaven  hath  blown  his  fpirit  out, 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  aflies  on  his  head. 

Hub.  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Arth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blufh. 
And  glow  with  fliame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert : 
N^Jf  it,  perchance,  will  fparkle  in  your  eyes; 
And,  like  a  dog  that  is  compelPd  to  fight. 
Snatch  at  his  matter  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 
All  things,  that  you  fhould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong. 
Deny  their  office :  only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy,  which  fierce  fire,  and  iron,  extends, 
Creatures'^f  note  for  mercy-lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eyes 
For  all  the  treafure  that  thine  uncle  owes : 
Yet  am  I  fwom,  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy. 
With  this  fame  very  iron  to  bum  them  out. 

I  lUJ 
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Arth.  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert !  all  this  while 
You  were  difguifed. 

Hub.  Peace  :  no  more.     Adieu ; 
Your  uncle  muft  not  know  but  you  are  dead : 
ril  fill  thefe  dogged  fpies  with  falfe  reports. 
And,  pretty  child,  fleep  doubtlefs,  and  fecure. 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world. 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Arth.  O  heaven  ! — I  thank  you,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Silence  ;  no  more  :  Go  clofely  in  with  me ; 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.    the  fame.   A  Room  of  Jiate  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  John,  crowned;  Pembroke,  Salisburt^ 

and  other  Lords.     The  King  takes  his  Jiate. 

K.  John.  Here  once  again  we  fit,  once  again  crown'd, 
.  And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Pemb.  This  once  again,  but  that  your  highnefs  pleas'd, 
Was  once  fuperfluous :  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off; 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  ftained  with  revolt  j 
Frefh  expedation  troubled  not  the  land. 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  ftate. 

SjiL.  Therefore,  to  be  poffefs'd  with  double  pomp. 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before. 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  gamifh, 
Is  wafteful,  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

Pemb.  But  that  your  royal  pleafure  muft  be  donc> 
This  ad  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told ; 
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And,  in  the  laft  repeating^  troublefome, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  In  this,  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured : 
And,  like  a  fhifted  wind  unto  a  fail. 
It  makes  thp  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about ; 
Startles  and  frights  confideration ; 
Makes  found  opinion  fick,  and  truth  fufpeded, 
For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fafhion'd  robe. 

Pemb.  When  workmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  well. 
They  do  confound  their  ikill  in  covetoufnefs  : 
And,  oftentimes,  excufing  of  a  fliult, 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worfe  by  the  excufe ; 
As  patches,  fet  upon  a  little  breach, 
Difcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault, 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  fo  patched. 

Sal.  To  this  eflfed,  before  you  were  new-crown'd, 
We  breath'd  our  counfel :  but  it  pleas'd  your  highnefs 
To  overbear  it ;  and  we  are  all  well-pleas'd  j 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Doth  make  a  ftand  at  what  your  highnefs  will. 

K.  John.  Some  reafons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  poflefs'd  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong ; 
And  more,  more  ftrong,  (when  leffer  is  my  fear,) 
1  fliall  indue  you  with :  Mean  time,  but  a(k 
What  you  would  have  reformed,  that  is  not  well ; 
And  well  fhall  you  perceive,  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefts. 

Pemb.  Then  I,  (as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thefe, 
To  found  the  purpofcs  of  all  their  hearts,) 
Both  for  myfelf  and  them,  (but,  chief  of  all, 
Your  fitfety,  for  the  which  myfelf  and  them 
Bend  their  beft  ftudies,)  heartily  requeft 


138  KING  JOHN. 

The  enfranchifement  of  Arthur  ;  whofe  reftraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  difcontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument, — 
If,  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold. 
Why  then  your  fears,  (which,  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  fteps  of  wrong,)  fhould  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfman,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barbarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercife  ? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occafions,  let  it  be  our  fuit. 
That  you  have  bid  us  aik  his  Uberty ; 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  a(k* 
Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending. 
Counts  it  your  weal,  he  have  his  liberty. 

K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo  ;  I  do  qommit  his  youth 
Enter  Hubert. 
To  your  diredion Hubert,  what  news  with  you  ? 

Pemb.  This  is  the  man  fhould  do  the  bloody  deed ; 
He  (how'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine  : 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  ;  that  clofe  afped  of  his 
Does  (how  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breaft  ; 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe,  'tis  done, 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do* 

Sal.  The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go, 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confcience. 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battks  fet : 
His  paflion  is  fo  ripe,  it  needs  muft  break. 

Pemb.  And,  when  it  breaks,  I  fear,  will  iffue  thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  mortaUty's  ftrong  hand  :*— 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  livings 
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The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone  and  dead : 
He  tells  us,  Arthur  is  deceased  to-night. 

Sal,  Indeed,  we  fear'd,  his  ficknefs  was  paft  cure. 

Pemb.  Indeed,  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was. 
Before  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick  : 
This  mull  be  anfwer'd,  either  here,  or  hence. 

K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  brows  on  me  ? 
Think  you,  I  bear  the  fhears  of  deftiny  ? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play  ;  and  'tis  fhame. 
That  greatnefs  fhould  fo  grofsly  offer  it : — 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game !  and  fo  farewell. 

Pemb.  Stay  yet.  Lord  Salifbury ;  I'll  go  with  thee. 
And  find  the  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood,  which  ow'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  ille, 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold  ;  Bad  wprld  the  while  ! 
This  muft  not  be  thus  borne  :  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  long,  I  doubt. 

{Exeunt  Lords. 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  indignation  ;  I  repent ; 
There  is  no  fure  foundation  fet  on  blood ; 

No  certain  life  achieved  by  other's  death 

'    Enter  a  Messenger. 
A  fearful  eye  thou  haft  ;  Where  is  that  blood. 
That  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thofe  cheeks  ? 
So  foul  a  Iky  clears  not  without  a  ftorm : 
Pour  down  thy  weather : — ^How  goes  all  in  France  ? 

Mess.  From  France  to  England. — Never  fuch  a  power 
For  any  foreign  preparation, 
Was  levied  in  the  body  of  a  land  ! 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learn'd  by  them ; 
For,  when  you  ihould  be  told  they  do  prepare. 
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The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  all  arriv'd. 

K.  John.  O,  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk  ? 
Where  hath  it  flept  ?  Wherp  is  my  mother's  care  ? 
That  fuch  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  flie  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mess.  My  liege,  her  ear 
Is  ftop'd  with  duft ;  the  firft  of  April,  died 
Your  noble  mother :  And,  as  I  hear,  my  lord. 
The  lady  Conftance  in  a  frenzy  died 
Three  days  before :  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard;  if  true,  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John.  Withhold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion  ! 
O,  make  a  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleas'd 

My  difcontented  peers  ! What !  mother  dead  ? 

How  wildly  then  walks  my  eflate  in  France  ! — 
Under  whofe  condud  came  thofe  powers  of  France, 
That  thou  for  truth  giv'ft  out,  are  landed  here  ? 

Mess.  Under  the  Dauphin. 

Enter  the  Bastard  and  Peter  ^Pomfret. 

K.  John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tidings. — Now,  what  fays  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  ?  do  not  feek  to  ftufF 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Bast.  But,  if  you  be  afeard  to  hear  the  worft. 
Then  let  the  worft,  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  coufin  ;  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Under  the  tide :  but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood ;  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Bast.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  clergymen^ 
The  fums  I  have  colleded  fliall  exprefs. 
But,  as  I  traveird  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  ftrangely  fantafied ; 
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PofTefs'd  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams ; 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear : 
And  here's  a  prophet,  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  ftreets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels ; 
To  whom  he  fung,  in  ruce  harfh-founding  rhyi^cs. 
That,  ere  the  next  Afcenfion-day  at  noon, , 
Your  highnefs  fhould  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.  John.  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  did'fl  thou  fo  ? 
Peter.  Foreknowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  fo. 
K.  John.  Hubert,  away  with  him ;  imprifon  him  ; 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon,  he  fays, 
I  (hall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd  : 
DeUver  him  to  fafety,  and  return. 

For  I  muft  ufe  thee O  my  gentle  coufin, 

[Exit  Hubert,  with  Peter. 
Hear'fl  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ?   /       [it: 
BjtsT.  The  French,  my  lord  ;  men's  mouths  are  full  of 
Befides,  I  met  lord  Bigot,  and  lord  Salifbury, 
(With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire,) 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who,  they  fay,  is  kill'd  to-night 
On  your  fuggeftion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  kinfman,  go. 
And  thrufl  thyfelf  into  their  companies  : 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again ; 
Bring  them  before  me. 
Bast.  I  will  feek  them  out. 

K.JoHN.Nay,  but  make  hafte;  the  better  foot  before. — 
0,  let  me  have  no  fubjed  enemies. 
When  adverfe  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  flout  invafion  ! — 
Be  Mercury,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels ; 
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And  fly,  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 

Bast.  The  fpirit  of  the  time  fhall  teach  me  fpeed.  [^Exit. 

K.  John.  Spoke  Uke  a  fpriteful  noble  gentleman 

Go  after  him  ;  for  he  perhaps,  {hall  need 
Some  meflinger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers ; 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mess.  With  all  my  heart,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

K.  John.  My  mother  dead ! 

Re-enter  Huber  r. 

Hub.  My  lord,  they  fay,  five  moons  were  feen  to-night: 
Four  fixed  ;  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wond'rous  motion. 

K.  John.  Five  moons  ? 

Hub.  Old  men,  and  beldams,  in  the  ftreets 
Do  prophecy  upon  it  dangeroufly  : 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  mouths : 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  fhake  their  heads. 
And  whifper  one  another  in  the  ear  ; 
And  he,  that  fpeaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrift ; 
Whilft  he,  that  hears,  makes  fearful  adion, 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 
I  faw  a  fmith  ftand  with  his  hammer,  thus, 
The  whilft  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool. 
With  open  mouth  fwallowing  a  tailor's  news  ; 
Who,  with  his  (hears  and  meafure  in  his  hand. 
Standing  on  flippers,  (which  his  nimble  hafte 
Had  falfely  thruft  upon  contrary  feet,) 
Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embattled  and  rank'd  in  Kent : 
Another  lean  unwafti'd  artificer 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death.        [fears  ? 

K.  John.  Why  feek'ft  thou  to  poflefs  me  with  thefe 
Why  urgeft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur's  death  ? 
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Thy  hand  hath  murder'd  him  :  I  had  mighty  caufe 
To  wifli  him  dead,  but  thou  hadfl  none  to  kill  him. 
Hub.  Had  none,  my  lord  !  why,  did  you  not  provoke 

me  ? 
K.  John.  It  is  the  curfe  of  kings,  to  be  attended 
By  flaves,  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
To  break  within  the  bloody  houfe  of  life  : 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 
To  underftand  «  law  ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  majefty,  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour  than  advis'd  refpedl. 
Hub.  Here  is  your- hand  and  feal  for  what  I  did.     , 
K.  John.  O,  when  the  laft  account  *twixt  heaven  and 
Is  to  be  made,  then  fhall  this  hand  and  feal  [earth 

Witnefs  againft  us  to  damnation  !  ^ 

How  oft  the  fight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds. 
Makes  deeds  ill  done  !  Haded  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  and  fign*d,  to  do  a  deed  of  fhame. 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind : 
But,  taking  note  of  thy  abhorr'd  afped, 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villainy. 
Apt,  liable,  to  be  employed  in  danger, 
I  fidntly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death  j 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  king, 
Made  it  no  confcience  to  deftroy  a  prince. 

Hub.  My  lord, [paufe, 

K  John.  Hadfl:  thou  but  fliook  thy  head,  or  made  a 
When  I  fpake  darkly  what  I  purposed  ; 
Or  tum'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face. 
As  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  v/ords ; 
Deep  fhame  had^ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off. 
And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me  : 
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But  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  figns, 

And  didft  in  figns  again  parley  with  fin ; 

Yea,  without  ftop,  didft  let  thy  heart  confent. 

And,  confequently,  thy  rude  hand  to  a<3: 

The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name. — 

Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more  ! 

My  nobles  leave  me  ;  and  my  ftate  is  brav'd. 

Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers : 

Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  fleftily  land, 

This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 

Hoftility  and  civil  tumult  reigns 

Between  my  confcience,  and  my  coufin's  death. 

Hub.  Arm  you  againft  your  other  enemies, 
I'll  make  a  peace  between  your  foul  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive :  This  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden  and  an  innocent  hand. 
Not  painted  with  the  crimfon  fpots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bofom  never  entered  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murd'rous  thought^ 
And  you  have  flander'd  nature  in  my  form  ; 
Which,  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.  John.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O,  hafte  thee  to  the  peers, 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rage, 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience  ! 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  pafllon  made 
Upon  thy  feature  ;  for  my  rage  was  blind, 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
O,  anfwer  not ;  but  to  my  clofet  bring 
The  angry  lords,  with  all  expedient  hafte  : 
f       I  conjure  thee  but  flowly  ;  run  more  faft.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.    Tbejame.    Before  the  Caflle. 
Enter  Ak  thvr,  oh  the  Walls. 
Arth.  The  wall  is  high ;  and  yet  will  I  leap  down: — 

Good  ground,  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not  I —^  ^ 

There's  few,  or  none,  do  know  me  ;  if  they  did. 

This  fhipboy's  femblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite. 

I  am  afraid  ;  and  yet  FU  venture  it. 

If  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  limbs, 

m  find  a  thoufand  fhifts  to  get  away  : 

As  good  to  die,  and  go,  as  die,  and  flay.       [Leaps  down. 

0  me  !  my  uncle's  fpirit  is  in  thefe  flones : — 

Heaven  take  my  foul,  and  England  keep  my  bones  ! 

[Dies. 
Enter  Pembroke,  SAitsEvRr,  and  Btcor. 
Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  faint  Edmund's-Bury; 
It  is  our  fafety,  and  we  mud  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time- 
Pemb.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  cardinal  ? 
Sal.  The  count  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France  j 
Whofep  rivate  with  me,  of  the  Dauphin's  love, 
Is  much  more  general  than  thefe  lines  import. 
Big.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then- 
Sal.  Or,  rather  then  fet  forward  :  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  days'  journey,  lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 
Enter  the  Bastard. 
Bast.  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  diflemper'd  lords ! 
The  king,  by  me,  requefls  your  prefence  flraight. 

Sal.  The  king  hath  difpoffefs'd  himfelf  of  us  ; 
We  will  not  hne  his  thin  beflained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where-e'er  it  walks : 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo ;  we  know  the  worfl 
Vol.  m.  K 
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Bast.  Whatever  you  think,  good  words,  I  think,  were 
befl. 

Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reafon  now. 

Bast.  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief ; 
Therefore,  ^twere  reafon,  you  had  manners  now. 

Pemb.  Sir,  fir,  impatience  hath  his  privilege. 

Bast.  Tis  true  ;  to  hurt  his  mailer,  no  man  elfe. 

Sal.  This  is  the  prifon :  What  is  he  lies  here  ? 

*  [Seeing  Ar  thur  . 

Pemb.  O  death,  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely 
beauty  ! 
The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open,  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Big.  Or,  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  a  grave ^ 
Found  it  too  precious-princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?  Have  you  beheld. 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard  ?  or  could  you  think  ? 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee. 
That  you  do  fee  ?  could  thought,  without  this  objedl. 
Form  fuch  another  ?  This  is  the  very  top. 
The  height,  the  creft,  or  creft  unto  the  crefl. 
Of  murder's  arms  :  this  is  the  bloodied  (hame. 
The  wildeft  favag'ry,  the  vileft  ftroke. 
That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath,  or  flaring  rage, 
Prefented  to  the  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

Pemb.  All  murders  pad  do  (land  excus'd  in  this  i 
And  this,  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchable. 
Shall  give  a  holinefs,  a  purity, 
To  the  yet-unbegotten  fin  of  times ; 
And  prove  a  deadly  bloodfhed  but  a  jeft, 
Ei&ampled  by  this  heinous  fpedacle. 

Ba&t.  It  ii  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work ; 
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The  gracelefs  adion  of  a  heavy  hand. 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ?— • 
We  had  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  enfue  : 
It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Hubert's  hand  ; 
The  pradice,  and  the  purpofe,  of  the  king  :— 
From  whofe  obedience  I  forbid  my  foul. 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  fweet  life. 
And  breathing  to  his  breathlefs  excellence 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow ; 
Never  to  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 
Never  to  be  infeded  with  delight, 
Nor  converfant  with  eafe  and  idlenefs. 
Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand, 
By  giving  it  the  worftiip  of  revenge. 
Pemb.  Big.  Our  fouls  religioufly  confirm  thy  words. 

Enter  Hubert. 
Hub.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafte  in  feeking  you : 
Arthur  doth  live  ;  the  king  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal.  O,  he  is  bold,  and  bluflies  not  at  death  :— 
Avaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone  ! 
Hub.  I  am  no  villain. 

Sal.  Muft  I  rob  the  law.  [Draunng  bis/word. 

Bast.  Your  fword  is  bright,  fir :  put  it  up  again. 
Sal.  Not  till  I  (heath  it  in  a  murderer's  fkin. 
HiiB.  Stand  back,  lord  Salifbury,  ftand  back,  I  lay  ; 
By  heaven,  I  think,  my  fword's  as  fharp  as  yours : 
I  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  yourfelf. 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence  ; 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatnefs,  and  nobility. 
Bio.  Out,  dunghill !  dar'ft  thou  brave  a  nobleman  ? 
£hB.  Not  for  my  life :  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
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My  innocent  life  againft  an  emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murderer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  fo ; 
Yet,  I  am  none  :  Whofe  tongue  foe*er  fpeaks  falfe. 
Not  truly  fpeaks ;  who  fpeaks  not  truly,  lies. 

Feme.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Bast.  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 

Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  fhall  gall  you,  Faulconbridgc. 

Bast.  Thou  wert  better  gall  the  devil,  Salifbury : 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ftir  thy  foot. 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  fpleen  to  do  me  fhame, 
1*11  ftrike  thee  dead.     Put  up  thy  fword  betime  ; 
Or  I'll  fo  maul  you  and  your  toafting-iron, 
That  you  fhall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Big.  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulconbrid§e  ? 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  ? 

Hue.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kill'd  this  prince  ? 

Hue,  'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  well  : 
I  honoured  him,  I  lov'd  him ;  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  Ufe  out,  for  his  fweet  life's  lofs. 

Sal.  Trufl  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes. 
For  villainy  is  not  without  fuch  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  rivers  of  remorft  and  innocency. 
Away,  with  me,  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhor 
The  uncleanly  favours  of  a  flaughter-houfe-j 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  this  fmell  of  fin. 

Big.  Away,  toward  Bury,  to  the  Dauphin  there  ! 

Feme.  There,  tell  the  king,  he  may  enquire  us  out. 

{^Exeunt  Lords:. 

Bast.  Here's  a  good  world ! — Knew  you  of  this  fair  work  ? 
Seyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  reach 
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Of  mercy,  if  thou  didft  this  deed  of  death, 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Do  but  hear  me,  fir. 

Bast.  Ha !  I'll  tell  thee  what ; 
Thou  art  damn'd  as  black — ^nay,  nothing  is  fo  bjack ; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  prince  Lucifer  : 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 
As  thou  {halt  be,  if  thou  didil  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  foul, 

Bast.  If  thou  didft  but  confent 
To  this  moft  cruel  ad,  do  but  defpair. 
And,  if  thou  want'ft  a  cord,  the  fmalleft  thread 
That  ever  fpider  twifted  from  her  womb 
Will  ferve  to  ftrangle  thee ;  a  rufh  will  be 
Abeam  to  hang  thee  on;  or,  would'ft  thou  drown  thyfelt, 
Put  but  a  httle  water  in  a  fpoon. 
And  it  (hall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 

Enough  to  ftifle  fuch  a  villain  up 

I  do  fufped  thee  very  grievoufly. 

Hub.  If  I  in  ad,  confent,  or  fin  of  thought. 
Be  guilty  of  the  ftealing  that  fweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me ! 
I  left  him  welL 

Bast.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms 

I  am  am^'d,  methinks ;  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. —      • 
How  eafy  doft  thou  take  all  England  up ! 
From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  royalty. 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Is  fled  to  heaven  ;  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug,  and  fcamble,  and  to  part  by  the  teeth 
The  unowed  intereft  of  proud-fwelling  flate. 
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Now,  for  the  bare-pick*d  bone  of  majefty. 

Doth  dogged  war  bridle  his  angry  creft. 

And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace  : 

Now  powers  from  home,  and  difcontents  at  home^ 

Meet  in  one  line ;  and  vaft  confufion  waits 

(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  fick-fallen  beaft,) 

The  imminent  decay  of  wrelled  pomp. 

Now  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  cindhire  can 

Hold  out  this  tempeft.     Bear  away  that  child. 

And  follow  me  with  fpeed ;  TU  to  the  king : 

A  thoufand  bufinefles  are  brief  in  hand. 

And  heaven  itfelf  doth  frown  upon  the  land.      [Exeunt. 


SCENE  I.    The  fame.    J  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  John^  Pandulph  with  the  Crown^  and 

Attendants. 

K.  John.  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  my  glory. 

Pand.  Take  again  [Giving  John  the  Crown. 

From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope. 
Your  fovereign  greatnefs  and  authority. 

K.JoHN.  Now  keep  your  holy  word:  go  meet  the  French; 
And  from  his  holinefs  ufe  all  your  power 
To  flop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  inflam'd. 
Our  difcontented  counties  do  revolt ; 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience  ; 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  foul, 
To  ftranger  blood,  to  foreign  royalty. 
This  inundation  of  miftemper'd  humour 
Refts  by  you  only  to  be  qualified. 
Then  paufe  not ;  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick. 
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That  prefent  medicine  muft  be  minifter'd, 
Or  overthrow  incurable  enfues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  temped  up, 
Upon  your  ftubborn  ufage  of  the  pope : 
But,  fince  you  are  a  gentle  convertite. 
My  tongue  fhall  hufh  again  this  ftorm  of  war. 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  bluftering  land. 
On  this  Afcenfion-day,  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  fervice  to  the  pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.        {^Exit. 
K.  John.  Is  this  Afcenfion-day  ?  Did  not  the  prophet 
Say,  that,  before  Afcenfion-day  at  noort. 
My  crown  I  ftiould  give  off?  Even  fo  I  have  : 
I  did  fuppofe,  it  fliould  be  on  conftraint ; 
But,  heaven  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 
Enter  the  BjtsTARD. 
Bast.  All  Kent  hath  yielded;  nothing  there  holds  out^ 
But  Dover  cafl:le  :  London  hath  received, 
Like  a  kind  hoft,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers : 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  fervice  to  your  enemy ;   " 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  again. 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Bast.  They  found  him  dead,  and  cafl:  into  the  ftreets; 
An  empty  calket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  forae  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 
K.  John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me,  he  did  live. 
Bast.  So,  on  my  foul,  he  did,  for  aught  he  knew. 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  fad  ? 
Be  great  in  ad,  as  you  have  been  in  thought ; 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear,  and  fad  diftruft, 
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Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  : 

Be  ftirring  as  the  time ;  be  fire  with  fire  ; 

Threaten  the  threat'ner,  and  outface  the  brow 

Of  bragging  horror :  fo  fhall  inferior  eyes, 

That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great, 

Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 

The  dauntlefs  fpirit  of  refolution. 

Away  ;  and  glider  like  the  god  of  war. 

When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field : 

Show  boldnefs,  and  afpiring  confidence. 

What,  fhall  they  feek  the  lion  in  his  den  ? 

And  fright  him  there ;  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 

O,  let  it  not  be  faid  I — Forage,  and  run 

To  meet  difpleafure  further  from  the  doors ; 

And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  come  fo  nigh. 

K.  John.  The  legate  qf  the  pope  hath  been  with  mc. 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him ; 
And  he  hath  promised  to  difmifs  the  power? 
Led  by  the  Dauphin, 

Bast.  O  ipglorious  league  ! 
Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land. 
Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  compromife, 
Infinuation,  parley,  and  bafe  truce. 
To  arms  invafive  ?  fhall  a  beardlefs  boy, 
A  cocker'd  filken  wanton  brave  our  fields. 
And  fjefli  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil. 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  fpread. 
And  find  no  check  ?  Let  us,  my  liege,  to  arms : 
Perchance,' the  cardinal  cannot  make  your  peajcej 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  leafl  be  faid. 
They  faw  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefcnt  time^ 

J^Asr.  Away  then,  ydth  gopd  courage;  yet,  I  knpw, 
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Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    A  Plain,  near  St.  Edmund's-Bury. 

Enter^in  arms,  Lewis,  Salisbury,  Melun,  Pem^ 

BROKE,  Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 

Lew.  My  lord  Melun,  let  this  be  copied  out. 
And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance  : 
Return  the  precedent  to  thefe  lords  again  ; 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 
Both  they,  and  we,  perufing  o'er  thefe  notes, 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  facrament. 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  (hall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  zeal,  and  unurg'd  faith. 
To  your  proceedings ;  yet,  believe  me,  prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  fuch  a  fore  of  time 
Should  feek  a  plafter  by  contemned  revolt. 
And  heal  the  inveterate  canker  of  one  wound, 
By  making  many :  O,  it  grieves  my  foul, 
That  I  muft  draw  this  metal  from  my  fide 
To  be  a  widow-maker.;  O,  and  there, 
Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence, 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salifbury: 
But  fuch  is  the  infedion  of  the  time. 
That,  for  the  health  and  phyfick  of  our  right, 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 

Of  ftem  injufl:ice  and  confufed  wrong , 

And  is*t  not  pity,  O  my  grieved  friends  ! 
That  we,  the  fons  and  children  of  this  ifle. 
Were  bom  to  fee  fo  fad  in  hour  as  this ; 
Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  fl:ranger  march 
yoon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 
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Her  enemies'  ranks,  (I  muft  withdraw  and  weep 

Upon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  caufe,) 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote. 

And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here  ? 

What,  here  ? — ^O  nation,  that  thou  could'fl  remove  I 

That  Neptune's  arms,  who  clippeth  thee  about, 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thyfelf, 

And  grapple  thee  unto  a  pagan  fhore ; 

Where  thefe  two  Chriftian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 

And  not  to-fpend  it  fo  unneighbourly ! 

Lert.  a  noble  temper  dofl  thou  ftiow  in  this ; 
And  great  affedlions,  wreftUng  in  thy  bofom. 
Do  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 
O,  what  a  noble  combat  haft  thou  fought. 
Between  compulfion,  and  a  brave  refpedl ! 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew. 
That  filverly  doth  progrefs  on  thy  cheeks : 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation ; 
But  this  efFufion  of  fuch  manly  drops, 
This  fhower,  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul, " 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 
Than  had  I  feen  the  vaulty  top  of  heaven 
Figur'd  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salifbury, 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftorm : 
Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby  eyes. 
That  never  faw  the  giant  world  enrag'd ; 
Nor  met  with  fortune  other  than  at  feafts. 
Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gofliping. 
Come,  come ;  for  thou  fhalt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 
Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity. 
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As  Lewis  liimfelf : — fo;  nobles,  fhall  you  all. 
That  knit  your  finews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 

Enter  Pandulph,  attended. 
And  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  fpake : 
Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace, 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heaven ; 
And  on  our  actions  fet  the  name  of  right. 
With  holy  breath. 

PjtND.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  France  ! 
The  next  is  this, — king  John  hath  reconciled 
Himfelf  to  Rome  ;  his  fpirit  is  come  in, 
That  fo  flood  out  againft  the  holy  church. 
The  great  metropolis  and  fee  of  Rome  : 
Therefore  thy  threatening  colours  now  wind  up. 
And  tame  the  favage  fpirit  of  wild  war ; 
That,  like  a  lion  fofter'd  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace. 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  fhow. 

Lew.  Your  grace  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back ; 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  control. 
Or  ufeful  ferving-man,  and  inflrument. 
To  any  fovereign  flate  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  firfl  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars 
Between  this  chaftis'd  kingdom  and  myfelf. 
And  brought  in  matter  that  fliould  feed  this  fire  ; 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right. 
Acquainted  me  with  interefl  to  this  land. 
Yea,  thrufl  this  enterprize  into  my  heart ; 
And  come  you  now  to  tell  me,  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Ronr.e  ?  What  is  that  peace  to  me  ? 
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I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed, 

After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine  ; 

And,  now  it  is  half-conquer'd,  muft  I  back, 

Becaufe  that  John  hath  made  his. peace  with  Rome*^ 

Am  I  Rome's  flave  ?  What  penny  hath  Rome  borne, 

What  men  provided,  what  munition  fent. 

To  underprop  this  action  ?  is't  not  I, 

That  undergo  this  charge  ?  who  elfe  but  I^ 

And  fuch  as  to  my  claim  are  liable, 

Sweat  in  this  bufinefs,  and  maintain  this  war  t 

Have  I  not  heard  thefe  iflanders  fhout  out, 

l^ive  le  roy  !  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns  ? 

Have  I  not  here  the  beft  cards  for  the  game, 

To  win  this  eafy  match  play'd  for  a  crown  ? 

And  fhall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  fet  ? 

No,  on  my  foul,  it  never  fhall  be  faid. 

Pand.  You  look  but  on  the  outfide  of  this  work. 
Lew.  Outfide  or  infide,  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  fo  much  be  glorified 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war. 
And  cuird  thefe  firy  fpirits  from  the  world. 
To  outlook  conqueft,  and  to  win  renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  of  death, — 

[  Trumpet  founds^ 
What  lufl:y  trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us  ? 
Enter  the  Bastard,  attended. 
Bast.  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world. 

Let  me  have  audience  ;  I  am  fent  to  fpeak : 

My  holy  lord  of  Milan,  from  the  king 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him  \ 
And,  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  fcop^ 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 
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PjiND.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful-oppofite, 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties  ; 
He  flatly  fays,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Bast.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breathed, 
The  youth  fays  well : — ^Now  hear  our  Englifh  king  j 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me- 
He  is  prepared ;  and  reafon  too,  he  fhould  : 
This  apifh  and  unmannerly  approach. 
This  hamefs'd  mafque,  and  unadvifed  revel. 
This  unhair'd  faucinefs,  and  boyifh  troops, 
The  king  doth  fmile  at ;  and  is  well  prepared 
To  whip  this  dwarfifh  war,  thefe  pigmy  arms, 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That  hand,  which  had  the  ftrength,  even  at  your  door^ 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch  3 
To  dive,  like  buckets,  in  concealed  wells ; 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  ftable  planks  ; 
To  lie,  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  chefts  and  trunks  ; 
To  hug  with  fwine  ;  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  vaults  and  prifons ;  and  to  thrill,  and  fhake. 
Even  at  the  crying  of  your  nation's  crow. 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Englifhman  ; — 
Shall  that  vidorious  hand  be  feebled  here. 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement  ? 
No :  Know,  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms ; 
And  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  aiery  towers. 

To  foufe  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  neft, 

And  you  degenerate,  you  ingrate  revolts. 
You  bloody  Neroes,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  mother  England,  blufh  for  fhame  : 
For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids. 
Like  Amazons,  come  tripping  after  drums ; 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gauntlets  change^ 
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Their  neelds  to  lances,  and  thjeir  gentle  hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Leif.  There  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace; 
We  grant,  thou  canft  outfcold  us  :  fare  thee  well ; 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  brabbler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 

Bast.  No,  I  will  fpeak. 

Lew.  We  will  attend  to  neither : — 
Strike  up  the  drums ;  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  intereft,  and  our  being  here. 

Bast.  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  will  cry  out; 
And  fo  fhall  you,  being  beaten :  Do  but  ftart 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum. 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd. 
That  ihall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine ; 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fhall. 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear. 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  :  for  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  legate  here. 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport  than  need,) 
Is  warlike  John ;  and  in  his  forehead  fits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whofe  office  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

Leht.  Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Bast.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

[Exeunt. 

^ ^ 

SCENE  III.    "The  fame.    j4  Field  of  Battle. 
Alarums.    Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 
K.  John.  How  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  O,  tell  me,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear  :  How  fares  your  majefty  ? 
K.  John.  This  fever,  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long, 


£ING  JOHN.  159 

Lies  heavy  on  me ;  O,  my  heart  is  fick  ! 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinfman,  Faulconbridge, 
Defires  your  majefty  to  leave  the  field ; 
And  fend  him  word  by  me,  which  way  you  go. 

K.John.  Tell  him,towardSwinftead,to  the  abbey  there. 

Mess.  Be  of  good  comfort ;  for  the  great  fupply. 
That  was  cxpeded  by  the  Dauphin  here, 
Are  wreck'd  three  nights  ago  on  Goodwin  fands. 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now : 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  jfoHN.  Ah  me !  this  tyrant  fever  bums  me  up, 

And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news 

Set  on  toward  Swinftead :  to  my  Utter  ftraight ; 
Weaknefs  poflefleth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.    The  feme.    Another  part  of  the  fame. 

Enter  Sjlisburt,  Pembroke,  Bigot,  and  Others. 

Sal.  I  did  not  think  the  king  fo  florid  with  friends. 

Feme.  Up  once  again  ;  put  fpirit  in  the  French  j 
If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 

Sal.  That  mifbegotten  devil,  Faulconbridge, 
In  fpite  of  fpite,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Feme.  They  fay,  king  John,  fore  fick,  hath  lefi:  the  field. 
Enter  Melvn  wounded,  and  led  by  Soldiers. 

Mel.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 

Sal.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names. 
*  Feme.  It  is  the  count  Melun. 

Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Mel.  Fly,  noble  Englifli,  you  are  bought  and  fold ; 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion, 
And  welcome  home  again  difcarded  faith. 
Seek  out  king  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet  > 
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For,  if  the  French  be  lords  of  this  loud  day, 
He  means  to  recompenfe  the  pains  you  take. 
By  cutting  oflf  your  heads  :  Thus  hath  he  fwom, 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me, 
Upon  the  altar  at  Saint  Edmund's-Bury  ; 
Even  on  that  altar,  where  we  fwore  to  you 
Dear  amity  and  everlafting  love. 

Sjl.  May  this  be  poflible  !  xnay  this  be  true  ! 

Mel.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view. 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life  ; 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  form  of  wax 
Refolveth  from  his  figure  'gainft  the  fire  ? 
What  in  the  world  fliould  make  me  now  deceive. 
Since  I  muft  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 
Why  (hould  I  then  be  falfe ;  fince  it  is  true 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  ? 
I  fay  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  day, 
He  is  forfworn,  if  e'er  thofe  eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  the  eaft  : 
Biit  even  this  night, — whofe  black  contagious  breath 
Already  fmokes  about  the  burning  creft 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  fun, — 
Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  fliall  expire ; 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 
Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives. 
If  Lewis  by  your  affiftance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  king ; 
The  love  of  him, — and  this  refped  befides. 
For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Englifhman, — 
Awakes  my  confcience  to  confefs  all  this. 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field ; 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 

4 


r/JVG  jOiHN.  l6x 

In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul 
With  contemplation  and  devout  defires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee, — And  beQirew  my  foul 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  flight ; 
And,  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood. 
Leaving  our  ranknefs  and  irregular  courfe. 
Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds  we  have  o'erlook*d, 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience. 
Even  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  king  John. 
My  arm  fliall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence  j 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right  in  thine  eye. — Away,  my  friends !  New  flight ; 
And  happy  newnefs,  that  intends  old  right. 

[Exeunt^  leading  off  Melun. 

SCENE  V.    The  fame.    The  French  Camp. 
Enter  Lewis,  and  bis  Train. 

Lew.  The  fun  of  heaven,  methought,  was  loth  to  fet  \ 
But  ftay'd,  and  made  the  weftem  welkin  blufli, 
When  the  Englifti  meafur^d  backward  their  own  groimd, 
In  faint  retire  :  O,  bravely  came  we  off. 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needlefs  fhot. 
After  fuch  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night ; 
And  wound  our  tatter'd  colours  clearly  up, 
Laft  in  the  field,  and  almoft  lords  of  it ! 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  Dauphin  ? 

Lew.  Here  : — ^What  news  ? 

Mess.  The  count  Melun  is  flain  ;  the  Englifli  lords. 
By  his  perfuafion,  are  again  fallen  oflf : 
And  your  fupply,  which  you  have  wifli'd  fo  long. 
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Are  caft  away,  and  funk,  on  Goodwin  fands. 

Lemt.  Ah,  foul  (hrewd  news ! — Befhrew  thy  very  heart! 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to-night,' 
As  this  hath  made  me — Who  was  he,  that  faid, 
King  John  did  fly,  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  ftumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

Mess.  Whoever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Leit.  Well;  keep  good  quarter,  and  good  care  to- 
The  day  fliall  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I,  [night : 

To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VJ.    An  open  place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Swin- 

flead-Abbey. 
Enter  the  Bjstard,  and  Huber r,  meeting. 

Hub.  Who's  there  ?    fpeak,  ho  !    fpeak  quickly,  or  I 

Bast.  A  friend  : — ^What  art  thou  ?  [fhoot. 

Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Bast^  Whither  doft  thou  go  ? 

Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ?  Why  may  not  I  demand 
Of  thine  affeirs,  as  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Bast.  Hubert,  I  think. 

Hub.  Thou  haft  a  perfed:  thought : 
I  will,  upon  all  hazards,  well  beheve 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'ft  my  tongue  fo  well : 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Bast.  Who  thou  wilt :  an  if  thou  pleafe. 
Thou  may'ft  befriend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think 
l.come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub.  Unkind  remembrance !  thou,  and  eyelefe  night. 
Have  done  me  fhame  : — Brave  foldier,  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent,  breaking  from  thy  tongue, 
Should  'fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Bast.  Come,  come ;  fans  compliment,  what  newsabroad  ? 
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Hub.  Why,  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night, 
To  find  you  out. 

Bast.  Brief,  then  ;  and  what's  the  news  ? 

Hub.  O,  my  fweet  fir,  news  fitting  to  the  night. 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible. 

Bast.  Show  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news  ; 
I  am  no  woman,  Til  not  fwoon  at  it. 

Hub.  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poifon'd  by  a  monk : 
I  left  him  almofl  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  evil ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time. 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Bast.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  who  did  tafle  to  him  ? 

Hub.  a  monk,  I  tell  you  ;  a  refolved  villain, 
Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burfl  out :  the  king 
Yet  fpeaks,  and,  peradventure,  may  recover. 

Bast.  Who  didfl  thou  leave  to  tend  his  majefly  ? 

Hub.  Why,  know  you  not  ?  the  lords  are  all  come  back, 
And  brought  prince  Henry  in  their  company ; 
At  whofe  requefl  the  king  hath  pardon'd  them, 
And  they  are  all  about  his  majefly. 

Bast.  Withhold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heaven, 

And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power ! 

ni  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power  this  night, 

Palling  thefe  fiats,  are  taken  by  the  tide, 

Thefe  Lincoln  wafhes  have  devour/d  them  ; 

Myfelf,  well-mounted,  hardly  have  efcap'd. 

Away,  before  !  condud  me  to  the  king ; 

I  doubt,  he  will  be  dead,  or  ere  I  come.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  FU.    The  Orchard  e/'Swinflead- Abbey. 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Salisbury,  and  Bigot. 
P.  Hen.  it  is  too  late ;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
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Is  touch'd  corruptibly  ;  and  his  pure  brain 
(Which  fome  fuppofe  the  fours  frail  dweUing-houfe,) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes. 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Pems.  His  highnefs  yet  doth  fpeak ;  and  holds  belief. 
That,  being  brought  into  the  open  air. 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poifon  which  aflaileth  him. 

P.  Hen.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here 

Doth  he  ftill  rage  ?  [£x/V  Bigot. 

Pemb.  He  is  more  patient  . 
Than  when  you  left  him  ;  even  now  he  fung- 

P.  Hejv.  O  vanity  of  ficknefs  !  fierce  extremes, 
In  their  continuance,  will  not  feel  themfelves. 
Death,  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts, 
Leaves  them  infenfible  ;  and  his  fiege  is  now 
Againft  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  ftrange  fantafies  ; 
Which,  in  their  throng  and  prefs  to  that  laft  hold. 
Confound  themfelves.     'Tis  ftrange,  that  death  fhould 
I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pale  faint  fwan,  [fing. 

Who  chants  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death ; 
And,  from  the  organ-pipe  of  fraihy,  fings 
His  foul  and  body  to  their  lafting  reft. 

Sjl.  Be  of  good  comfort,  prince ;  for  you  are  bom 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that  indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fliapelefs  and  fo  rude. 
Re-enter  Bigot  and  Attendants,  who  bring  in  King  John 

in  a  Chair. 

K.  John.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbow-room ; 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  fo  hot  a  fummer  in  my  bofom. 
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That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  duft  : 
I  am  a  fcribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment ;  and  againft  this  fire 
Do  I  (brink  up. 

P.  Hen.  How  fares  your  majefty  ? 

K.  John.  Poifon'd, — ill  fare ;  dead,  forfook,  caft  oflf : 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come. 
To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw ; 
Nor  let  my  kingdom^s  rivers  take  their  courfe 
Through  my  bum'd  bofom  ;  nor  entreat  the  north 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips. 
And  comfort  me  with  cold : — I  do  not  alk  you  much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort ;  and  you  are  fo  ftrait, 
And  fo  ingrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

P.  Hen.  O  that  there  were  fome  virtue  in  my  tears, 
That  might  relieve  you ! 

K.  John.  The  fait  in  them  is  hot, — 
Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poifon 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  confined  to  tyrannize     • 
On  unreprievable  condemned  blood. 
Enter  the  Bastar d. 

Bast.  O,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion. 
And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  majefty. 

K.  John.  O  coufin,  thou  art  come  to  fet  mine  eye : 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crack'd  and  bum'd  ; 
And  all  the  fhrouds,  wherewith  my  life  fhould  fail. 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair : 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  ftring  to  ftay  it  by. 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered ; 
And  then  all  this  thou  feeft,  is  but  a  clod. 
And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Bast.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward ; 
Where,  heaven  he  knows,  how  we  (hall  anfwer  him ; 
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For,  in  a  night,  the  beft  part  of  my  power. 

As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove, 

Were  in  the  waftics,  all  unwarily. 

Devoured  byvthe  unexpected  flood.  [7'be  King  dies. 

Sal.  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear. — 
My  liege  !  my  lord  ! — But  now  a  king,— now  thus. 

P.  Hen.  Even  fo  muil  I  run  on,  and  even  fo  ftop. 
What  furety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  ftay. 
When  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay  ! 

Bast.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  I  do  but  ftay  behind. 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge  ; 
And  then  my  foul  Ihall  wait  on  thee  to  heaven. 

As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  ftill 

Now,  now,  you  ftars,  that  move  in  your  right  fpheres. 

Where  be  your  powers  ?  Show  now  your  mended  faiths; 

And  inftantly  return  with  me  again. 

To  pufh  deftruftion,  and  perpetual  Ihame, 

Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land : 

Straight  let  us  feek,  or  ftraight  we  Ihall  be  fought ; 

The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  feems,  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we  : 
The  cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft. 
Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin ; 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpeil  may  take. 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  war. 

Bast.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  lees 
Ourfelves  well  finewed  to  our  defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already ; 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  defpatch'd 
To  the  feafide,  and  put  his  caufe  and  quarrel 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  cardinal : 
With  whom  yourfelf,  myfelf,  and  other  lords. 
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If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft 
To  cdnfummate  this  bufinefs  happily. 

Bast.  Let  it  be  fo  : — And  you,  my  noble  prince, 
With  other  princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar'd. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funeral. 

P.  Hen.  At  Worcefter  muft  his  body  be  interred ; 
For  foheViirdit. 

Bast.  Thither  fhall  it  then. 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  on 
The  lineal  ftate  and  glory  of  the  land ! 
To  whom,  with  all  fubmiflion,  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices 
And  true  fubjedion  everlaftingly. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make. 
To  reft  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 

P.  Hen.  I  have  a  kind  foul,  that  would  give  you  thanks, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Bast.  O,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe. 
Since  it  hath  been  beforehand  with  our  griefs.— 
This  England  never  did,  (nor  never  fhall,) 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 
But  when  it  firft  did  help  to  wound  itfelf. 
Now  thefe  her  princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  comers  of  the  world  in  arms, 
And  we  fhall  fhock  them  :  Nought  fhall  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  itfelf  do  reft  but  true.  [Exeunt. 

L  luj 
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Perfons  reprefcnted. 

King  Richard  the  Second. 

Edmund  o/Langley,  Duke  ofXoxY ;  1  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^. 

John  o/*  Gaunt,  Z)tf/t^  ^Lancafter  ;     3 

Henry,  furnamed  Bolingbroke,  Duke  of  Hereford,  fon  to 

John  o/*  Gaunt ;  afterwards  King  Henry  IV. 
Duke  o/*  Aumerle,  fon  to  the  Duke  of  York. 
Mowbray,  Duke  a/*  Norfolk. 
Duke  o/"  Surrey. 

Earl  o/'Sahfbury.     Earl  Berkley. 
Bufhy,       -^ 

Bagot,        >    creatures  to  King  Richard. 
Green,       j 

Earl  of  Northumberland : 
Henry  Percy,  bis  fon. 

Lord  Rofs.     Lord  Willoughby.     Lord  Fitzwater. 
Bifhop  of  CarUfle.     Abbot  of  Weftminften 
Lord  Marfhal ;  and  anotber  lord. 
Sir  Pierce  o/'Exton.     Sir  Stephen  Scroop. 
Captain  of  a  band  ofWelcbmen. 

Queen  to  King  Richard. 
Duchefs  of  Glo^tr. 
Duchefs  of  York. 
Lady  attending  on  tbe  ^een. 

Lords^  Heralds,  Officers,  Soldiers,  two  Gardeners^  Keeper^ 
Mejfenger,  Groom,  and  otber  Attendants. 

SCENE,  difperfedly  in  England  and  Wales. 


THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF 

KING   RICHARD   11. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.    London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Richard,  attended;  John  o/Gaunt^  and 

other  nobles,  with  him. 

K.  Rich.  Old  John  of  Gaunt,  time-honour'd  Lancafter, 
Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  band, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  fon ; 
Here  to  make  good  the  boifterous  late  appeal. 
Which  then  our  leifure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Againft  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Gaunt.  I  have,  my  liege. 

K.  RiCHf  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  him. 
If  he  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice ; 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fubjed  ftiould. 
On  fome  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument, — 
On  fome  apparent  danger  feen  in  him, 
Aim'd  at  your  highnefs,  no  inveterate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence ;  face  to  face, 

And  firowning  brow  to  brow,  ourfelves  will  hear 
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The  accufer,  and  the  accufed,  freely  fpeak  : — 

[Exeunt  fome  Attendants. 
High-ftomach'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  fea,  hafty  as  fire. 
Re-enter  Attendants^  with  Bolingbroke  and  Norfolk. 

BoLiNG.  Many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  fovereign,  my  moft  loving  liege  ! 

Nor.  Each  day  flill  better  other's  happinefs ; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap. 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown  ! 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both  :  yet  one  but  flatters  us. 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come ; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  treafon. — 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  what  doft  thou  objeft 
Againft  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray? 

BoLiNG.  Firft,  (heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech !) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  fubjedl's  love. 
Tendering  the  precious  fafety  of  my  prince, 
And  free  from  other  mifbegotten  hate. 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  prefence. — 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee. 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  fpeak, 
My  body  Ihall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  my  divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  and  a  mifcreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live ; 
Since,  the  more  fair  and  cryftal  is  the  fky. 
The  uglier  feem  the  clouds  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foul  traitor's  name  fl:ufF  I  thy  throat ; 
And  wifli,  (fo  pleafe  my  fovereign,)  ere  I  move, 
What  my  tongue  fpeaks,  my  right-drawn  fword  may 
prove^ 
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Nor.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal : 
Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman's  war. 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues. 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain ; 
The  blood  is  hot,  that  muft  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft. 
As  to  be  hufh'd,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay  : 
Firft,  the  fair  reverence  of  your  highnefs  curbs  me 
From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech ; 
Which  elfe  would  poll,  until  it  had  returned 
Thefe  terms  of  treafon  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  afide  his  high  blood's  royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  liege, 
I  do  defy  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him ; 
Call  him — a  flanderous  coward,  and  a  villain  : 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds  ; 
And  meet  him,  were  I  tied  to  run  a-foot 
Even. to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable 
Where  ever  EngUfliman  durft  fet  his  foot. 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty, — 
By  all  my  hopes,  mod  falfely  doth  he  lie. 

BoLiNG.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  the  king ; 
And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  royalty. 
Which  fear,  not  reverence,  makes  thee  to  excej)t : 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength. 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  ftoop ; 
By  that,  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  elfe, 
Will  I  make  good  againft  thee,  arm  to  arm. 
What  I  have  fpoke,  or  thou  canft  worfe  devife. 

Nor.  I  take  it  up ;  and,  by  that  fword  I  fwear, 
Which  gently  lay'd  my  knighthood  on  my  fhoulder, 


i 

i 


174  KING  RICHARD  It. 

ril  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree. 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  trial ; 
And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light. 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight ! 

K.  i2/CH.  What  doth  ourcoufinlaytoMowbray'scharge? 
It  muft  be  great,  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

BoLiNG.  Look,  what  I  fpeakmylifefhallprove  it  true; — 
That  Mowbray  hath  received  eight  thoufand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  highnefs'  foldiers  ; 
The  which  he  hath  detained  for  lewd  employments, 
Like  a  falfe  traitor,  and  injurious  villain. 
Befides  I  fay,  and  will  in  battle  prove, — 
Or  here,  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  verge 
That  ever  was  furvey'd  by  Englifti  eye,-^ 
That  all  the  treafons,  for  thefe  eighteen  years 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  land. 
Fetch  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  firft  head  and  fpring. 
Further  I  fay, — and  further  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life,  to  make  all  this  good, — 
That  he  did  plot  the  duke  of  Glofter's  death ; 
Suggeft  his  foon-believing  adverfaries  ; 
And,  confequently,  like  a  traitor  coward. 
Sluiced  out  his  innocent  foul  through  ftreams  of  blood : 
Which  blood,  like  facrificing  AbePs,  cries. 
Even  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  of  the  earth. 
To  me,  for  juftice,  and  rough  chaftifement ; 
And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  defcent. 
This  arm  (hall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  foars  ! — 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Nor.  O,  let  my  fovereign  turn  away  his  face. 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf. 
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Till  1  have  told  this  flander  of  his  blood, 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes,  and  ears : 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom's  heir, 
(As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  fon,) 
Now  by  my  fcepter's  awe  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  neighbour  neamefs  to  our  facred  blood 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unftooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  foul ; 
He  is  our  fubje6l,  Mowbray,  fo  art  thou ; 
Free  fpeech,  and  fearlefs,  I  to  thee  allow. 

Nor.  Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  the  falfe  paflage  of  thy  throat,  thou  lieft  ! 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais, 
Dilburs'd  I  duly  to  his  highnefs'  foldiers  : 
The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent ; 
For  that  my  fovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account. 
Since  laft  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  queen : 

Now  fwallow  down  that  lie. For  Glofter's  death, 

I  flew  him  not  j  but,  to  my  own  difgrace, 
Negleded  my  fwom  duty  in  that  cafe. — 
For  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Lancafter, 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 
Once  did  I  lay  an  ambufh  for  your  life, 
A  trefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul : 
But,  ere  I  laft  received  the  facrament, 
I  did  confefs  it ;  and  exadly  begg'd 
Your  grace's  pardon,  and,  I  hope,  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  fault :  As  for  the  reft  appealed. 
It  iflues  from  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  moft  degenerate  traitor : 
Which  in  myfclfl  boldly  will  defend ; 
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And  interchangeably  hurl,  down  my  gage 

Upon  this  overweening  traitor's  foot. 

To  prove  myfclf  a  loyal  gentleman 

Even  in  the  bed  blood  chambered  in  his  bofom  : 

In  hafte  whereof,  moft  heartily  I  pray 

Your  highnefs  to  affign  our  trial  day. 

K.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  be  rul'd  by  me  j 
Let's  purge  this  choler  without  letting  blood  : 
This  we  prefer ibe,  though  no  phyfician  ; 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incifion : 
Forget,  forgive  ;  conclude,  and  be  agreed  ; 

Our  doctors  fay,  this  is  no  time  to  bleed 

Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun ; 
We'll  calm  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  fon. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  makepeace  fhall  become  my  age : — 
Throw  down,  my  fon,  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 

K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.  When,  Harry  ?  when  ? 
Obedience  bids,  I  fhould  not  bid  again. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,throwdown;  we  bid;  there  is  no  boot. 

Nor.  Myfelf  I  throw,  dread  fovereign,  at  thy  foot : 
My  life  thou  fhalt  command,  but  not  my  fhame  : 
The  one  my  duty  owes  ;  but  my  fair  name, 
(Defpite  of  death,  that  Uves  upon  my  grave,) 
To  dark  difhonour's  ufe  thou  fhalt  not  have. 
I  am  difgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffled  here  ;  . 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul  with  flander's  venom'd  fpear ; 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breath'd  this  poifon. 

K.  Rich.  Rage  muft  be  withftood  : 
Give  me  his  gage  : — Lions  make  leopards  tame. 

Noii.  Yea,but  not  change  their  fpots :  take  but  my  fhamc, 
And  I  refign  my  gage.     My  dear  dear  lord^ 
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The  pureft  treafure  mortal  times  aflford, 

Is — fpotlefs  reputation ;  that  away, 

Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 

A  jewel  in  a  ten-times-barr'd-up  cheft 

Is — a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 

Mine  honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one  ; 

Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done  : 

Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try ; 

In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Rich.  Coufm,  throw  down  your  gage;  do  you  begin. 

BoLiNG.  O,  God  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fin ! 
Shall  I  feem  creflfallen  in  my  father's  fight  ? 
Or  with  pale  beggar-fear  impeach  my  height 
Before  this  outdar'd  daftard  ?  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  mine  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong, 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle,  my  teeth  fliall  tear 
The  flavifli  motive  of  recanting  fear  ; 
And  fpit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  difgrace, 
Where  fliame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's  face. 

[Exit  Gaunt. 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  bom  to  fue,  but  to  command: 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends. 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  ftiall  anfwer  it, 
At  Coventry,  upon  faint  Lambert's  day  ; 
There  ftiall  your  fwords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelhng  difference  of  your  fettled  hate ; 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  we  fhall  fee 
Joftice  defign  the  vidor's  chivalry. — 
Marftial,  command  our  officers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  dired  thefe  home-alarms.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  I  J.    the  fame.   j1  Room  in  the  Duke  of  Lan- 
caster's Palace. 
Vol.  ni.  M 
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Enter  Gaunt,  and  Ducbefs  of  Gloster. 
Gaunt.  Alas !  the  part  I  had  in  Glofter's  blood 
Both  more  folicit  me,  than  your  exclaims. 
To  flir  againft  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  fince  corredlion  lieth  in  thofe  hands. 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heaven  ; 
Who  when  he  fees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth. 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 

DucH.  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  fharper  fpur  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ?' 
Edward's  feven  fons,  whereof  thyfelf  art  one. 
Were  as  feven  phials  of  his  facred  blood. 
Or  feven  fair  branches,  fpringing  from  one  root : 
Some  of  thofe  feven  are  dried  by  nature's  courfe. 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  deftinies  cut  : 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Glofter,— • 
One  phial  full  of  Edward's  facred  blood. 
One  flourilhing  branch  of  his  moft  royal  root, — 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt ; 
Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  fummer  leaves  all  faded. 
By  envy's  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 
Ah,  Gaunt !  his  blood  was  thine ;  that  bed,  that  womb. 
That  mettle,  that  felf-mould,  that,  fafhion'd  thee. 
Made  him  a  man ;  and  though  thou  liv'ft,  and  breath'ft. 
Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him :  thou  doft  confent 
In  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  death, 
^  In  that  thou  feed  thy  wretched  brother  die. 
Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 
Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  defpair  : 
In  fuffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'd. 
Thou  fhow'ft  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life. 
Teaching  ftem  murder  how  to  butcher  thee ; 
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That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle — ^patience, 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breafts. 
What  fhall  I  fay  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  life, 

The  beft  way  is to  Venge  my  Glofter's  death. 

Gaunt.  Heaven*s  is  the  quarrel;  for  heaven's  fubftitute, 
His  deputy  anointed  in  his  fight, 
Hath  caused  his  death  :  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  heaven  revenge ;  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  againft  his  miniftef . 
DucH.  Where  then,  alas !  may  I  complain  myfelf  ? 
Gaunt.  To  heaven,  the  widow's  champion  and  defence. 
DucH.  Why  then,  I  will.    Farewell,  old  Gaunt. 
Thou  go'ft  to  Coventry,  there  to  behold 
Our  coufin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight : 
0,  fit  my  hufband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  fpear; 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  breaft  ! 
Or,  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firfl:  career. 
Be  Mowbray's  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom. 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courfer's  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 
A  caitiff  recreant  to  my  coufin  Hereford ! 
Farewell,  old  Gaunt ;  thy  fometimes  brother's  wife, 
With  her  companion  grief  muft  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Sifter,  farewell :  I  muft  to  Coventry  : 
As  much  good  ftay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me  ! 

DucH.  Yet  one  word  more ; — Grief  boundeth  where 
Not  with  the  empty  hollownefs,  but  weight :       [it  falls, 
;   I  take  my  leave  before  I  have  begun  ; 
For  forrow  ends  not  when  it  fecmeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  brother,  Edmund  York. 
Lq,  this  is  all : — :Nay^yct  depan  not  fo  ; 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo'quickfy.go  ; 
I  (hall  remember  more.     Bid  him — O,  what  ?— ^ 

Mij 
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With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plafhy  vifit  me. 

Alack,  and  what  fhall  good  old  York  there  fee, 

But  empty  lodgings,  and  unfurnilh'd  walls, 

Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  ftones  ? 

And  what  cheer  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  ? 

Therefore  commend  me ;  let  him  not  come  there. 

To  feek  out  forrow  that  dwells  every  where  : 

Defolatc,  defolate,  will  I  hence,  and  die  j 

The  lad  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.      \Exennt. 

SCENE  III.  Gosford-Green  near  Coventry. 
Li/ls  Jet  outy  and  a  throne.     Heralds ^  £ffr.  attending. 
,     Enter  the  Lord  Marshal,  and  Au merle. 
Mar.  My  lord  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  ? 
jiuM.  Yea,  at  all  points ;  and  longs  to  enter  in. 
Mar.  The  duke  of  Norfolk,  fprightfuUy  and  bold. 
Stays  but  the  fummons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet. 

AvM.  Why  then,  the  champions  are  prepared,  and  flay 
For  nothing  but  his  majefty's  approach. 
Flouri/h  of  trumpets.  Enter  King  Richard,  who  takes  his 
feat  on  his  throne;  Gaunt,  and feveral noblemen^  who  take 
their  places.  A  trumpet  is  founded,  and  anfwered  by  ano* 
ther  trumpet  within.  TChen  enter  Norfolk  in  armour^ 
preceded  by  a  Herald. 

K.  Rich.  Marfhal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms : 
Aik  him  his  name  ;  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juftice  of  his  caufe. 
"    Mar.  In  God's  name,  and  the  king's,  fay  who  thou  art. 
And  why  thou  com'ft,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms : 
Againft  what  man  thou  com*ft,  and  what  thy  quarrel : 
Speak  truly,  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thy  oath ; 
And  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour  !  / 
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Nor.  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk ; 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(WTiich,  heaven  defend,  a  knight  ihould  violate  I ) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth. 
To  God,  my  king,  and  my  fucceeding  ifliie, 
Againft  the  duke  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me  j 
And,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm, 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  mylelf, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  me  : 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven  ! 

[He  takes  his  feat, 
trumpet  founds.  Enter  Bolingbroke,  in  armour;  pre- 
ceded by  a  Herald. 
K.  Rich.  Marfhal,  a(k  yonder  knight  in  arms. 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war  ; 
And  formally  according  to  our  law 
Depofe  him  in  the  juflice  of  his  caufe*  [hither. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name?  and  wherefore  com'fl  thou 
Before  King  Richard,  in  his  royal  lifts  ? 
Againft  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heaven  I 

BoLiNG.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Am  I ;  who  ready  here  do  ftand  in  arms. 
To  prove,* by  heaven's  grace,  and  my  body's  valour. 
In  lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor,  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  heaven,  king  Richard,  and  to  me  ; 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven ! 

Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold, 
Or  daring-hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lifts ; 
llxcept  the  marflial,  and  fuch  oflnicers 
Appointed  to  dired  thefe  fair  defigns. 

Miij 
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BoLiNG,  Lord  marftial,  let  me  kifs  my  fovereign's  hand. 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  majefty  : 
For  Mowbray,  and  myfelf,  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage ; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave, 
.  And  loving  farewell,  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar.  The  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  highnefs,. 
And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  defcend,  and  fold  him  iti  our  arms. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right, 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight ! 
Farewell,  my  blood  ;  which  if  to  day  thou  fhed. 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

BoLiKG.  O,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray's  fpear : 
As  confident,  as  is  the  falcon's  flight 
Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. —        [you  ;~ 
My  loving  lord,  [To  Lord  Marshal.]  I  take  my  leave  of 
Of  you,  my  noble  coufin,  lord  Aumerle  ; — 
Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death ; 

But  lufty,  young,  and  cheerly  drawing  breath. 

Lo,  as  at  Englifli  feafls,  fo  I  regreet 

The  daintieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  moft  fweet : 

P  thou,  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood, —  [To  Gaunt. 

Whofe  youthful  fpirit,  in  me  regenerate, 

Doth  with  a  twofold  vigour  lift  me  up 

To  reach  at  vidory  above  my  head, — 

Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  w^ith  thy  prayers  ; 

And  with  thy  bleflings  fteel  my  lance's  point, 

That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 

And  furbifh  new  the  name  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  fon.  [ous! 

Gaunt.  Heaven  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  profper- 
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Be  fwift  like  lightning  in  the  execution ; 

And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled. 

Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  cafque 

Of  thy  adverfe  pernicious  enemy  : 

Roufe  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  valiant  and  live. 

BoLiNG.  Mine  innocency,  and  faint  George  to  thrive ! 

[/fe  takes  bis  feat. 

Nor.  [Ri/in^.']  However  heaven,  or  fortune,  caft  my  lot, 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  king  Richard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  juft,  and  upright  gentleman  : 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Caft  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontrolled  enfranchifement, 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 

This  feaft  of  battle  with  mine  adverfary 

Moft  mighty  liege, — and  my  companion  peers, — 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wifli  of  happy  years : 
As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  jeft. 
Go  I  to  fight ;  truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

K.  Rich.  Farewell,  my  lord  :  fecurely  I  efpy 
Virtue  with  yalour  couched  in  thine  eye. — 
Order  the  trial,  marfhal,  and  begin. 

IT'be  King  and  the  Lords  return  to  their  feat  s^ 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  lance ;  and  God  defend  the  right ! 

BouNG.  [Ri/ing.]  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry — 
amen.  [duke  of  Norfolk. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  [To  an  Officer.]  to  Thomas 

I  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Xancafter,  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  fovereign,  and  himfelf. 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant. 
To  prove  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  king,  and  him, 

M  iii] 


184  KING  RICHARD  It. 

And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  fight.         [Norfolk, 
2  Her.  Here  ftandeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
To  God,  his  fovereign,  and  to  him,  difloyal  j 
Courageoufly,  and  with  a  free  defire. 
Attending  but  the  fignal  to  begin. 

Mjr.  Sound,  trumpets ;  and  fet  forward  combatants. 

[A  charge  founded. 
Stay,  the  king  hath,  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their   helmets  and  their 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  : —   [fpears. 
Withdraw  with  us  : — and  let  the  trumpets  found. 
While  we  return  thefe  dukes  what  we  decree. — 

[ji  long fiourijb. 
Draw  near,  [To  the  Combatants. 

And  lift,  what  with  our  council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  fhould  not  be  foil'd 
With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  foftered  ; 
And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afped 
Of  civil  wounds  ploughed  up  with  neighbours'  fwords ; 
(And  for  we  think  the  eagle-winged  pride 
Of  fky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts, 
With  rival-hating  envy,  fet  you  on 
To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 
Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  lleep  ;) 
Which  fo  rous'd  up  with  Jboifterous  untun'd  drums. 
With  harfli-refounding  trumpets'  dreadful  bray, 
And  grating  fhock  of  wrathful  iron  arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  fair  peace. 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood  ; — . 
Therefore,  we  banifh  you  our  territories  :■     . » 
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Tou,  coufin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  death, 

Till  twice  five  fummers  have  enriched  our  fields,     - 

Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 

But  tread  the  ftranger  paths  of  banifhment.       [be, 

BoLiNC\^o\xx  will  be  done  :  This  muft  my  comfort 
That  fun,  that  warms  you  here,  fhall  fhine  on  me ; 
And  thofe  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banifhment.  J) 

K.  Rich.  .Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom, 
Which  I  with  fome  unwillingnefs  pronounce ; 
The  fly-flow  hours  fliall  not  determinate 
The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile  ; — 
The  hopelefs  word  of — never  to  return 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Nor.  a  heavy  fentence,  my  moft  fovereign  liege, 
And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  highnefs'  mouth : 
A  dearer  merit,  nqt  fo  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  caft  forth  in  the  common  air. 
Have  I  deferved  at  your  highnefs*  hand. 
The  language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years. 
My  native  Englifli,  now  I  muft  forego : 
And  now  my  tongue^s  ufe  is  to  me  no  more. 
Than  an  unftringed  viol,  or  a  harp ; 
Or  Uke  a  cunnijig  inftrument  cas'd  up. 
Or,  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  engaol'd  my  tongue, 
Doubly  portcullis'd,  with  my  teeth,  and  lips ; 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  my  gaoler  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe. 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now  ; 
yn^t  is  thy  fcntence  then,  but  ^echlefe  de?Ltb„ 


li6  KING  RICMjtZn  lU 

AVhich  robs  my  tongue  from  bfcadung  native  breath  ? 

K: RiCH.'It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compaifionate ; 
After  our  fentence  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Nor.  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's  Ught, 
To  dwell  in  folemn  (hades  of  endleis  night.       [Retiring. 

K.  Rich.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee. 
Lay  on  our  xoyal  (word  your  banifh'd  hands  ; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heaven, 
(Our  part  therein  we  baniih  with  yourfelves,) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  adminifler : — 
You  never  fhall  (fo  help  you  truth  and  heaven !) 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banifhment ; 
Nor  never  look  upon  each  other's  face ; 
Nor  never  write,  regreet,  nor  reconcile 
This  lowering  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate  j 
Nor  never  by  advifed  purpofe  meet. 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 
'Gainft  us,  our  ftate,  our  fubjeds,  or  our  land. 

BoLiNG.  I  fwear. 

Nor.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

BoLiNG.  Norfolk,  fo  far  as  to  mine  enemy  ;-~. 
By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wander'd  in  the  air, 
Banifli'd  this  frail  fepulcher  of  our  flefh. 
As  now  our  flefh  is  banifh'd  from  this  land  : 
Confefs  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  the  realm ; 
Since  thou  hafl  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burden  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Nor.  No,  Bolingbroke;  if  ever  I  were  traitor, 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life. 
And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd,  as  from  hence ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heaven,  thou,  and  I  do  know ; 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  king  fhall  rue.— 


KING  RICHARD  II.  187 

Farewell,  my  liege: — ^Now  no  way  can  I  ftray ; 

Save  back  to  England,  all  the  world's  my  way.        [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glafles  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart :  thy  fad  afp^dl 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifh'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away ; — Six  frozen  winters  fpent,      [ment. 
Return  [To  Boling.']  with  welcome  home  from  banifh- 

BoLiNG.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word ! 
Four  lagging  winters,  and  four  wanton  fprings, 
End  in  a  word  ;  Such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

GjtVNT.  I  thank  my  liege,  that,  in  regard  of  me. 
He  fliortens  four  years  of  my  fon's  exile  : 
But  little  Vantage  fhall  I  reap  thereby ; 
For,  ere  the  fix  years  that  he  hath  to  fpend,  ' 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  their  times  about. 
My  oil-dried  lamp,  and  time-bewafted  light. 
Shall  be  extindl  with  age,  and  endlefs  night ; 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done, 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fon. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  thou  haft  many  years  to  live. 
Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  canftgive : 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canft  with  fuUen  forrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow : 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  flop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  ; 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death ; 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banifh'd  upon  good  advice. 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party-verdid  gave ; 
Why  at  our  juftice  feem'ft  thou  then  to  lower  ? 

Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  tafte,  prove  in  digeftion  four. 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge ;  but  I  had  rather. 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father : — 
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O,  had  it  been  a  ftranger,  not  my  child, 

To  finooth  his  fault  I  fliould  have  been  more  mild : 

A  partial  flander  fought  I  to  avoid. 

And  in  the  fentence  my  own  life  deftroy'd. 

Alas,  I  look'd,  when  fome  of  you  fliould  fay, 

I  was  too  ftrid,  to  make  mine  own  away ; 

But  you  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 

Againft  my  will,  to  do  myfelf  this  wrong. 

K.  Rich.  Coufin,  farewell : — and,  uncle,  bid  him  fo ; 
Six  years  we  banifli  him,  and  he  fliall  go. 

[Fhurijh.    Exeunt  K.  Richard  and  Train. 

jAvm.  Coufin,  farewell:  what  prefence  muft  not  know^ 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  ftiow. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I ;  for  I  will  ride, 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.  O,  to  what  purpofe  doft  thou  hoard  thy  words. 
That  thou  retum'fl:  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

BoLiNG.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 
When  the  tongue's  office  fliould  be  prodigal 
To  breathe  the  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 

BoLiNG.  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  fix  winters  ?  they  are  quickly  gone. 

BoLiNG.  To  men  in  joy ;  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'fl:  for  pleafure. 

BoLiNG.  My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcall  it  fo. 
Which  finds  it  an  enforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fiiUen  paflage  of  thy  weary  fl:eps 
Efl:eem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

BoLiNG.  Nay,  rather,  every  tedious  ftride  I  make 
Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  jewels  that  I  love^ 
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Muft  I  not  ferve  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  pafiages ;  and  in  the  end. 
Having  ftiy  freedom,  boaft  of  nothing  elfe. 
But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  grief? 

Gaunt.  All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  vifits, 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens : 
Teach  thy  neceflity  to  reafon  thus ; 
There  is  no  virtue  Uke  neceflity. 
Think  not,  the  king  did  banifh  thee  ; 
But  thou  the  king  :  Woe  doth  the  heavier  fit, 
Where  it  perceives  it  is  but  faintly  borne. 
Go,  fay — ^I  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour. 
And  not — ^the  king  exiPd  thee :  or  fuppofe. 
Devouring  peflilence  hangs  in  our  air. 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  frefher  clime. 
Look,  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lie  that  way  thou  go'fl,  not  whence  thou  com*fl : 
Suppofe  the  finging  birds,  muficians ; 
The  grafs  whereon  thou  tread'fl,  the  prefence  flrew'd ; 
The  flowers,  fair  ladies ;  and  thy  fleps,  no  more 
Than  a  delightful  meafure,  or  a  dance : 
For  gnarUng  forrow  hath  lefs  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  fets  it  light, 

BoLiNG.  O,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand. 
By  thinking  on  the  frofly  Caucafus  ? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite. 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feafl  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnow. 
By  thinking  on  fantaflick  fummer's  heat  ? 
0,  no  !  the  apprehenfion  of  the  good. 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worfe : 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more. 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore* 
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Gaunt.  Come,come,myfon,Fll  bring  thee  on  thy  way: 
Had  I  thy  youth,  and  caufe,  I  would  not  ftay.      [adieu  ; 

BoLiNG.  Then,  England's  ground,  farewell ;  fweet  foil. 
My  mother,  and  my  nurfe,  that  bears  me  yet ! 

Where-e'er  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can, 

Though  banifh'd,  yet  a  truebom  Englifhman.      {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.    The  fame.    A  Room  in  the  King's  Gajlle. 
Enter  King  Richard,  Bagqt,  and  Grben;  Avmerlb 

following. 

K.  Rich.  We  did  obferve — Coufin  Aumerle, 
How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

AuAi.  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  fo. 
But  to  the  next  highway,  and  there  I  left  him.      [ihed  ? 

K.  Rich.  And,  fay,  what  (lore  of  parting  tears  were 

AuM.  'Faith,  none  by  me:  except  the  north-eaft  wind, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  faces, 
Awak'd  the  fleeping  rheum ;  and  fo,  by  chance, 
Did  ^race  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear.  [him  ? 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  our  coufin,  when  you  parted  with 

AuM.  Farewell : 
And  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  profane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreflion  of  fuch  grief, 
That  words  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow's  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  farewell  have  lengthened  hours, 
And  added  years  to  his  Ihort  banifhment. 
He  fhould  have  had  a  volume  of  farewells  ; 
But,  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  mc 

K.  Rich.  He  is  our  coufin,  coufin ;  but  'ns  doubt. 
When  time  (hall  call  him  home  from  banifhment. 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Ourfelf,  and  Bufhy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
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ObfervM  his  courtflup  to  the  common  people  :— 

How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 

With  humble  and  familiar  courtefy ; 

What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  flaves  ; 

Wooing  poor  craftfmen,  with  the  craft  of  fmiles. 

And  patient  underbearing  of  his  fortune. 

As  'twere,  to  banifh  their  affeds  with  him. 

Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfterwench  ; 

A  brace  of  draymen  bid — God  fpeed  him  well. 

And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee. 

With — T'banks,  my  countrymen^  my  Iming  friends  ;—^ 

As  were  our  England  in  reverfion  his. 

And  he  our  fubjeds'  next  degree  in  hope,        [thoughts, 
Grmmn.  Well,  he  is  gone ;  and  with  him  go  thefe 

Now  for  the  rebels,  which  ftand  out  in  Ireland  ;— 

Expedient  manage  muft  be  made,  my  liege  ; 

Ere  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means. 

For  their  advantage  and  your  highnefs'  lofs. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  ourfelf  in  perfon  to  this  war. 
And,  for  our  coffers — ^with  too  great  a  court, 
Apid  liberal  largefs, — are  grown  fomewhat  light. 
We  are  enforced  to  farm  our  royal  realm ; 
The  revenue  whereof  Ihall  fumifli  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  :  If  that  come  fhort. 
Our  fubftitutes  at  home  (hall  have  blank  charters  ; 
Whereto,  when  they  fhall  know  what  men  are  rich. 
They  (hall  fubfcribe  them  for  large  fums  of  gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants ; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bus  Mr. 
K.  Rich.  Bufhy,  what  news  ? 

Bushy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  grievous  fick,  my  lordj 
Suddenly  taken  ;  and  hath  fent  poft-hafte. 
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To  entreat  your  majefty  to  vifit  him. 

K.  Rich.  Where  Ues  he  ? 

Bushy.  At  Ely-houfe. 

K.  Rich.  Now  put  it,  heaven,  in  his  phyfician's  mind. 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately  ! 
The  Uning  of  his  coffers  (hall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Irifli  wars. — 
Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him : 
Pray  God,  we  may  make  hafte,  and  come  too  late  ! 

[Exeunt. 


^CT  II. 
SCENE  I.    London.    j4  Room  in  Ely-houfe. 
Gaunt  J  on  a  Couch  ;  the  Duke  o/Tork,  and  Others 
Jianding  by  him. 

Gaunt.  Will  the  king  come  ?  that  I  may  breathe  my 
In  wholefome  counfel  to  his  unftay'd  youth.  [laft 

ToRK.Ytx  not  yourfelf,  nor  ftrive  not  with  your  breath  j 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt.  O,  but,  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they  are  feldom  fpent  in  vain ; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 
He,  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liften'd  more 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe ; 
More  are  men's  ends  marked,  than  their  lives  before  : 

The  fetting  fun,  and  mufick  at  the  clofe, 
As  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  laft ; 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  paft  : 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counfel  would  not  hear. 
My  death's  fad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 

ToRK.  No ;  it  is  ftopp'd  with  other  flattering  founds, 
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As,  praifes  of  his  ftate  :  then,  there  are  found 

Lafcivious  metres  ;  to  whofe  venom  found 

The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  liften  : 

Report  of  fafhions  in  proud  Italy  ; 

Whofe  manners  ftill  our  tardy  apifh  nation 

Limps  after,  in  bafe  imitation. 

Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity, 

(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refped  how  vile,) 

That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ? 

Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard. 

Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard. 

Diredl  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  choofe  ; 

Tis  breath  thou  lack'ft,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lofe. 

Gaunt.  Methinks,  I  am  a  prophet  new  infpir'd ; 
And  thus,  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him  :— 
His  rafh  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  laft ; 
For  violent  fires  foon  bum  out  themfelves : 
Small  fliowers  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  fliort ; 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes ; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choke  the  feeder  : 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  cormorant, 
Cbnfuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  itfelf. 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  fcepter'd  ifle. 
This  earth  of  piajefty ,  this  feat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demi-paradife ; 
This  fortrefs,  built  by  nature  for  herfelf, 
Againft  infedHon,  and  the  hand  of  war ; 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world ; 
This  precious  ftone  fet  in  the  filver  fea. 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 
Or  as  a  moat  defenfive  to  a  houfe, 
Againft  the  envy  of  lefs  happier  lands  ; 
This  blefled  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  England, 
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This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 
Fear'd  by  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth  ^ 
Renowned  for  their  deeds  as  far  from  home, 
(For  Chriftian  fervice,  and  true  chivalry,) 
As  is  the  fepulcher  in  ftubbom  Jewry, 
Of  the  world's  ranfom,  blefled  Mary's  fon  : 
This  land  of  ftich  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  land^ 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 
Is  now  leased  out  (I  die  pronouncing  it,) 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm  : 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  fea, 
Whofe  rocky  {hore  beats  back  the  envious  fiege 
Of  watery  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  (hame. 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds ; 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others. 
Hath  made  a  fhameful  conqueft  of  itfelf : 
O,  would  the  fcandal  vanilh  with  my  life. 
How  happy  then  were  my  enfuing  death  ! 
Enter  King  Richard,  and ^een;  Au merle,  Busht, 
Green,  Bagot,  Ross,  and IVilloughbt. 

roRK.  The  king  is  come  :  deal  mildly  with  his  youth; 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 

^EEN.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle,  Lancafter  ? 

K.  Rich.  What  comfort,  man  ?    How  is't  with  aged 
Gaunt  ? 

Gaunt.  O,  how  that  name  befits  my  compolition ! 
Old  Gaunt,  indeed  ;  and  gaunt  in  being  old  : 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  faft  ; 
And  who  abftains  from  meat,  that  is  not  gaunt  ? 
For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd ; 
Watching  breeds  leannefs,  leannefs  is  all  gaunt : 
The  pleafure,  that  fome  fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  ftrid  faft,  I  mean — ^my  children's  look^ ; 
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And,  therein  fafting,  haft  thou  made  me  gaunt : 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

K.  Rich.  Can  fick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  ndmes? 

Gaunt.  No,  mifery  makes  fport  to  mock  itfelf : 
Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  King,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  with  thofe  that  live? 

Gaunt.  No,  no  ;  men  Uving  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K.  Rich.  Thou,  now  a  dying,  fayft — thou  flatter'ft  me* 

Gaunt.  Oh  !  no  ;  thou  dieft,  though  I  the  ficker  be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  and  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now,  He  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill ; 
HI  in  myfelf  to  fee,  and  in  thee  feeing  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  leflTer  than  thy  land, 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  reputation  fick  ; 
And  thou,  too  carelefs  patient  as  thou  art, 
Commit'ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  phyficians  that  firft  wounded  thee  : 
A  thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head ; 
And  yet,  incaged  in  fo  fmall  a  verge. 
The  wafte  is  no  whit  leflfer  than  thy  land. 
0,  had  thy  grandfire,  with  a  prophet's  eye. 
Seen  how  his  fon's  fon  fliould  deftroy  his  fons, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  ftiariie  i 
Dcpofing  thee  before  thou  wert  poflt^fs'd. 
Which  art  poflTefs'd  now  to  depofe  thyfelf. 
Why,  coufin,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world, 
It  were  a  fliame,  to  let  this  land  by  leafe  : 
But,  for  thy  world,  enjoying  but  this  land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  ftiame,  to  fhame  it  fo  ? 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now,  not  king  : 

Nij 
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Thy  ftate  of  law  is  bondflave  to  the  law ; 
And  thou 

K.  Rich.        a  lunatick  lean-witted  fool. 

Prefuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 

Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 

Make  pale  our  cheek  ;  chafing  the  royal  blood, 

With  fury,  from  his  native  refidence. 

Now  by  my  feat's  right  royal  majefty, 

Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  fon. 

This  tongue  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head. 

Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  ilnrcverend  fhoulders. 

Gaunt s  O,  fpare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward's  fon. 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  fon ; 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican. 
Haft  thou  tapp'd  out,  and  druxxkenly  carous'd : 
My  brother  Glofter,  plain  well-meaning  foul, 
(Whom  fair  befal  in  heaven  'mongft  happy  fouls !) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witnefs  good. 
That  thou  refped'ft  not  fpilling  Edward's  blood: 
Join  with  the  prefent  ficknefs  that  I  have; 
And  thy  unkindnefs  be  like  crooked  age. 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long  wither'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  fliame,  but  die  not  fliame  with  thee !— . 
Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be ! — 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grave  : — 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

[jEjciV,  borne  out  by  bis  Attendants. 

K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fullens  have ; 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

ToRK.  'Befeech  your  majefty,  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  iicklinefs  and  age  in  him  : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 
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K.  Rich:  Right ;  you  fay  true :  as  Hereford's  love,  fo  his : 
As  theirs,  fo  mine ;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Nor  thumberland* 

North.  My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your 

K.  Rich.  What  f^ys  he  now  ?  [majefty. 

North.  Nay,  nothing ;  all  is  faid : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  inftrument ; 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafter  hath  fpent. 

ToRK.  Be  York  the  next  that  muft  be  bankrupt  fo  ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  Rich,  The  ripeft  fruit  firft  falls,  and  fo  doth  he ; 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be  :* 

So  much  for  that. ^Now  for  our  Irifh  wars : 

We  muft  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-rheaded  kerns ; 

Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe. 

But  only  they,  hath  privilege  to  live. 

And,  fot  thefe  great  afiairs  do  afk  fome  charge. 

Towards  our  afliftance,  we  do  feize  to  us 

The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables. 

Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  poffefs'd, 

ToRK.  How  long  fhall  I  be  patient  ?  Ah,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  fuffer  wrong  ? 
Not  Glofter's  death,  nor  Hereford's  banilhment, 
Not  Gaunt's  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs. 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolinbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  four  my  patient  cheek, 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  fovereign's  face.— 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  £dward*s  fons. 
Of  whom  thy  father,  prince  of  Wales,  was  firft  j 
In  war  was  never  lion  rag'd  more  fierce, 
In  peace  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild, 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentlenoan ; 
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His  face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he, 
Accomplifli'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours  ; 
But,  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French, 
And  not  againft  his  friends :  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend,  and  fpent  not  that  1 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won  : 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
O,  Richard  !  York  is  too  far  gone  with  grief. 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K,  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

l^ORK.  O,  my  liege. 
Pardon  me,  if  you  pleafe  ;  if  not,  I  pleas'd. 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands. 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banifti'd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead  ?  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  ? 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft  ?  and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 
Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deferving  fon  ? 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters,  and  his  cuftomary  rights ; 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfue  to-day ; 
Be  not  thyfelf,  for  how  art  thou  a  king. 
But  by  fair  fequence  and  fucceflion  ? 
Now,  afore  God  (God  forbid,  I  fay  true  !) 
If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  rights. 
Call  in  the  letters  patents  that  he  hath 
By  his  attornies-general  to  fue 
His  livery,  and  deny  his  ofFer'd  homage. 
You  pluck  a  thoufand  dangers  on  your  head, 
You  lofe  a  thoufand  well-difpofed  hearts. 
And  prick  my  tender  patiejice  to  thofe  thought^ 
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Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what  you  will ;  we  feize  into  our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands, 

York.  Til  not  be  by,  the  while  :  My  liege,  farewell : 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell ; 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underftood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  Go,  Bufhy,  to  the  Earl  of  Wiltfhire  ftraight; 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-houfe, 
To  fee  this  bufinefs  :  To-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland ;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow; 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  ourfelf, 
Our  uncle  York  lord  governor  of  England, 
For  he  is  juft,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. — 
Come  on,  our  queen :  to-morrow  mud  we  part ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  flay  is  fliort.  [Flouri/h. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  Busht,  Aumerle^  Green y 
and  Bagot. 
North.  Well,  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancafter  is  dead- 
Ross.  And  living  too ;  for  now  his  fon  is  duke. 
WiLLO.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 
North.  Richly  in  both,  if  juftice  had  her  right. 
Ross.  My  heart  is  great;  but  it  muft  break  with  iilence, 
Ere't  be  difburden'd  with  a  liberal  tongue. 
North.  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind ;    and  let  him  ne'er 
fpeak  more, 
That  fpeaks  thy  words  again,  to  do  thee  harm ! 

WiLLO.  Tends  that  thou'dft  fpeak,  to  the  duke  of  Here- 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  ;  [ford  ? 

Quick  is  mine  ear,  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Ross.  No  good  at  all,  that  I  can  do  for  him ; 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good,  to  pity  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 
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North.  Now,  afore  heaven,  'tis  fhame,  fuch  wrongs  are 
In  him  a  royal  prince,  and  many  more  [borne, 

Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 
The  king  is  not  himfelf,  but  bafely  led 
By  flatterers  ;  and  what  they  will  inform, 
Merely  in  hate,  *gainft  any  of  us  all. 
That  will  the  king  feverely  profecute 
'Gainft  us,  our  hves,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Ross.  The  commons  hath  he  pilPd  with  grievous  taxes, 
And  loft  their  hearts :  the  nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

IViLio.  And  daily  new  exadions  are  devis'd ; 
As — blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what  : 
But  what,  o'God's  name,  doth  become  of  this  ? 

North.  Wars  have  not  wafted  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath 
But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife  [not. 

That  which  his  anceftors  achieved  with  blows  : 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 

Ross.  The  earl  of  Wiltfliire  hath  the  realm  in  farm. 

IViLLO.  The  king's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken  man. 

North.  Reproach,  and  diflblution,  hangeth  over  him. 

Ross.  He  hath  not  money  for  tbefe  Irifli  wars, 
His  burdenous  taxations  notwithftanding, 
Bat  by  the  robbing  of  the  banifli'd  duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinfman  ;--^MQft  degenerate  king  ! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempcft  fing. 
Yet  feek  no  flicker  to  avoid  the  ftorm  : 
Wei  fee  the  wind  fit  fore  upon  our  fails, 
Apd  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurely  pgrifli. 

Ross.  We  fee  the  very  wreck  that  we  muft  fuflfer ; 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now. 
For  fufFering  fo  the  caufes  of  our  wreck. 

Nof^TH.  Not  fo;  even  through  the  hollow  eyes  of  deaths 
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1  fpy  life  peering ;  but  I  dare  not  fay 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 
.  WiLLO.  Nay,  let  us  (hare  thythoughts,as  thou  doft  ours. 
Ross.  Be  confident  to  fpeak,  Northumberland : 
We  three  are  but  thyfelf ;  and,  fpeaking  fo. 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts  ;  therefore,  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus  :— I  have  from  Port  le  Blanc,  a  bay 
In  Britany,  received  intelligence. 
That  Harry  Hereford,  Reignold  lord  Cobham, 
The  fon  of  Richard  Earl  of  Arundel, 
That  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Exeter, 
His  brother,  archbifhop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  fir  John  Ramfton, 
Sir  John  Norbery,  fir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis 

Quoint, 

All  thefe,  well  fumifh'd  by  the  duke  of  Bretagne, 
With  eight  tall  (hips,  three  thoufand  men  of  war. 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience. 
And  fhortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  fliore : 
Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this  ;  but  that  they  ftay 
The  firfl:  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland. 
If  then  we  fliall  fiiake  oflf  our  flavifli  yoke, 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing. 
Redeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemifli'd  crown, 
Wipe  off  the  duft  that  hides  our  fcepter's  gilt. 
And  make  high  «^efty  look  Uke  itfelf. 
Away,  with  me,  in  poft  to  Ravenfpurg : 
Bat  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo. 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  myfelf  will  go. 
Ross.  To  horfe,  to  horfe  !  urge  doubts  to  them  diat 

fear. 
WiiLO.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II.  The  fame.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  ^een,  Busht^  and  Bagot. 

BusHT.  Madam,  your  majefty  is  too  much  fad  : 
You  promised,  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 
To  lay  afide  life-harming  heavinefs. 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  difpofition. 

^EEN.  To  pleafe  the  king,  I  did ;  to  pleafe  myfelf, 
I  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  fhould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  grief. 
Save  bidding  farewell  to  fo  fweet  a  gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard :  Yet,  again,  methinks. 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb. 
Is  coming  towards  me  ;  and  my  inward  foul 
With  nothing  trembles :  at  fomething  it  grieves. 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 

BvsHY.  Each  fubftance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  fhadows, 
Which  (how  like  grief  itfelf,  but  are  not  fo : 
For  forrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objeds ; 
Like  perfpedives,  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon, 
Show  nothing  but  confufion  ;  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguifh  form  :  fo  your  fweet  majefty. 
Looking  awry  upon  your  lord's  departure. 
Finds  ftiapes  of  grief,  more  than  himfelf,  to  wail ; 
Which,  looked  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  fhadows 
Of  what  it  is  noL     Then,  thrice-gracious  queen. 
More  than  your  lord's  departure  weep  not ;  more's  not 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  falfe  forrow's  eye,  [feen  : 

Which,  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

^EEN.  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perfuades  me,  it  is  otherwife  ;  Howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad ;  fo  heavy  fad. 
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As, — though,  in  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  think, — 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  flirink. 

Busnr.  Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  lady, 

^BBN.  'Tis  nothing  lefs  :  conceit  is  ilill  derived 
From  fome  fore-father  grief ;  mine  is  not  fo ; 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  grief; 
Or  fomething  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve : 
Tis  in  reverfion  that  I  do  poflefs ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known ;  what 
I  cannot  name ;  'tis  namelefs  woe,  I  wot. 

Enter  Green. 

Green.  God  fave  your  majefty ! — and  well  met,  gen- 
tlemen : — 
I  hope,  the  king  is  not  yet  fhipp'd  for  Ireland. 

^EEN.  Why  hop'ft  thou  fo  ?  'tis  better  hope,  he  is ; 
For  his  defigns  crave  hafte,  his  hafte  good  hope ; 
Then  wherefore  dofl  thou  hope,  he  is  not  fhipp'd  ? 

Green.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his 
And  driven  into  defpair  an  enemy's  hope,  [power. 

Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  land : 
The  banifh'd  Bolingbroke  repeals  himfelf, 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  fafe  arriv'd 
At  Ravenfpurg. 

^EEN.  Now  God  in  heaven  forbid ! 

Green.  O,  madam,  'tis  too  true  :  and  that  is  worfe, — 
The  lord  Northumberland,  his  young  fon  Henry  Percy, 
The  lords  of  Rofs,  Beaumond,  and  Willoughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

BusHT.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northumberland, 
And  all  the  reft  of  the  revolting  fadtion 
Traitors  ? 

Green.  We  have :  whereon  the  earl  of  Worcefter 
Hath  broke  his  ftafF,  refign'd  his  ftewardlhip, 


204  riNG  RICHARD  II. 

And  all  the  houfehold  fervants  fled  with  him 
To  Bolingbroke. 

^BEN.  So,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  to  my  woe. 
And  Bolingbroke  my  forrow's  difmal  heir : 
Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigy  j 
And  I,  a  gafping  new-delivcr'd  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  joined. 

BusHT.  Defpair  not,  madam. 

^BEN.  Who  fhall  hinder  me  ? 
I  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  ;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafite,  a  keeper-back  of  death. 
Who  gently  would  diflS)lve  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  falfe  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Enter  Tork. 

Green.  Here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 

^EBN.  With  figns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  ; 

O,  full  of  careful  bufinefs  are  his  looks  ! 

Uncle, 

For  heaven's  fake,  fpeak  comfortable  words. 

Tork.  Should  I  do  fo,  I  ftiould  belie  my  thoughts  : 
Comfort's  in  heaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  eartli, 
Where  nothing  lives,  but  croflfes,  care,  and  grief. 
Your  hufl}and  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off", 
Whilft  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home  : 
Here  am  I^left  to  imderprop  his  land ; 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  myfelf: 
Now  comes  the  fick  hour  that  his  furfeit  made ; 
Now  (hall  he  try  his  firiends  that  flatter'd  him. 
Enter  a  Serfant. 

Serf.  My  lord,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came. 

Tork.  He  was  ? — ^Why,  fo !— go  all  which  way  it 
wiU! — ^ 
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The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  cold. 

And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford*s  fide.— — 

Sirrah, 

Get  thee  to  Plafhy,  to  my  fitter  Glofter ; 

Bid  her  fend  me  prefently  a  thoufand  pound  : — 

Hold,  take  my  ring. 

Serf.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordfhip  : 
To-day,  as  I  came  by,  I  called  there  ; — 
But  I  fhall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

ToRK.  What  is  it,  knave  ? 

SsRF.  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  duchefs  died. 

ToRK.  God  for  his  mercy  !  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  rufhing  on  this  woeful  land  at  once  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do : — I  would  to  God, 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it,) 
The  king  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's. — 
What,  are  there  pofts  defpatch'd  for  Ireland  ?— 

How  fhall  we  do  for  money  for  thefe  wars  ? 

Come,  fifter, — coufin,  I  would  fay  :  pray,  pardon  me.— 
Go,  fellow,  [To  the  Serf  ant  J]  get  thee  home,  provide 

fome  carts. 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there,—  [Exit  Serf. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  mufter  men  ?  if  I  know 
How,  or  which  way,  to  order  thefe  af&irs, 
Thiis  thruft  diforderly  into  my  hands. 
Never  believe  me.    Both  are  my  kinfmen  ;— 
The  one's  my  fovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend ;  the  other  again. 
Is  my  kinfman,  whom  the  king  hath  wrong'd ; 
Whom  confcience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 

Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  do Come,  coufin,  I'll 

Difpofe  of  you  : — ^Go,  mufter  up  your  men, 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Berkley-caftlc. 
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I  fhould  to  Plafliy  too  ; 

But  time  will  not  permit : — All  is  uneven, 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

[Exeunt  Tork  and  ^een. 

BusHr.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland, 
But  none  returns.     For  us  to  levy  power, 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy. 
Is  all  impofllble. 

Green.  Befides,  our  nearnefs  to  the  king  in  love, 
Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe  love  not  the  king.  [love 

BjiGor.  And  that's  the  wavering  commons  :  for*  their 
Lies  in  their  purfes ;  and  whofo  empties  them. 
By  fo  much  'fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

BusHr.  Wherein  the  king  ftands  generally  condemned. 

Bagot.  If  judgement  lie  in  them,  then  fo  do  we, 
Becaufe  wq  ever  have  been  near  the  king. 

Green.  Well,  Fll  for  refuge  ftraight  to  Briftol  caftle  j 
The  earl  of  Wiltfliire  is  already  there. 

BusHr.  Thither  will  I  with  you  :  for  little  office 
The  hateful  commons  will  perform  for  us ; 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  to  pieces. — 
Will  you  go  along  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No  ;  Til  to  Ireland  to  his  majefty. 
Farewell :  if  heart's  prefages  be  not  vain. 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  ftiall  meet  again. 

BusHT.  That's  as  York  thrives  to  beat  back  Boling- 
broke. 

Green.  Alas,  poor  duke  !  the  taflc  he  undertakes 
Is — numb'ring  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry ; 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  fly, 

BusHT.  Farewell  at  once ;  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.  [Exeunt, 


XING  RICHARD  II.  207 

SCENE  III.    ne  Wilds  in  GloHerihire. 
Enter  Bolingeroke  and  Northumeerland,  with 

Forces. 
BoLiNG.  How  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  ? 
North.  Believe  me,  noble  lord, 
I  am  a  ftranger  here  in  Glofterihire. 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways, 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome  : 
And  yet  your  fair  difcourfe  hath  been  as  fugar. 
Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  deledable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way 
From  Ravenfpurg  to  Cotfwold,  will  be  found 
In  Rofs  and  Willoughby,  wanting  your  company ; 
\^^hich,  I  proteft,  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel  : 
But  theirs  is  fweeten'd  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  prefent  benefit  which  I  poflefs  : 
And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy, 
Than  hope  enjoy'd  :  by  this  the  weary  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feem  fhort ;  as  mine  hath  done 
By  fight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 
BoLiNG.  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  company. 
Than  your  good  words.    But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Harkt  Percy. 
North.  It  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Percy, 

Sent  from  my  brother  Worcefter,  whencefoever 

Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 
PsRcr.  I  had  thought,  my  lord,  to  have  leam'd  his 

health  of  you. 
North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  queen  ? 
Percy.  No,  my  good  lord;  he  hath  forfook  the  court, 
Broken  his  flafF  of  oflice,  and  difpers'd 
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The  houfehold  of  the  king. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ? 
He  was  not  fo  refolv*d,  when  laft  we  fpake  together. 

Percy.  Becaufe  your  lordfhip  was  proclaimed  traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfpurg, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  duke  of  Hereford ; 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Berkley,^ to  difcover 
What  power  the  duke  of  York  had  levied  there ; 
Then  with  diredion  to  repair  to  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  duke  of  Hereford,  boy  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord ;  for  that  is  not  forgot, 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember  :  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now;  this  is  the  duke. 

Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice. 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young ; 
Which  elder  days  fhall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

BoLiNG.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy ;  and  be  furc, 
s  I  count  myfelf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy. 
As  in  a  foul  rememb'ring  my  good  friends  ; 
And,  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love, 
It  fhall  be  flill  thy  true  love's  recompenfe  : 
My  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  feals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley  ?  And  what  flir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there,  with  his  men  of  war  ? 

Percy.  There  flands  the  caflle,  by  yon  tuft  of  trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard  : 
And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  York,  Berkley,  and  Seymour; 
None  elfe  of  name,  and  noble  eflim^. 

Enter  Ross  and  Willovghby. 

North.  Here  comes  the  lords  of  Rofs  and  Willoughby, 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  firy-red  with  hafle. 
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60LING.  Welcome,  my  lords:  I  wot,  your  love  purfues 
A  banifh'd  traitor ;  all  my  treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrichM, 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompenfe. 

Ross.  Your  preferice  makes  us  rich,  moft  noble  lord. 

WiLLO.  And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

BoLiNG.  Evermore  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poor; 
Which,  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.    But  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Ber^let. 

North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  as  I  guefs. 

Berk.  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  meffiige  is  to  you. 

BoLiNG.  My  lord,  my  anfwer  is-i-to  Lancafter ; 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England  : 
And  I  muft  find  that  title  in  your  tongue, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  fay. 

Berk.  Miftake  me  not,  my  lord;  'tis  not  my  meaning. 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out : — 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  (what  lord  you  will,) 
From  the  moft  glorious  regent  of  this  land. 
The  duke  of  York ;  to  know,  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  abfeht  time. 
And  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf-bom  arms. 
Enter  Tork,  attended. 

BoLiNG.  I  (hall  not  need  tmnfport  my  words  by  you ; 
Here  comes  his  grace  in  perfon.-^ — My  noble  uncle  ! 

[Kneels. 

ToRK.  Show  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe. 

BoLiNG.  My  gracious  uncle  ! — ^ 

roRK.  Tut,  tut ! 
Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  uncle  me  no  uiicle  :  " 
I  am  no  traitor's  uncle  ;  and  that  word— grace, 

Vol.  IIL  O 
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In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  profane. 
Why  have  thofe  banifh'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  duft  of  England's  ground  ? 

But  then  more  why; Why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 

So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofom ; 

Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war, 

And  oftentation  of  defpifed  arms  ? 

Com'ft  thou  becaufe  the  anointed  king  is  hence  ? 

Why,  fooUfli  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind. 

And  in  my  loyal  bofom  lies  his  power. 

Were  I  but  now  the  lordx)f  fuch  hot  youth. 

As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  myfelf, 

Refcued  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  men^ 

From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French ; 

O,  then,  how  quickly  fliould  this  arm  of  mine. 

Now  prifoner  to  the  palfy,  chaftife  thee. 

And  minifter  corre6lion  to  thy  fault ! 

BoLiNG.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault ; 
On  what  condition  ftands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

ToRK.  Even  in  condition  of  the  worft  degree, — 
In  grofs  rebellion,  and  detefted  treafon  : 
Thou  art  a  banifh'd  man,  and  here  art  come. 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time. 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  fovereign. 

BoLiNG.  As  I  was  banilh'd,  I  was  banifh'd  Hereford ; 
Bat  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancafter. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  befeech  your  grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye : 
You  are  my  father,  for,  methinks,  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  aUve  ;  O,  then,  my  father ! 
Will  you  permit  that  I  fhall  ftand  condemned 
A  wandering  vagabond  ;  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
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To  upftart  unthrifts  ?  Wherefore  was  I  born  ? 
If  that  my  coufin  king  be  king  of  England, 
It  mull  be  granted,  I  am  duke  of  Lancafter. 
You  have  a  fon,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinfman ; 
Had  you  firft  died,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  fhould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father. 
To  roufe  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay, 
I  am  denied  to  fue  my  livery  here. 
And  yet  my  letters-patent  give  me  leave : 
My  father's  goods  are  all  diftrain'd,  and  fold  ; 
And  thefe,  and  all,  are  all  amifs  employed. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  am  a  fubjedt. 
And  challenge  law :  Attornies  are  denied  me ; 
And  therefore  perfonally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much  abus'd. 

Ross.  It  (lands  your  grace  upon,  to  do  him  right. 

WiLLO.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great, 

ToRK.  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this, — 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  coufin's  wrongs, 
And  laboured  all  I  could  to  do  him  right : 
But  in  this  kind  to  come,  in  braving  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong, — it  may  not  be  ; 
And  you,  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Cherifli  rebeUion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  fwom,  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own  :  and,  for  the  right  of  that. 
We  all  have  flrongly  fwom  to  give  him  aid ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy  that  breaks  that  oath. 

York.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  ifTue  of  thefe  arms  ; 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  mufl  needs  confefs, 
Becaxife  my  power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left : 

Oij 
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But,  if  I  could,  by  Him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  ftoop 
tJnto  the  fovereign  mercy  of  the  king ; 
But,  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.     So,  fare  you  well  ;— 
Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  caftle, 
And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

BoLiNG.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept. 
But  we  muft  win  your  grace,  to  go  with  us 
To  Brifiol  caftle  ;  which,  they  fay,  is  held 
By  Bufhy,  Bagot,  and  their  complices, 
The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth. 
Which  I  tave  fwom  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

ToRK.  It  may  be,  I  will  go  with  you  : — .^but  yet  I'll 
For  I  am  loth  to  break  our  country's  laws.  [paufe  j 

Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  ij^elcome  you  are : 
Things  paft  redrefs,  are  now  with  me  paft  care.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IF.    j4  Camp  in  Wstles. 
Enter  Salisburt,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  lord  of  Salilbury,  we  have  flaid  ten  days^ 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together, 
And  yet  we  heat  no  tidings  from  the  king ; 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  ourfelves  :  farewell. 

Sal.  Stay  yet  aitother  djiiy,  thou  trufty  Welfhman  } 
The  king  repofeth  all  his  confidence 
In  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought,  the  king  is  dead ;  we  will  not  flay< 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  withered, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  liars  of  heaven ; 
The  pale*fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth. 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whifper  fearful  change  ; 
Rich  men  look  fad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap, — , 
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The  one,  in  fear  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy, 

Tlie  other,  to  enjoy  by  rage  and  war : 

Thefe  figns  forerun  the  death  or  fall  of  kings.—, 

Farewell ;  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled, 

As  well  afTur'd,  Richard  their  king  is  dead.  [Exit» 

Sal.  Ah,  Richard !  with  the  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  glory,  like  a  (hooting  ftar, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament ! 
Thy  fun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  weft, 
Witnefling  ftorms  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft  : 
Thy  friends  are  fled,  to  wait  upon  thy  foes ; 
And  crofsly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [Exiti 
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SCENE  L   BoLiNGBROKE^s  Camp  at  Briftol. 

£nter  Bolingbroke,  Tork,  Northumberland^ 

Perct,  JViLLOUGHBT,  Ross:  Officers  bcbind 

Witb  BusHT  and  Green^  prifoners. 

BoLiNG.  Bring  forth  thefe  men 

Bufhy,  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  fouls 
(Since  prefently  your  fouls  muft  part  your  bodies,) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives. 
For  'twere  no  charity  :  yet,  to  wafti  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here,  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  death. 
You  have  mifled  a  prince,  a  royal  king, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments. 
By  you  unhappied  and  disfigured  clean. 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  finful  hours. 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  queen  and  him ; 
Broke  the  poflefllon  of  a  royal  bed. 
And  ftaia'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  queen's  cheeks 

Oiij 
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With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes  by  your  foul  wrongs. 
Myfelf — a  prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth ; 
Near  to  the  king  in  blood ;  and  near  in  love. 

Till  you  did  make  him  mifinterpret  me, 

Have  ftoop'd  my  neck  xmder  your  injuries. 

And  figh'd  my  Englifh  breath  in  foreign  clouds, 

Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banilhment  : 

Whilft  you  have  fed  upon  my  fignories, 

Difpark'd  my  parks,  and  felPd  my  foreft  woods ; 

From  my  own  windows  torn  my  houfehold  coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  imprefs,  leaving  me  no  fign, — 

Save  men's  opinions,  and  my  living  blood, — 

To  fhow  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this. 

Condemns  you  to  the  death : — See  them  delivered  over 

To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death. 

BusHT.  More  welcome  is  the  flroke  of  death  to  me. 
Than  Bolingbroke  to  England. — Lords,  farewell. 

Green.  My  comfort  is, that  heaven  will  cake  our 

fouls, 
And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  helL 

BoiiNG.My  lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  defpatch'd. 
'  [Exeunt  Northumberland  and  Others^  with 
prifoners. 
Uncle,  you  fay,  the  queen  is  at  your  houfe ; 
For  heaven's  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated  : 
Tell  her,  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends ; 
Take  fpecial  care  my  greetings  be  delivered. 

Y'oRK.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  defpatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

BoLiNG.  Thanks,  gentle  uncle Come,  lords,  away ; 

To  fight  with  Glendower  and  his  complices ; 

Awhile  to  work,  and,  after,  holiday.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IL    The  Coajl  of  Wales,    A  Cajle  in  view. 

Flourijh  :   drums  and  trumpets.     Enter  -King  Richjrd, 

Bijhop  o/'Carlifle,  Au merle,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly  caftle  call  you  this  at  hand. 

AuM.  Yea,  my  lord :  How  brooks  your  grace  the  air. 
After  late  tolling  on  the  breaking  feas  ? 

K.  Rich.  Needs  muft  I  like  it  well ;  I  weep  for  joy, 

To  Hand  upon  my  kingdom  once  again. 

Dear  earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 

Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes'  hoofs : 

As  a  long  parted  mother  with  her  child 

Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting  ; 

So,  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth, 

And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 

Feed  not  thy  fovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth. 

Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfe  r 

But  let  thy  fpiders,  that  fuck  up  thy  venom, 

And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lie  in  their  way  ; 

Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 

Which  with  ufurping  fleps  do  trample  thee. 

Yield  flinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies : 

And  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flower, 

Guard  it,  I  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder ; 

Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 

Throw  death  upon  thy  fovereign's  enemies. — ? 

Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration,  lords ; 

This  earth  (hall  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  ftones 

Prove  armed  foldiers,  ere  her  native  king 

Shall  falter  under  foul  rebellion's  arms.  [i^ing. 

Bishop.  Fear  not,  my  lord;  that  Power,  that  made  you 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  king,  in  fpite  of  alL 

Tke  means  that  heaven  yields  muft  be  embraced, 
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And  not  negledled  ;  elfe,  if  heaven  would. 
And  we  will  not,  heaven's  offer  we  refufe ; 
The  proffer'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redrefs. 

AuM.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs  ; 
Whilft  Bolingbroke,  through  our  fecurity. 
Grows  ftrong  and  great,  in  fubftance,  and  in  friends, 

K,  Rich.  Difcomfortable  coufin !  know'ft  thou  not, 
That,  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
^  Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world, 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen. 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  here ; 
But  when,  from  under  this  terreftrial  ball, 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaflem  pines. 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole. 
Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefled  fms. 
The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  backs, 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves  ? 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor,  Bolingbroke, — 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 
Whilfl  we  were  wand'ring  with  the  antipodes, — • 
Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  throne  the  eafl. 
His  treafons  \vill  lit  blufhing  in  his  face, 
Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day. 
But,  felf-afFrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough-rude  fea 
Can  wafh  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king ; 
The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofe 
The  deputy  elecled  by  the  Lord : 
For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  prefs'd. 
To  lift  flirewd  fleel  againfl  our  golden  crown, 
pod  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 
A  glorious  angel :  then,  if  angels  fight, 
Weak  men  myfl  fall  j  for  heaven  flill  guards  the  right. 
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Enter  Salisbury. 
Welcome,  my  lord ;  How  far  oflF  lies  your  power  ? 

Sal.  Nor  near,  nor  further  off,  my  gracious  lord. 
Than  this  weak  arm  :  Difcomfort  guides  my  tongue, 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  defpair. 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  lord. 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth : 
0,  call  back  yefterday,  bid  time  return. 
And  thou  (halt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men  ! 
To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day,  too  late, 
Overthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortime,  and  thy  Hate  ; 
For  all  the  Welfhmen,  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  difpers'd,  and  fled. 
AuM. CovaioxtyVay  liege :  Why  looks  your  grace  fo  pale? 
K.  Rich.  But  now,  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled; 
And,  till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again. 
Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pale  and  dead  ? 
All  fouls  that  v/ill  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide  ; 
For  time  hath  fet  a  blot  upon  ipy  pride. 
JuM.  Comfort,  my  liege  j  remember  who  you  arc, 
K.RicH.  I  had  forgot  myfelf :  Am  I  not  king  ? 
Awake,  thou  fluggard  majefty  !  thou  fleep*fl:. 
Is  not  the  king's  name  forty  thoufand  names  ? 
Arm,  arm,  my  name  !  a  puny  fubje6l  fl:rikes 

At  thy  great  glory Look  not  to  the  ground. 

Ye  favourites  of  a  king ;  Are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts :  I  know,  my  uncle  York 
Hath  power  enough  to  ferve  our  turn.     But  who 
Comes  here  ? 

Enter  Scroop. 
Scroop.  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  liegc^ 
plan  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  dehver  him  ! 
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K.  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepared  ; 
The  worft  is  worldly  lofs,  thou  canft  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  loft  ?  why,  'twas  my  care  ; 
And  what  lofs  is  it,  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  fhall  not  be;  if  he  ferve  God, 
We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo : 
Revolt  our  fubje£fcs  ?  that  we  cannot  mend  ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us : 
Cry,  woe,  deftrudHon,  ruin,  lofs,  decay ; 
The  worft  is — death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day. 
Which  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  fhores. 
As  if  the  world  were  all  diflblv'd  to  tears  j 
So  high  above  his  limits  fwells  the  rage 
Of  Bolingbroke,  covering  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  fteel,  and  hjsarts  harder  than  fteel. 
White  beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  fcalps 
Againft  thy  majefty ;  boys,  with  women's  voices, 
Strive  to  fpeak  big,  and  clap  their  female  joints 
In  ftifF  unwieldy  arms  againft  thy  crown : 
Thy  very  beadfmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
Of  double-fatal  yew  againft  thy  ftate ; 
Yea,  diftaff  women  nmnage  rufty  bills 
Againft  thy  feat :  both  young  and  old  rebel. 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  power  to  telL 

K.  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  telPft  a  tale  fo  ill, 
Where  is  the  earl  of  Wiltfliire  ?  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Buftiy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Meafure  our  confines  with  fuch  peaceful  ftq>s  ? 
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If  we  prevail,  their  heads  (hall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant,  they  have  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke. 
Scroop.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him,  indeed,  my 
lord.  [tion ! 

K.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemp* 
Dogs,  eafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  ! 
Snakes,  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  fling  my  heart ! 
Three  Judaffes,  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Judas ! 
Would  they  make  peace !  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  fpotted  fouls  for  this  offence ! 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  fee,  changing  his  property. 
Turns  to  the  fourefl  and  mofl  deadly  hate  : — 
Again  uncurfe  their  fouls  ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands :  thofe  whom  yo.u  curfe. 
Have  felt  the  worft  of  death's  deflroying  wound. 
And  lie  full  low,  graved  in  the  hollow  groimd, 
j4um.  Is  Bufhy,  Green,  and  the  earl  of  Wiltfhire,  dead? 
Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Briflol  lofl  their  heads. 
jIum.  AVhere  is  the  duke  my  father  with  his  power  ? 
K,  Rich.  No  matter  where ;  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak: 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs  j 
Make  diift  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  forrow  on  the  bofom  of  the  earth. 
Let's  choofe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills  ; 
And  yet  not  fo, — ^for  what  can  we  bequeath. 
Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bolingbroke's, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  death ; 
And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth. 
Which  ferves  as  pafle.and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  heaven's  fake,  let  us  fit  upon  the  ground. 
And  tell  fad  flories  of  the  death  of  kings : — 
How  fome  have  been  depos'd,  fame  flain  in  war^ 
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Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  they  have  depos'd  ; 
Some  pbifon*d  by  their  wives,  fome  fleeping  kill'd  j 
All  murder'd : — For  within  the  hollow  crown, 
Tliat  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king. 
Keeps  death  his  court :  and  there  the  antick  fits. 
Scoffing  his  ftate,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 
To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks  ; 
Infufmg  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit, — 
As  if  this  flefh,  which  walls  about  our  life. 
Were  brafs  impregnable  ;  and,  humoured  thus. 
Comes  at  the  laft,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bores  through  his  caftle  wall,  and — ^farewell  king  I 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flefh  and  blood 
With  folemn  reverence ;  throw  away  refpedt, 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty. 
For  you  have  but  miftook  me  all  this  while : 
I  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  want,  tafle  grief. 
Need  friends : — Subjeded  thus, 
How  can  you  fay  to  me— I  am  a  king  ? 

Car.  My  lord,  wife  men  ne*er  wail  their  prefent  woes, 
But  prefehtly  prevent  the  ways  to  wail. 
To  fear  the  foe,  fince  fear  opprefFeth  ftrength. 
Gives,  in  your  weaknefs,  flrength  unto  your  foe. 
And  fo  your  follies  fight  againft  yourfelf 
Fear,  and  be  flaiu  ;  no  worfe  can  come,  to  fight : 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death ; 
Where  fearing  dying,  pays  death  fervile  breath. 

yluM.  My  father  hath  a  power,  inquire  of  him ; 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  chid'fl:  me  well :— Proud  Bolingbrokc, 
I  come 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 
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This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown ; 

An  eafy  tafk  it  is,  to  win  our  own.    ■ 

Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  our  uncle  with  his  power  ? 

Speak  fweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  four. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  fky 

The  Hate  and  inclination  of  the  day  : 
So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye, 

My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  fay. 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall. 
To  lengthen  out  the  word  that  muft  be  fpoken  :— 
Your  uncle  York  bath  join'd  with  Bolingbroke  j 
And  all  your  northern  caftles  yielded  up. 
And  all  your  fouthem  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  party. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 

Beftirew  thee,  coulin,  which  didft  lead  me  forth 

[To  AVMERLS. 

Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  defpair ! 

What  fay  you  now  ?  What  comfort  have  we  now  ? 

By  heaven,  FU  hate  him  everlaftingly. 

That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 

Go,  to  Flint  caftle ;  there  Til  pine  away ; 

A  king,  woe's  flave,  ihall  kingly  woe  obey. 

That  power  I  have,  difcharge  ;  and  let  them  go 

To  ear  the  land  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow. 

For  I  have  none  : — Let  no  man  fpeak  again 

To  alter  this,  for  counfel  is  but  vain- 

AuM.  My  liege,  one  word- 

K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong. 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue. 
t)ifcharge  my  followers,  let  them  hence ; — ^Away, 
From  Richard's  night,  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day. 

[E.xeunt. 
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SCENE  III    Wales.    Before  YMnt  Cqftle. 

Enter  with  drum  and  colours,  BolingbroK'E  and  Forces  ; 

JToRK,  Northumberland^  and  Others. 

BoLiNO.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn, 
The  Welfhmen  are  difpers'd ;  and  Salifbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed, 
With  fome  few  private  friends,  upon  this  coaft. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord  ; 
Richard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

ToRK.  It  would  befeem  the  lord  Northumberland, 
To  fay — ^king  Richard  : — Alack  the  heavy  day. 
When  fuch  a  facred  king  fhould  hide  his  head  ! 

North.  Your  grace  miftakes  me ;  only  to  be  brief. 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

TToRK.  The  time  hath  been, 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  ihorten  you. 
For  taking  fo  the  head,  your  whole  head*s  length. 

BoLiNG.  Miftake  not,  uncle,  further  than  you  fhould. 

ToRK.  Take  not,  good  coufin,  further  than  you  ftiould, 
Left  you  mif-take  :  The  heavens  are  o'er  your  head. 

BoLiNG.  I  know  it,  uncle ;  and  oppofe  not 
Myfelf  againft  their  will. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Perot. 
Well,  Harry  j  what,  will  not  this  caftle  yield  ? 

Percy.  The  caftle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
Againft  thy  entrance. 

BoLiNG.  Royally ! 
Why,  it  contains  no  king  ? 

pERcr.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
It  doth  contain  a  king  ;  king  Richard  lies 
Within  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  ftone  : 
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And  with  him  are  lord  Aumerle,  lord  Salifbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop ;  befides  a  clergyman 
Of  holy  revdfcnce,  who,  I  cannot  learn. 
North.  Belike,  it  is  the  bifliop  of  Carlifle. 
BoLiNG.  Noble  lord,  [To  North. 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle  ; 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parle 
hito  his  niin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver. 
Harry  Bolingbroke 

On  both  his  knees,  doth  kifs  king  Richard's  hand  j 
And  fends  allegiance,  and  true  faith  of  heart. 
To  his  moft  royal  perfon :  hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power ; 
Provided  that,  my  banifhment  repealed. 
And  lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted  : 
If  not,  rU  ufe  the  advantage  of  my  power, 
And  lay  the  fummer's  duft  with  fhowers  of  blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  EngliQimen  : 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke 
It  is,  fuch  crimfon  tempeft  fhouldbedrench 
The  frefh  green  lap  of  fair  king  Richard's  land, 
My  (looping  duty  tenderly  fhall  ftiow. 

Go,  fignify  as  much ;  while  here  we  march 

Upon  the  grafly  carpet  of  this  plain. — - 

[Nor  thumberland  advances  to  the  Cajlle,  with  a  "Trumpet, 

Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threatening  drum. 

That  from  the  caftle's  totter'd  battlements 

Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 

Methinks,  king  Richard,  and  myfelf  (hould  meet 

With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  elements 

Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  fhock 

At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 

Be  he  the  fire,  Til  be  the  yielding  water : 
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The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 

My  waters ;  pn  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 

March  on,  and  mark  king  Richard  how  hir  looks. 

A  parte  founded^  and  anjwered  by  another  trumpet  wit  bin. 

Fhurijh.    Enter  on  the  walls  Kir^g  Richard,  the  BiJJjop 

cf  Carlisle,  Au merle.  Scroop^  and  Salisbur  y. 

York.  See,  fee,  king  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear^ 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  fun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  eaft  ; 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  ftain  the  track 
Of  his  bright  pafiage  to  the  Occident. 
Yet  looks  he  Uke  a  king ;  behold,  his  eye. 
As  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  majefty  ;  Alack,  alack,  for  woe. 
That  any  harm  fhould  ftain  fo  fair  a  (how  ! 

K.  Rich.  We  are  amazM ;  and  thus  long  have  we  flood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee, 

[ To  Nor  thumberland. 
Becaufe  we  thought  ourfelf  thy  lawful  king : 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 
If  we  be  not,  Ihow  us  the  hand  of  God 
/  That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  ftewardfhip ; 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bontf 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  fcepter, 
Unlefs  he  do  profane,  fteal,  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done^f 
Have  torn  their  fouls,  by  turning  them  from  us. 

And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends ; * 

Yet  know, — my  matter,  God  omnipotent, 
Is  muftVing  in  his  clouds,  on  our  behalf, 
Armies  of  peftilence  j  and  they  fhall  ftrike 
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Yotir  ehildretl  yjit  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  vaflal  hands  againft  my  head, 
And  threat  tne  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 
Tell  Bolingbroke,  (for  yond',  methinks,  he  is,) 
That  every  ftride  he  makes  upon  my  land, 
Is  dangerous  treafon :  He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  teftament  of  bleeding  war  ;  ^ 

But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  Uve  in  peace. 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  fons 
Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  England's  face  ; 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  paftures'  grafs  with  faithful  Englifh  blood. 

North.  The  King  of  heaven  forbid,  our  lord  the  king 
Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rufh'd  upon !  Thy  thrice-noble  coufin, 
Harry  Bolingbroke,  doth  humbly  kifs  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  fwears. 
That  ftands  upon  thy  royal  grandfire's  b  nes ; 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods. 
Currents  that  fpring  from  one  mod  gracious  head ; 
And  by  the  buried  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt ; 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifing  all  that  may  be  fwom  or  faid, — 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  further  fcope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Enfranchifemcnt  immediate  on  his  knees : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  arms  he  will  commend  to  ruft, 
His  barbed  fteeds  to  ftablcs,  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  fervice  of  your  majefty. 
This  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  juft ; 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

Vol.  m.  P 
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K.  Rich:  Northumberland,  fay,— thus  the  king  re- 
turns ; 

His  noble  coufin  is  right  welcome  hither  5 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accompiifh'd  without  contradidion  : 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  haft. 

Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  <:ommends 

We  do  debafe  ourfelf,  coufin,  do  we  not,  [To  ^uMERLi^.r 
To  look  fo  poorly  y  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fend 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

jIum.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  let's  fight  with  gentle  words. 
Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  fwords. 

K.  Rich.  OGod !  o  God!  that  e'er  this  tongue  of  mine^ 
That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  banifliment 
On  yon  proud  man,  ftiould  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  footh  I  O,  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lefler  than  my  name  I 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been  ! 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now ! 
Sweirft  thou,  proud  heart  ?  TU  give  thee  fcope  to  beat^ 
Since  foes  hath  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

^UM.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bolingbroke. 

K.  Rich.  What  muft  the  king  do  now  ?  Muft  he  fub- 
mit? 
The  king  ftiall  do  it.     Muft  he  be  depos'd  ? 
The  king  ftiall  be  contented :  Muft  he  lofe 
The  name  of  king?  o'God's  name,  let  it  go  : 
I'll  give  my  jewels,  for  a  fet  of  beads  ; 
My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage ; 
My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms-man's  gown ; 
My  figur'd  goblets,  for  a  difti  of  wood ; 
My  fcepter,  for  a  palmer's  walking-flaflf  j 
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My  fubje6b,  for  a  pair  of  carved  faints  j 

And  my  large  kingdom  for  a  little  grave, 

A  little  little  grave,  an  obfcure  grave : — 

Or  Fll  be  buried  in  the  king's  highway, 

Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  fubje<9s'  feet 

May  hourly  trample  on  their  fovereign's  head  : 

For  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whilft  1  live ; 

And,  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  ? 

Aumerle,  thou  weep'ft  ;  My  tender-hearted  coufin ! — 

We'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears  ; 

Our  fighs,  and  they,  fhall  lodge  the  fummer  com. 

And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 

Or  fhall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes. 

And  make  fome  pretty  match  with  fliedding  tears  ? 

As  thus ; — To  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  place, 

Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 

Within  the  earth  ;  and,  therein  laid, — T'berc  lies 

Two  kin/men^  digged  their  grceves  with  weeping  eyes  ? 

Would  not  this  ill  dp  well  ? — ^Well,  well,  I  fee 

I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. — 

Moft  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 

What  fays  king  Bolingbroke  ?  will  his  Majefty 

Give  Richard  leave  to  live  till  Richard  die  ? 

You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  fays ay. 

North.  My  lord,  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you ;  may't  pleafe  you  to  come  down. 

K.  Rich.  Down,  down,  I  come;  Uke  gliftering  Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades.     ^ 

[North,  retires  to  Bolinq. 
In  the  bafe  court  ?  Bafe  court,  where  kings  grow  bafe. 
To  come  at  traitors'  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  court  ?  Come  down  ?  Down,  court !  down 
king! 

Pij     ;ft 


228  KING  RICHJRP  //. 

For  night-owls  (hrick,  where  mounting  larks  ihould  fing, 

[Exeunt, /ram  above. 

BoLiNG.  What  fays  his  majefty  ? 

North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  heart 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantick  man  : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  bis  jittendants,  behw. 

BoLiNG.  Stand  all  apart. 

And  fhow  fair  duty  to  his  majefty. . 

My  gracious  lord, —  [Kneelif^. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kifling  it : 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love, 
Than  my  unpleas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefy. 
Up,  coufin,  up ;  your  heart  is  up,  I  know. 
Thus  high  at  leaft,  [^oticbi^g' bis  otvn  bead.}  although  your 
knee  be  low. 

BouNG.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K.  Rich.  Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  yours,  and  all. 

BoLiNG.  So  far  be  mine,  my  moft  redoubted  lord. 
As  my  true  fcrvice  fhall  defervc  your  love. 

K.  Rich.  Well  you  defervc : — ^They  well  deferve  to 
have^ 
That  know  the  ftrong'ft  and  fureft  way  to  get.«^ 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand :  nay,  dry  your  eyes ; 
Tears  fhow  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies.— 
Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father. 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have.  111  give,  and  willing  too ; 
For  do  we  muft,  what  force  will  have  us  do — 
Set  on  towards  London : — Goufin,  is  it  fo  ? 

BoLiNQ.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  I  muft  not  fay,  no.    [Fburijh.  Exeunt. 
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SCilNE  IV.  Langley.    Tie  Duke  o/Tork's  Gm^den. 
Enter  the  ^een  and  two  Ladies. 

^EBN.  What  fport  fhail  we  devife  here  in  this  garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

I  Ladt.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls, 

^EEN.  Twill  make  me  think, 
The  world  is:  full  of  rubs,  and  that  my  fortune 
Runs  'gainft  the  bias. 

I  Lady.  Madam,  we  will  dance. 

^BEN.  My  legs  can  keep  no  mcafure  in  delight, 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief: 
Therefore,  no  dancing,  girl ;  fome  other  fport, 

I  Lady.  Madam,  well  tell  tales. 

^EEN.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  ? 

I  Lady.  Of  either,  madam. 

^EEN.  Of  neither,  girl : 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting. 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow ; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had. 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy  : 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat ; 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain, 

I  Ladt.  Madam,  Til  fing. 

^EEN.  'Tis  well,  that  thou  haft  caufe  ; 
Bat  thou  Ihould'ft  pleafe  me  better,  would'ft  thou  weep. 

I  Ladt.  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

^EEN.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me  good. 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
But  ftay,  here  come  the  gardeners : 
Let's  ftep  into  the  fhadow  of  thefe  trees.— 

Enfer  a  Gardener,  and  two  Serfants, 
My  wifetchcdnefs  unto  a  row  of  pins, 

Piij 
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They'll  talk  of  ftate ;  for  every  one  doth  fo 
Againft  a  change :  Woe  is  forerun  with  woe. 

[^EEN  and  Ladies  retire. 
Gard.  Go,  bind  thou  up  yon*  dangling  apricocks, 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  fire 
Stoop  with  oppreflion  of  their  prodigal  weight ; 

Give  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs 

Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner. 

Cut  oflf  the  heads  of  too-faft  growing  fprays. 

That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth  : 

All  muft  be  even  in  our  government 

You  thus  employed,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifome  weeds,  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholefome  flowers. 

I  Serf.  Why  fhould  we,  in  the  compafs  of  a  pale. 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion, 
Showing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  efl:ate  ? 
When  our  fea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 
Is  full  of  weeds  ;  her  faireft  flowers  chok'd  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd. 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholefome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars  ? 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace  : — 
He  that  hath  fufFer'd  this  diforder'd  fpring. 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf : 
The  weeds,  that  his  broad-fpreading  leaves  did  flielter. 
That  feem'd,  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up. 
Are  pluck'd  up,  root  and  all,  by  Bolingbroke  j 
I  mean,  the  earl  of  Wiltfliire,  Buftiy,  Green. 

I  Serf.  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Gard.  They  are  ;  and  Bolingbroke 
Hath  feiz'd  the  wafteful  king. — Oh  !  What  pity  is  it. 
That  he  had  not  fo  trimm'd  and  drefs'd  his  land, 
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As  we  this  garden  !  We  at  time  of  year 
Do  wound  the  bark,  the  fkin  of  our  fruit-trees ; 
Left,  being  over-proud  with  fap  and  blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  itfelf : 
Had  he  done  fo  to  great  and  growing  men. 
They  might  have  Uv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafte 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  fuperfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  borne  the  crown. 
Which  wafte  of  idle  hours  hath^quite  thrown  down 

I  Serf.  What,  think  you  then,  the  king  (hall  be  de- 

Gard.  Deprefs'd  he  is  already  ;  and  deposed,     [pos'd, 
Tis  doubt,  he  will  be :  Letters  came  laft  night 
To  a  dear  friend  of  the  good  duke  of  York's, 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

^EEN.  O,  I  am  prefs'd  to  death, 
Through  want  of  fpeaking  ! — Thou,  old  Adam's  likenefs, 

[^Coming from  her  concealment. 
Set  to  drefs  this  garden,  how  dares 
Thy  harfli-rude  tongue  found  this  unpleafing  news  ? 
What  Eve,  what  ferpent  hath  fuggefted  thee 
To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 
Why  doft  thou  fay,  king  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'ft  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth. 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  Say,  where,  when,  and  how, 
Cam'ft  thou  by  thefe  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak,  thou  wretch. 

Gard.  Pardon  me,  madam :  little  joy  have  T, 
To  breathe  this  news  ;  yet,  what  I  fay,  is  true. 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  BoUngbroke ;  their  fortunes  both  are  weighed  : 
In  your  lord's  fcale  is  nothing  but  himfelf. 
And  fome  few  vanities  that  make  him  light ; 
But  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke, 

P     lllj 
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Befides  himfelf,  are  all  the  Englifli  peers. 

And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  king  Richard  down. 

Poft  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  fo ; 

I  fpeak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

^EEN.  Nimble  mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  foot, 
Doth  not  thy  embaffage  belong  to  me. 
And  am  I  laft  that  knows  it  ?  O,  thou  think'fl 
To  ferve  me  laft,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft. — Come,  ladies,  go. 
To  meet  at  London  London's  king  in  woe. — 
What,  was  I  bom  to  this  !  that  my  (ad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke  ?— 
Gardener,  for  telling  me  this  news  of  woe, 
I  would,  the  plants  thou  graft'ft,  may  never  grow. 

[Exeunt  S^ueet^  and  Ladies. 

Gard.  Poor  queen!  fo  that  thy  ftate  might  be  no  worfe, 

I  would  my  (kill  were  fubjeft  to  thy  curfe 

Here  did  fhe  drop  a  tear ;  here,  in  this  place, 

I'll  fet  a  bank  of  rue,  four  herb  of  grace  : 

Rue,  even  for  ruth,  here  (hortly  (hall  be  fecn, 

In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queen.  [Exnnt. 

^~"       ■  -       ■  *  '     ■  '■    '  ■'■■ <  11  ■    I  I II       II 

ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I.  London.  Weftminilcr  ^a//. 
lie  Lords  fpiritual  on  the  right  ^e  of  the  throne;  the  lArds 
temporal  on  the  left;  the  Commons  below.  Enter  Boling- 
broke, AuMBKLs,  Surrey,  Northvmeerland, 
Perct,  Fitzhtater,  another  Lord,  Bijbop  of  Car- 
lisle, Abbot  of  Weftminfler,  and  Attendants.  Officers 
behind,  with  Bagot. 


BonNG.  Call  forth  Bagot : . 

Now,  Bagot,  freely  fpeak  thy  mind  j 
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What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  Glofter's  death ; 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  performed 
The  bloody  office  of  his  timelefs  end. 

Bagot.  Then  fct  before  my  face  the  Lord  Aumerle. 

BouNG.  Coufin,  (land  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 

Bjgot.  My  lord  Aumerle,  I  know,  your  daring  tongue 
Scorns  to  unfay  what  once  it  hath  delivered. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Glofter's  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  fay, — Is  not  my  arm  of  lengthy 
That  reachethfrom  the  rejlful  Englijh  court 
As  far  as  Calais,  to  my  uncle* s  beadf 
Amongft  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  fay,  that  you  had  rather  refufe 
The  oflFer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns. 
Than  Bolingbroke's  return  to  England ; 
Adding  withal,  how  bleft  this  land  would  be. 
In  this  your  coufin's  death. 

AuM.  Princes,  and  noble  lords. 
What  anfwer  fhall  I  make  to  this  bafe  man  ? 
Shall  I  fo  much  diftionour  my  fair  ftars. 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement  ? 
Either  I  muft,  or  have  mine  honour  foil'd 

With  the  attainder  of  his  flandVous  lips. 

There  is  my  gage,  the  manual  feal  of  death. 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell :  I  fay,  thou  lieft. 
And  will  maintain,  what  thou  had  faid,  i$  falfe. 
In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  bafe 
To  ftain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Boling.  Bagot,  forbear,  thou  (halt  not  take  it  up. 

AoM.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  prefence,  that  hath  mov'd  me  fo. 

Firz.  If  that  thy  valour  Hand  on  fympathies, 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine  : 
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By  that  fair  fun  that  (hows  me  where  thou  ftand'ft, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'ft  it, 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glofter's  death. 
If  thou  deny 'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfehood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

AuM.  Thou  dar'ft  not,  coward,  Uve  to  fee  that  day, 

Firz.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 

AvM.  Fitzwater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Perct.  Aumerle,  thou  lieft ;  his  honour  is  as  true. 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft  : 
And,  that  thou  art  fo,  there  I  throw  my  gage. 
To  prove  it  on  thee  to  the  extremeft  point 
Of  mortal  breathing  ;  feize  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

AuM.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off. 
And  never  brandifli  more  revengeful  fteel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe ! 

Lord.  I  take  the  earth  to  the  like,  forfworn  Aumerle; 
And  fpur  thee  on  with  full  as  many  lies 
As  may  be  holla'd  in  thy  treacherous  ear 
From  fun  to  fun  :  there  is  my  honour's  pawn  ; 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'ft, 

AvM.  Who  fets  me  elfe  ?  by  heaven,  I'll  throw  at  all : 
I  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  one  breaft. 
To  anfwer  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  lord  Fitzwater,  I  do  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Firz.  My  lord,  'tis  true  :  you  were  in  prefence  then ; 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  heaven,  as  heaven  itfelf  is  true. 

Firz.  Surrey,  thou  lieft. 

Surrey.  Diftionourable  boy ! 
That  he  fliaU  lie  fo  heavy  on  my  fword. 
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That  It  Ihall  render  vengeance  and  revenge. 
Till  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  do  lie 
In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  father's  fcull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  my  honour's  pawn  ; 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Firz.  How  fondly  doft  thou  fpur  a  forward  horfe ! 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wildernefs, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whilft  I  fay,  he  lies. 
And  lies,  and  lies :  there  is  my  bond  of  faith. 

To  tie  thee  to  my  ftrong  correction 

As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal : 
Befides,  I  heard  the  banifh'd  Norfolk  fay. 
That  thou,  Aumerle,  didfl  fend  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  Calais. 

AuM.  Some  honeft  Chriftian  truft  me  with  a  gage. 
That  Norfolk  Ues  :  here  do  I  throw  down  this, 
If  he  may  be  repeaPd  to  try  his  honour. 

BoLiNG.  Thefe  differences  fhall  all  refl  under  gage. 
Till  Norfolk  be  repeaPd  :  repealed  he  fhall  be. 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  reflor'd  again 
To  all  his  land  and  fignories  ;  when  he's  retum'd, 
Againfl  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Car.  That  honourable  day  fhall  ne'er  be  feen, — 
Many  a  time  hath  banifh'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jefu  Chrifl ;  in  glorious  Chriflian  field 
Streaming  the  enfign  of  the  Chriflian  crofs, 
Againfl  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and. Saracens: 
And,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retired  himfelf 
To  Italy  ;  and  there,  at  Venice,  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  country's  earth. 
And  his  pure  foul  xmto  his  captain  Chrifl, 
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Under  whofe  colours  he  had  fought  fo  long. 

BoLiNG.  Why,  bifhop,  is  Norfolk  dead  ? 

Car.  As  fure  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

BoLiNG.  Sweet  peace  conduct  hisfwect  foul  to  the  bofom 
Of  good  old  Abraham !— Lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  fliall  all  reft  under  gage, 
Till  we  aflign  you  to  your  days  of  trial. 
Enter  rokK  attended. 

ToRK.  Great  duke  of  Lancafter,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume^pluck'd  Richard ;  who  with  willing  foul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  fcepter  yields 
To  the  podeflion  of  thy  royal  hand  : 
Afcend  his  throne,  defcending  now  from  him,— 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fourth  ! 

BoLiNG.  In  Gknl's  name,  I'll  afcend  the  regal  throne* 

Car.  Marry,  God  forbid  ! — 
Worft  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  fpeak. 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard ;  then  true  noblefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  wrong. 
What  fubje<^  can  give  fentence  on  his  king  ? 
And  who  fits  here,  that  is  not  Richard's  fubjed  ? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them : 
And  fhall  the  figure  of  God's  majefly. 
His  captain,  fleward,  deputy  eledt. 
Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years, 
Be  judg'd  by  fubjed  and  inferior  breath. 
And  he  himfelf  not  prefent  ?  O,  forbid  it,  God, 
That,  in  a  Chriflian  climate,  fouls  refin'd 
Should  fhow  fo  heinous^  black,  obfcene  a  deed  ! 
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I  fpeak  to  fubjedks,  and  st  fubjcd  fpeaks, 

Stirr'd  up  by  heaven  thus  boldly  for  his  king. 

My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  king, 

Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  king ; 

And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophecy,-^ 

The  blood  of  Englifh  fhall  manure  the  ground. 

And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  ad ; 

Peace  fhall  go  fleep  with  Turks  and  infidels. 

And,  in  this  feat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 

Shall  kin  with  kin,,  and  kind  with  kind  confoimd ; 

EHforder,  horror,  fear,  and  mutiny. 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  called 

The  field  of  Golgotha  and  dead  men's  fculls. 

0,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againfl  this  houfe. 

It  will  the  wofuUefl  divifion  prove. 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  curfed  earth : 

Prevent,  refifl  it,  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Left  child,  child's  children,  cry  againfl  you-*-wQe  ! 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  fir;  and,  for  your  pains, 
Of  capital  treafon  we  arrefl  you  here :— • 
My  lord  of  Weflminfler,  be  it  your  charge 
To  keep  him  fafcly  till  his  day  of  trial.— <» 
May't  pleafe  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons'  fuit  ? 

BoLiNG.  •Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 
He  may  furrcnder ;  fo  we  fhall  proceed 
Without  fufpicion. 

ToRK.  I  will  be  his  conduct  {Exit. 

BoLiNO.  Lords,  you  that  arc  here  under  our  arrefl. 
Procure  your  fureties  for  your  days  of  anf^rer :— * 
Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,  [T})  Carlislm. 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands* 
Re-enter  ITorm,  with  King  Richard,  ami  Officers  bearing 

the  crowfi^  i^c. 
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K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  king. 
Before  I  have  (hook  oflf  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn'd 

To  infinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee  : 

Give  forrow  leave  a  while  to  tutpr  me 

To  this  fubmiflion.     Yet  I  well  remember 

The  favours  of  thefe  men :  Were  they  not  mine  ? 

Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  all  hail !  to  me  ? 

So  Judas  did  to  Chrift :  but  he,  in  twelve. 

Found  truth  in  all,  but  one;  I,  in  twelve  thoufand,  none. 

God  fave  the  king ! — ^Will  no  man  fay,  amen  ? 

Am  I  both  prieft  and  clerk  ?  well  then,  amen. 

God  fave  the  king !  although  I  be  not  he ; 

And  yet,  amen,  if  heaven  do  think  him  me. — 

To  do  what  fervice  am  I  fent  for  hither  ? 

yoRK.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will, 

Which  tired  majefty  did  make  thee  oflFer, 

The  refignation  of  thy  ftate  and  crown 

To  Henry  BoHngbroke.  [crown; 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  crown  : — Here,  coulin,  feize  the 
Here,  on  this  fide,  my  hand ;  on  that  fide,  thine. 
Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well. 
That  owes  two  buckets  filling  one  another ; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air. 
The  other  down,  unfeen,  and  full  of  water : 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I, 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whilft  you  mount  up  on  high. 

BoLiNG.  I  thought,  you  had  been  willing  to  refign. 

K.  Rich.  My  crown,  I  am;  but  fl:ill  my  griefs  are  mine : 
You  may  my  glories  and  my  fl:ate  depofe. 
But  not  my  griefs ;  fl:ill  ami  king  of  thofe. 

BoLiNG.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  yourcrown. 

K.Rich.  Your  cares  fet  up,do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
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My  care  is — ^lofs  of  care,  by  old  care  done ; 
Your  care  is — gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won: 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away ; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  ftill  with  me  they  flay. 

BoLiNG.  Are  you  contented  to  refign  the  crown  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  no ; — ^no,  ay ; — ^for  I  muft  nothing  be  ; 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  refign  to  thee. 
Now  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  myfelf : — 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head. 
And  this  unwieldy  fqepter  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  fway  from  out  my  heart ; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wafh  away  my  balm. 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown. 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  ftate, 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  all  duteous  oaths  : 
All  pomp  and  majefty  I  do  forfwear ; 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forgo  ; 
My  ads,  decrees,  and  ftatutes,  I  deny  : 
God  pardon  all  oaths,  that  are  broke  to  me ! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke,  are  made  to  thee  ! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd ; 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  achieved  ! 
Long  may'ft  thou  live  in  Richard's  feat  to  fit. 
And  foon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit ! 
God  fave  king  Henry,  unking'd  Richard  fays, 
And  fend  him  n^any  years  of  funfliine  days  ! — 
What  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  read  [Offering  a  paper m 
Thefe  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes, 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  ftate  and  profit  of  this  land  ; 
That,  by  confefling  them,  the  fouls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  deposed. 
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K.  Rich.  Muft  I  do  fo  ?  and  mull  I  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  follies  ?  Gentle  Northumberland^ 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record, 
,  Would  it  not  fhame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  troop, 
To  read  a  ledure  of  them  ?  If  thou  wouid'ft. 
There  fhould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article,— 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  king. 
And  cracking  the  ftrong  warrant  of  an  oath,— 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heaven  :— 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  ftand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilfl  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  myfelf,-~ 
Though  fomc  of  you,  with  Pilate,  wafh  your  hands, 
Showing  an  outward  pity  ;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  delivered  me  to  my  four  crofs, 
And  water  cannot  wafli  away  your  fin. 

North.  My  lord,  defpatch  ;  read  o'er  thefe  articles. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  fee : 
And  yet  fait  water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 
But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  myfelf, 
I  find  myfelf  a  traitor  with  the  reft  : 
•  For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  confent, 
To  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king ; 
Make  glory  bafe  ;  and  fovereignty,  a  flave  ; 
Proud  majefty,  a  fubjed ;  ftate,  a  peafant. 

North.  My  lord, 

K.  Rich.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  haught,infulting  man, 
Nor  no  man's  lord ;  I  have  no  name,  no  title,-^ 
No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  font,—. 
But  'tis  ufurp'd : — Alack  the  heavy  day, 
That  I  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out, 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  myfelf! 
O,  that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  fnow, 
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Standing  before  the  fun  of  Bolingbroke, 

To  melt  myfelf  away  in  water-drops  ! — 

Good  king, — greact  king, — (and  yet  not  greatly  good,) 

An  if  my  word  be  fterling  yet  in  England, 

Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  ftraight ; 

That  it  may  fhow  me  what  a  face  I  have, 

Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  majefty. 

BoLiNG.  Go  fome  of  you,  and  fetch  a  lookirig-glafs. 

[Exit  an  Attendant 
North.  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glafs  doth  come.^ 
K.  Rich.  Fiend !  thou  torment'ft  me  ere  I  come  to  helL 
BoLiNG.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland/ 
North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfied. 
K.RicH.  They  (hall  be  fatisfied:  Til  read  enough^ 
When  I  do  fee  the  very  book  indeed 
WTiere  all  my  fins  are  writ,  and  that's — ^myfelf. 

Re-enter  Attendant ^  with  a  glafs. 
Give  me  that  glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read. — 
No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  Hath  forrow  fl:rupk 
So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 
And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ? — O,  flattering  glafs,- 
Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity, 
Thou  doft  beguile  me  !  Was  this  face  the  face, 
That  every  day  under  his  houfehold  roof 
Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  ?  Was  this  the  face^ 
That,  like  the  fun,  did  make  beholders  wink  ? 
Was  this  the  face,  that  faced  fo  many  follies, 
And  was  at  laft  outfaced  by  Bolingbroke  ? 
A  brittle  glory  ftiineth  in  this  face  : 
As  brittle  as  the  glory  is  the  face ; 

{Dajhes  the  glafs  againjl  the  groundi 
For  there  it  is,  crack'd  in  a  hundred  ftiivers — 
Mark,  filent  king,  the  moral  of  this  fport, — 

V€>L-  III.  (^ 
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How  foon  my  forrow  hath  deftroy*d  my  face. 

BoLiNG.  The  fhadow  of  your  forrow  hath  deftroy'd 
The  fhadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rich.  Say  that  again. 
The  fhadow  of  my  forrow  ?  Ha  !  let^s  fee  :— 
^Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within ; 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  lament 
Are  merely  fhadows  to  the  unfeen  grief, 
That  fwells  with  lilence  in  the  tortured  foul ; 
There  lies  the  fubflance :  and  I  thank  thee,  king, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'fl 
Me  caufe  to  wail,  but  teachefl  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe.     PU  beg  one  boon. 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

BoLiNG.  N^me  it,  fair  coufin. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin?    Why,  I  am  greater  than  a 
king: 
For,  when  I  was  a  king,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  fubjedls  ;  being  now  a  fubjed^ 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg, 

BoLiNG.  Yet  a(k. 

K.  Rich.  And  fhall  I  have  ? 

BoLiNG.  You  fhall. 

K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 

BoLiNG.  Whither  ? 

K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your  fights* 

BoLiNG.  Go  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 

K.  Rich.  O,  good !  Convey  ?- — Conveyers  are  you  all. 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  fall. 

[Exeunt  K.  Richard,  fome  Lords ^  and  a  guard. 

BoLiNG.  On  Wedncfday  next,  we  folemnly  fet  down 
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Oiir  corbnatioti  :  lords,  prepare  yourfelves. 

lExeunt  all  but  the  JIbbqt,  bijbop  of  Carliile,  awl 
AviAiRLB. 

Abbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Car^  The  woe's  to  come  ;  th6  children  yet  unbora 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  fharp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Ajjm.  You  holy  clergymen^  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  mind  hereini 
You  fliall  not  only  take  the  facrament 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  to  efFedl 
Whatever  I  fhall  happen  to  devife  :— * 
I  fee,  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent^ 
Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears  j 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper ;  I  will  lay 
A  plot,  (hall  fhow  us  till  a  merry  day.  [tlxeurtf^ 

ACfF. 

SCENE  I.    London.   A  Street  leading  to  the  Tower ^ 

Enter  ^ueen^  and  Ladies. 

^EEN.  This  way  the  king  will  come  j  this  is  the  l^ay 
To  Julius  Caefar's  ill-eredled  tower^ 
T5  whofe  flint  bofom  my  condemned  lord 
Is  doomed  a  prifoner  by  proud  Bolingbroke : 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  refting  for  her  true  king's  queen^ 

Enter  King  Richard^  and  guards  4 
But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee^ 
My  fair  rofe  wither :  Yet  look  up  ;  behold ; 
That  you  in  pity  may  diflblve  to  dew, 
And  wa(h  him  frefh  again  with  true-love  tears.-^ 
Ah,  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  ftand  j 
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Thou  map  of  honour  ;  thou  king  Richard^s  tomb. 
Arid  not  king  Richard;  thou  moft  beauteous  inn. 
Why  (hould  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee. 
When  triumph  is  become  an  alehoufe  gueft  ? 

K.  'Rich.  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  fo. 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden  :  leam,  good  foul. 
To  think  our  former  ftate  a  happy  dream ; 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shows  us  but  this  :  I  am  fwom  brother,  fweet, 
To  grim  neceffity  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  death.     Hie  thee  to  France, 
And  cloifter  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe  : 
Our  holy  lives  muft  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  ftricken  down. 

^EEN.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  fliape  and  mind 
Transformed,  and  weakened  ?  Hath  Bolingbroke 
Deposed  thine  intelleft  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
'  The  lion,  dying,  thrufleth  forth  his  paw. 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o*erpower'd ;  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like. 
Take  thy  corredion  mildly  ?  kifs  the  rod  ; 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility. 
Which  art  a  lion,  and  a  king  of  beafts  ? 

K.  Rich.  A  king  of  beafts,  indeed  ;  if  aught  but  beafts, 
I  had  been  ftill  a  happy  king  of  men. 
Good  fometime  queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France : 
Think,  I  am  dead  ;  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'ft. 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  laft  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights,  fit  by  the  fire 
With  ^ood  old  folks ;  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woful  ages,  long  ago  betid  : 
And,  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief. 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me^ 
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And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 
Fqr  why,  the  fenfelefs  brands  will  fympathize 
The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 
And,  in  copipaflion,  weep  the  fire  out  : 
And  fome  will  mourn  in  afhes,  fome  coal-black. 
For  the  depofing  of  a  rightful  king. 

Enter  Northumberland^  attended. 

.North.  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bolingbrol^e  is  chang'd; 

You  muft  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower 

And,  madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you  ; 
With  all  fwift  fpeed  you  muft  away  to  France. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne,— 
The  time  fhall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  corruption  :  thou  (halt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  half. 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all ; 
And  he  fhall  think,  that  thou,  which  know'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  the  ufurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear; 
.That  fear,  to  hate;  and  hate  turns  one, or  both. 
To  worthy  danger,  and  deferved  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part ;  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorced  ? Bad  men,  ye  violate 

A  twofold  marriage  ;  'twixt  my  crown  and  me  ; 
And  then,  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife.— 
Let  me  unkifs  the  oath  *twixt  thee  and  me ; 
Apd  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  rnade.— 
Part  us,  Northumberland  J  I  towards  the  north, 

C^iij 
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Where  fhivering  cold  and  ficknefs  pines  the  clime  ; 
My  wife  to  France  ;  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hallowmas,  or  Ihort'ft  of  day, 

^EBN.  And  muft  we  be  divided  ?  muft  we  part  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  hand  from  hand,  ray  love,  and  heart 
from  heart. 

^EEN.  Banifh  us  both,  and  fend  the  king  with  m<^. 

North.  That  were  fome  love,  but  little  policy. 

^EEX.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two,  together  weeping,  ipake  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  I  for  thee  here  j 
Better  far  off,  than — near,  be  ne'er  the  near', 
po,  count  thy  way  with  fighs  ;  I,  mine  with  groans. 

^EEN.  So  longeft  way  fhall  have  the  longeft  moans. 

K.  Rich.  Twice  for  one  flep  Til  groan,  the  way  being 
fhort, 
,Ajid  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  let's  be  brief, 
5ince,  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  grief. 
One  kifs  fhall  flop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part ; 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  I  take  thy  heart.    [7'hey  kifs^ 

^EEN.  Give  me  mine  own  again ;  'twere  no  good  part. 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart.     [Kifsagain^ 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  begone. 
That  I  may  flrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan, 

K.  Rich.  We  n^ake  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay: 
Once  more,  adieu ;  the  refl  let  forxow  fay.  [Exeunt. 

'         ^  •      ■        ■■  ■«>^»ii»i       ■ 

^CENEH.  H^ejame.  ARomintbe^Duk^ofroRK'sPalace. 
Enter  Tork^  and  bis  Duchess. 

DucH.  My  lord,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the  refl, 
IW^hcn  weeping  made  you  break  the  flory  off 


KING  RICHARD  111  04? 

Of  our  two  coufins  coming  into  London . 

ToRZ.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

DucH.  At  that  fad  flop,  my  lord. 
Where  rude  mifgovem'd  hands,  from  windows'  tops. 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  king  Richard's  head. 

ToRK.  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  duke,  great  Bolingbroke,— * 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed. 
Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know, — 
With  flow,  but  ftately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfe. 
While  all  tongues  cried — God  fave  thee,  Bolingbroke ! 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  fpake. 
So  many  greedy  look?  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
Upon  his  vifage  ;  and  that  all  the  walls, 
With  painted  imag'ry,  had  faid  at  once, — 
Jefu  preferve  thee  !  welcome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whilfl  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning. 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  fteed's  neck, 
Befpake  them  thus, — I  thank  you,  countrymen : 
And  thus  ftill  doing,  thus  he  pafs'd  along. 

DucH.  Alas^  poor  Richard !  where  rides  he  the  while  ? 

ToRK.  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men. 
After  a  well-grac'd  ador  leaves  the  ftage. 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next. 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious  : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  fcowl  on  Richard ;  no  man  cried,  God  fave  him ; 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home  : 
But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head ; 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  fliook  off*,— 
His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles. 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience,— 
That  had  not  God,  for  fomq  ftrong  purpofe,  fteel'd 
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The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted, 
And  barbarifm  itfelf  have  pitied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events ; 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  fworn  fubjeds  now, 
Whofe  flate  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  j4umerle. 

DucH.  Here  comes  my  fon  Aumerle. 

Tork.  Aumerle  that  was ; 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  friend, 
And,  madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now : 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth. 
And  lafting  fealty  to  the  new-made  king. 

IJucH.  Welcome,  my  fon :  Who  are  the  violets  now, 
That  ftrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fpring  ? 

j4um.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not  : 
God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

roRK.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time, 
Left  you  be  cropp'd  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford  ?  hold  thofe  jufl^  and  triumphs  ? 

^UM.  For  aught  I  know,  my  lord,  they  do. 

T^ORK.  You  will  be  there,  I  know. 

^UM.  If  God  prevent  it  not ;  I  purpofe  fo* 

Tork.  What  feal  is  that,  that  hangs  without  thy  bofom? 
Yea,  look'ft  thou  pale  ?  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

j4um.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 

XoRK.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it : 
I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

jiuM.  I  do  befeech  your  grace  to  pardon  me ; 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequence. 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  not  have  feen. 

roRK.  Which  for  fome  reafons,  fir,  I  mean  to  fee. 
I  fear,  I  fear, 
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DucH.  What  fliould  you  fear  ? 
rris  nothing  but  fome  bond,  that  he  is  enter'd  into 
For  gay  apparel,  'gainft  the  triumph  day. 

JToRK.  Bound  to  himfelf  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?  Wife,  thou  art  a  fool. — 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

jiuM.  I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me ;  I  may  not  fliow  it, 
loRK.  I  will  be  fatisfied ;  let  me  fee  it,  1  fay. 

[Snatches  ii,  and  reads. 
Treafon  !  foul  treafon  ! — villain !  traitor  !  flave  ! 
DucH.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 
ToRK.  Ho  !  who  is  within  there  ?  [Enter  a  SBRFjiNT.I 
Saddle  my  horfe. 
God  for  his  mercy  !  what  treachery  is  here  ! 
DucH.  Why,  what  is  it,  my  lord  ? 
ToRK.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay ;  faddle  my  horfe : — 
Now  by  mine  honour,  by  my  liife,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain,  [ExitSERFANT. 

DucH.  Wliat's  the  matter  ? 
ToRK.  Peace,  foolifti  woman. 

DucH.  I  will  not  peace  : — What  is  the  matter,  fon  ? 
AvM.  Good  mother,  be  content ;  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  muft  anfwer. 
DucH.  Thy  life  anfwer  ! 

Re-enter  Servant,  with  boots. 
ToRK.  Bring  me  my  boots,  I  will  unto  the  king. 
DucH.  Strike  him,  Aumerle. — Poor  boy,  thou  art  a- 
maz'd : — 
Hence,  villain ;  never  more  come  in  my  fight — 

[To  the  SEftFANT. 

roRK.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay. 
DucH.  Why,  York,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
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Have  we  more  fons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age. 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

ToRK.  Thou  fond  mad 'woman, 
"Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  facrament. 
And  interchangeably  fet  down  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

DucH.  He  fhall  be  none ; 
We'll  keep  him  here :  Then  what  is  that  to  him? 

JToRK.  Away, 
Fond  woman !  were  he  twenty  times  my  fon, 
I  would  appeach  him. 

DucH.  Hadfi  thou  groan'd  for  him, 
As  I  have  done,  thou'dft  be  more  pitifuL 
JBut  now  I  know  thy  mind  ;  thou  doft  fufped. 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fon  : 
Sweet  York,  fweet  hufband,  be  not  of  that  mind  : 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  or  any  of  my  kin. 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

yoRK.  Make  way,  unruly  woman.  [Exit. 

Du€H.  After  Aumerle  ;  mount  thee  upon  his  horfe  i 
Spur,  poll ;  and  get  before  him  to  the  king. 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind  ;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fall  as  York  : 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  from  the  ground. 
Till  Bolingbroke  have  pjirdon'd  thee  ;  Away ; 
Begone,  [Exenrjt. 
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SCENE  III.   Windfor.   ji  Room  in  the  Cqftle. 
Enter  BoLiNGBROKE  as  King  ;  PsRcr^  and  other  Lords* 

BoLiNG.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  fon  ? 
Tis  frill  three  .months,  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft ;-~ 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he. 
I  would  to  God,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found ; 
Enquire  at  London,  *mongfl  the  taverns  there, 
For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent. 
With  unreftrained  loofe  companions ; 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  fland  in  narrow  lanes. 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  paflengers ; 
While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  eflPeminate  boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fupport 
So  difTolute  a  crew. 

Pbrct.  My  lord,  fome  two  days  fince  I  faw  the  prince } 
And  told  him  of  thefe  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

BoLiNG.  And  what  faid  the  gallant  ? 

Pbrct.  His  anfwer  was, he  would  unto  the  (lews  ? 

And  from  the  common'ft  creature  pluck  a  glove. 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour ;  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  challenger. 

BoLiNG.  As  diflblute,  as  defperate :  yet,  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparkles  of  a  better  hope. 
Which  elder  days  may  happily  bring  forth. 
But  ^hp  comes  here  ? 

Enter  yfvMBRLB,  hazily. 

AvM.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

BouNG.  What  means 
Our  coufin,  that  he  flares  and  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

JvM.  God  fave  your  grace.    I  do  befeech  your  ma* 
jefty. 
To  have  fome  conference  with  yomr  grace  akme^ 
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BouNG.  Withdraw  yourfelves,  and  leave  us  here  a- 
lone.  [Exeunt  Perct  and  Lords. 

What  is  the  matter  with  our  coufin  now  ? 

AuM.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 

[Kneels. 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  I  rife,  or  fpeak. 

BoLiNG.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  ? 
If  but  the  firft,  how  heinous  ere  it  be, 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

AuM.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key. 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  tale  be  done. 

BoLiNG.  Have  thy  defire.  •      [Aumekle  locks  the  door. 

ToRK.  [Within.']  My  lie^e,  beware  ;  look  to  thyfelf ; 
Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

BoLiNG.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  fafe.  [Drawing. 

AuM.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand  j 
Thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear, 

ToRK.  [Within.]  Open  the  door,  fecure,  fool-hardy  king: 
Shall  I,  for  love,  fpeak  treafon  to  thy  face  ^ 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

[BoLiNGBROKE  Opens  the  door. 
Enter  Fork. 

BoLiNG.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?  fpeak ; 
Recover  breath ;  tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we.  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

ToRK.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  tjiou  fhalt  know 
The  treafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  ftiow. 

AuM.  Remember,  as  thou  read'ft,  thy  promife  paft  : 
I  do  repent  me  ;  read  not  my  name  there. 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

ToRK.  'Twas,  villain,  ere  thy  hand  did  fet  it  down.— 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bofom,  king  i 
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Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence  : 
Foi^6t  to  pity  him,  16ft  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent  that  will  fting  thee  to  the  heart. 

BoLiNG.  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiracy  ! — 
O  loyal  father  of  4  treacherous  fon ! 
Thou  flieer,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain. 
From  whence  this  ftream  through  muddy  paflages. 
Hath  held  his  current,  and  defil'd  himfelf ! 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad  ; 
And  thy  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digreflSng  fon. 

York.  So  fhall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd ; 
And  he  (hall  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  (hame. 
As  thriftlefs  fons  their  fcraping  fathers'  gold- 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  diftionour  dies, 
Or  my  (ham'd  life  in  his  difhonour  lies  : 
Thou  kiirft  me  in  his  life  ;  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

DucH.  [WitAin.]  What  ho,  my  hege  !  for  God's  fake,' 

let  me  in. 
JBoLiNG.  What  fhrill-voic'd  fuppliant  makes  this  eager 

cry? 
DucH.  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  king ;  'tis  I. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door  ; 
A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 

BoLiNG.  Our  fcene  is  alter'd, — from  a  ferious  thing, 
And  now  chang'd  to  The  Beggar  and  the  King.—^, 
My  dangerous  coufin,  let  your  mother  in ; 
I  know,  Ihe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin. 
ToRK.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray, 
More  fins,  for  this  forgivenefs,  profper  may. 
This  fefter'd  joint  cut  off,  the  reft  refts  found  ^ 
This^  let  aloae,.  will  all  the  reft  confound. 
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Enter  Duchess, 

JDucH.  O  king,  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man  $ 
Love,  loving  not  itfelf,  none  other  can* 

TbkK.  Thou  frantick  woman,  what  doft  thou  make 
here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traitor  rear  ? 

DucH.  Sweet  York,  be  patient :  Hear  me,  gentle  liege* 

I  Knee  Is  ti 

Doling.  Rife  up,  good  aunt^ 

DucH.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befcech : 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
*rill  thou  give  joy  j  until  thou  bid  me  joy^ 
By  pardoning  Rutland^  my  tranfgrefflng  boy. 

j^uM.  Unto  my  mother's  prayers,  I  bend  my  knec; 

[Kneelsd 

ToRK.  Againft  them  both  my  true  joints  bended  be. 

[Kneels^ 
In  may'ft  thou  thtive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace ! 

DucH.  Pleads  he  in  earned  ?  look  upon  his  face ; 
His  eyes  do  drop  ijo  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jeft  j 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  bread  ; 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  denied  ; 
We  pray  with  heart,  and  foul,  and  all  befide : 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know  ; 
Our  knees  Ihall  kneel  till  to  the  ground  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrify ; 
Ours,  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his ;  then  let  them  have 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

BoLiNG.  Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 

DucH.  Nay,  do  not  fay — ftand  up  j 
But,  pardon,  ficft ;  and  afterwards^  iland  up. 
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An  if  I  were  thy  nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon — (hould  be  the  firft  word  of  thy  fpeech^ 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now  ; 

Say ^pardon,  king ;  let  pity  teach  thee  how : 

The  word  is  (hort,  but  not  fo  fhort  as  fweet ; 
No  word  like,  pardon,  for  kings'  mouths  fo  meet. 

ToRK.  Speak  it  in  French,  king ;  fay,  pardonnez  moy. 

DucH.  Doll  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  deftroy.? 
Ah,  my  four  hufband,  my  hard-hearted  lord, 
That  fet'ft  the  word  itfelf  againft  the  word  !-^ 
Speak,  pardon,  as  'tis  current  in  our  land  ; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  underfland- 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fet  thy  tongue  there  ; 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear ; 
That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce, 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehearfe, 

BoLJNG.  Good  aunt,  (land  up. 

DucH.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 
Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

JBoLiNG.  I  pardon  him,  as  God  (hall  pardon  me« 

DucH.  O  happy  Vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee ! 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  fear  :  fpeak  it  again  ; 
Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain. 
But  makes  one  pardon  flrong. 

BoLiNG.  With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him. 

DucH.  A  god  on  earth  thou  art.  [abbot, 

BoLiNO.  But  for  our  trufty  brother-in-law, — and  the 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  conforted  crew, — 
Deftruftion  ftraight  fhall  dog  them  at  the  heels.— 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  feveral  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where'er  thefe  traitors  are : 
They  fhall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwear, 
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But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
Uncle,  farewell, — and  coufin  too,  adieu  : 
Your  mother  well  hath  prayed,  and  prove  you  true. 
DucH.  Come,  my  old  fon; — I  pray  God  make  thee  new. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    Enter  Ex  ton  ^  and  a  Servant. 

ExroN.  Didft  thou  not  mark  the  king,  what  words 
he,  fpake  ? 
Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  f 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Serf.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

ExroN.  Have  I  no  friend?  quoth  he :  he  fpake  it  twice, 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together ;  did  he  not  ? 

Serf.  He  did. 

ExroN.  And,  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me ; 
As  who  fhould  fay, — I  would,  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning,  the  king  at  Pomfret.     Come,  let's  go ; 
I  am  the  king^s  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE  F.   Pomfret.    the  Dungeon  of  the  Cajlle. 
Enter  King  Richard. 
K.  Rich.  I  have  been  ftudying  how  I  may  compare 
This  prifon,  where  I  live,  unto  the  world : 
And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous. 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myfelf, 
I  cannot  do  it ; — ^Yet,  Til  hammer  it  out. 
My  brain  Pll  prove  the  female  to  my  foul ; 
My  foul,  the  father  :  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  ftill-breeding  thoughts, 
And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  world  > 
la  humours,  like  the  people  of  this  worlds 
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For  no  thought  is  contented.     The  better  fort, 

As  thoughts  of  things  divine, — are  intermixed 
With  fcruples,  and  do  fet  the  word  itfelf 
Againfl  the  word  : 

As  thus,  Come, — little  ones;  and  then  again, — 
It  is  as  bard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel 
lo  thread  the  pojlern  of  a  needless  eye. 
Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 
Unlikely  wonders  :  how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 
May  tear  a  paflage  through  the  flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon  walls  ; 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfelves,— 
That  they  are  not  the  firft  of  fortune's  flaves, 
Nor  fliall  not  be  the  laft  ;  like  filly  beggars, 
Who,  fitting  in  the  flocks,  refuge  their  fliame, — 
That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there  : 
And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe. 
Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 
Of  fuchas  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 
Thus  play  I,  iri  one  perfon,  many  people. 
And  none  contented  :  Sometimes  am  I  king ; 
Then  treafon  makes  me  wifti  myfelf  a  beggar,  ' 
And  fo  I  am  :  Then  crufliing  penury 
Perfuades  me  I  was  better  when  a  king ; 
Then  am  I  king'd  again :  and,  by-and-by. 
Think  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bolingbroke> 
And  ftraight  am  nothing  : — But,  whatever  I  am, 
Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is. 
With  nothing  fliall  be  pleas'd,  till  he  be  eas'd 
With  being  nothing. — Mufick  do  I  hear  'i  \Mufic%. 

Ha,  ha !  keep  time  : — How  four  fweet  mufick  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept ! 

Vol.  III.  R 
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So  is  it  in  the  mufick  of  men's  lives. 
And  here  have  I  the  daintinefs  of  ear. 
To  check  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  ftring ; 
But,  for  the  concord  of  my  ftate  and  time, 
Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 
I  wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafte  me. 
For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbering  clock  : 
My  thoughts  are  minutes  ;  and,  with  fighsj  they  jar 
Their  watches  on  to  mine  eyes,  the  outward  watch ^ 
Whereto  my  finger,  Hke  a  diaPs  point, 
Is  pointing  ftill,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears. 
Now,  fir,  the  found,  that  tells  what  hour  it  is, 
Are  clamorous  groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  heart. 
Which  is  the  bell :  So  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groans,, 
Show  minutes,  times,  and  hours : — but  my  time 
Runs  pofting  on  in  Bolingbroke's  proud  joy. 
While  I  ftand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'the  clock. 
This  mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no  more  ; 
For,  though  it  have  holpe  madmen  to  their  wits. 
In  me,  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet,  blefling  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me ! 
For  'tis  a  fign  of  love  ;  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  ftrange  brooch  in  this  all-hating  world. 

Enter  Groom. 

Groom.  Hail,  royal  prince  ! 

K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  peer ; 
The  cheapeft  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou  ?  and  how  comeft  thou  hither. 
Where  no  man  never  comes,  but  that  fad  dog 
Xhat  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  1  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  ftable,  king, 
When  thou  wert  king ;  who,  travelling  towards  York, 
With  much  ada,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
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To  look  Upon  my  fometimes  mailer's  face. 
O,  how  it  yem'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld, 
In  London  ftreets,  that  coronation  day. 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  roan  Barbary ! 
That  horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  haft  beftrid ; 
That  horfe,  that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs'd  ! 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  Tell  me,  gentle  friend, 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly,  as  if  he  difdain'd  the  ground. 

K.  Rich.  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  was  on  his  back ! 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand  ; 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  "with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  ftumble  ?  Would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  muft  have  a  fall,)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufurp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,  horfe  !  why  do  I  rail  on  thee, 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man. 
Waft  bom  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe ;    . 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burden  like  an  afs, 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd,  by  jauncing  Bolingbroke. 
Enter  Keeper^  with  a  dijh. 

Keep.  Fellow,  give  place ;  here  is  no  longer  ftay, 

[To  the  Groom. 

K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 

Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart 
ftiall  fay.  [Exit. 

Keep.  My  lord,  wilPt  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  ? 

K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  art  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not ;  fir  Pierce  of  Exton,  who 
Lately  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  contrary* 

K.  Rich.  The  devil  take  Henry  of  Lancafter,  and  thee! 
Patience  is  ftale ,  and  I  am  weary  of  it.   [Beats  the  Keeper. 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help  ! 

Rij 
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Enter  Exrok^  mid  Servant Sy  armed. 
K,  Rich.  How  now  ?    what  means  death  in  this- rude 
afTault  ? 
Villain,  thy  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  inftrument. 

\^Snatching  a  zveapon,  and  killing  one. 
Go  thou,  and  fill  another  room  in  hell. 

\He  kills  another  ;  then  ExroN  Jirikes  him  dotvn. 
That  hand  fhall  bum  in  never-quenching  fire, 
That  daggers  thus  my  perfon.— Exton,  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  king^s  blood  ftain'd  the  king's  own  land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  foul !  thy  feat  is  up  on  high  ; 
Whilft  my  grofs  flelh  finks  downward,  here  to  die. 

[Dies. 
Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  : 
Both  have  I  fpilt ;  O,  would  the  deed  were  good  ! 
For  now  the  devil,  that  told  me — I  did  well. 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  helL 
This  dead  king  to  the  living  king  I'll  bear  ; — 
Take  hence  the  reft,  and  give  them  burial  here.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VL    Windfor.    A  Room  in  the  Cqftle. 
Floujijh.     Enter  BoLiNGBROKEy  and  York,  with  Lords 

and  Attendants. 
BoLiNG.  Kind  uncle  York,  the  lateft  news  we  hear, 
Is — ^that  the  rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Cicefter  in  Glofterftiire  : 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en,  Or  flain,  we  hear  not. 

Enter  Northumberland. 
Welcome,  my  lord  :  Wliat  is  the  news  ? 

North.  Firft,  to  thy  facred  fl:ate  wifh  I  all  happinefs. 
The  next  news  is, — I  have  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Salifbury,  Spencer,  Blunt,  and  Kent ; 
The  majiner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
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At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  here.    [Prefenting  a  paper. 

BoLiNG.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains ; 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 
Enter  Fir z WATER. 

Firz.  My  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Brocas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely  j 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  traitors. 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

BoLiNG.  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater,  (hall  not  be  forgot ; 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  PercTj  with  the  'Bijhop  of  Carlifle. 

Perct.  The  grand  confpirator,  abbot  of  Weftminller, 
With  clog  of  confcience,  and  four  melancholy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave ; 
But  here  is  Carlifle  living,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

BoLiNG.  Carlifle,  this  is  your  doom  :-— 
Choofe  out  fome  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room, 
More  than  tbou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life  j 
So,  as  thou  liv'ft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife  : 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  eve'r  been. 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  have  I  feen. 

Enter  Ex  ton,  with  Attendants  bearing  a  coffin. 

ExTON.  Great  king,  within  this  coffin  I  prefent 
Thy  buried  fear  :  herein  all  breathlefs  lies 
The  mightieft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeaux,  by  me  hither  brought. 

BoLiNG.  Exton,  I  thank  thee  Aot;  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  deed  of  flander,  with  thy  fatal  hand. 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land 

Exton.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I  this  deed, 

BoLiNG.  They  love  not  poifon  that  do  poifon  need. 
Nor  do  I  thee  j  though  1  did  wifh  him  dead, 

Riij 
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I  hate  the  murderer,  love  him  murdered. 
The  guilt  of  confcience  take  thou  for  thy  labour. 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour  : 
With. Cain  go  wander  through  the  fhade  of  night, 

And  never  fhow  thy  head  by  day  nor  Ught 

Lords,  I  proteft,  my  foul  is  full  of  woe. 

That  blood  fhould  fprinkle  me,  to  make  me  grow : 

Come,  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament, 

And  put  on  fullen  black  incontinent ; 

ril  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  land, 

To  wafh  this  blood  oflf  from  my  guilty  hand : — 

March  fadly  after ;  grace  my  mournings  here. 

In  weeping  after  this  untimely  bier.  [Exeunt. 
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Perfons  reprefenUd. 

King  Henry  the  Fourth. 

Henry.  P/w../ Wales,   "^    .  ^  ^^  ^^^  ^.^^ 

PnW^  John  of  Lancafter,  3 

Earl  of  Weftm^^^^       ?  ^friends  to  the  king. 

Sir  Walter  Blunt,         5 

Thomas  Peity,  Earl  of  Worce^er. 

Henry  Percy,  £flr/^  Northumberland  : 

Henry  Tercy ^furnamed  Hotfpur,  hisfon. 

Edmund  Mortimer,"  Earl  of  March. 

Scroop,  Archbifhop  qfXoxY. 

Archibald,  Earl  ^Douglas. ' 

Owen  Glendower. 

Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Sir  John  Falftaflf. 

Poins. 

Gadshill. 

Peto. 

Bardolph* 

Lady  Percy,  wife  to  Hotfpur,  andfijler  to  Mortimer. 
Lady  Mortimer,  daughter  to  Glendower,  and  wife  to  Mor- 
timer. 
Mrs.  Quickly,  hoftefs  of  a  tan)em  in  Eaftcheap. 

Lords ^  Officers^  Sheriff,  Vintner,  Chamberlain,  Drawers ^  two 
Carriers,  I'ravellers,  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,  England. 
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act:  L 

SCENE  I.    London.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henky,  Westmorland,  Sir  Walter 

Blunt ^  and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  So  fliaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care. 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breath  fhort-winded  accents  of  new  broils 
To  be  commenced  in  ftronds  afar  remote. 
No  more  the  thirfty  Erinnys  of  this  foil 
Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood ; 
No  more  fhall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 
Nor  bniife  her  flowrets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  hoftile  paces  :  thofe  oppofed  eyes. 
Which,— like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heaven, 

All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred, 

Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  fhock 
And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery. 
Shall  now,  in  mutual,  well-befeeming  ranks, 
March  all  one  way ;  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Againft  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies : 
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The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-fheath'd  knife. 
No  more  fhall  cut  his  mafter.     Therefore,  friends. 
As  far  as  to  the  fepulchre  of  Chrift, 
(Whofe  foldier  now,  under  whofe  blefled  crofs 
We  are  impreffed  and  engag'd  to  fight,) 
Forthwith  a  power  of  Engjifh  fhall  we  levy  ; 
Whofe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers*  womb 
To  chafe  thefe  pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields, 
Over  whofe  acres  walked  thofe  blefled  feet, 
Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  naiPd 
For  our  advantage,  on  the  bitter  crofs. 
But  this  our  purpofe  is  a  twelve-month  old. 
And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  you — ^ve  will  go ; 
Therefore  we  meet  not  now  : — ^Then  let  me  hear 
Of  you,  my  gentle  coufin  Weftmorland, 
What  yeftemight  our  council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

West.  My  liege,  this  hafte  was  hat  in  queftion, 
And  many  Umits  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yeftemight :  when,  all  athwart,  there  came 
A  poft  from  Wales,  loaden  with  heavy  news ; 
Whofe  worft  was, — ^that  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordfhire  to  fight 
Againft  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welfhman  taken, 
And  a  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered : 
Upon  whofe  dead  corps  there  was  fuch  mifufe, 
Such  beaftly,  fhameleii  transformation. 
By  thbfe  Welfhwomen  done,  as  may  not  be. 
Without  much  fhame,  retold  or  fpoken  of. 

K.  Hen.  It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil 
Brake  off  our  bufinefs  for  the  Holy  land. 

West.  This,  matched  with  other,  did,  my  gracious  lord ; 
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For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  Holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotfpur  there. 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met, 

Where  they  did  fpend  a  fad  and  bloody  hour  j 
As  by  difcharge  of  their  artillery. 
And  fhape  of  likelihood,  the  ^ews  was  told ; 
For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention  did  take  horfe. 
Uncertain  of  the  iffue  any  way, 

K.  Hen.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true-induftrious  friend. 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  foil 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon  and  this  feat  of  ours  ; 
And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  news. 
The  earl  of  Douglas  is  difcomfited ; 
Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  knights, 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood,  did  Sir  Walter  fee 
On  Holmedon's  plains  :  Of  prifoners,  Hotfpur  took 
Mordake  the  earl  of  Fife,  and  eldeft  fon 
To  beaten  Douglas  ;  and  the  earl  of  Athol, 
Of  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil  ? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coufin,  is  it  not  ? 

West.  In  faith, 
It  is  a  conqueft  for  <a  prince  to  boaft  of.  [me  fin 

K.  Hen.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'fl  me  fad,  and  mak'ft 
In  envy  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  of  fo  bleft  a  fon : 
A  fon,  who  is  the  theme  of  .honour's  tongue ; 
Ampngil  a  grove,  the  very  ibraightefl  plant ; 
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Who  is  fweet  fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride  : 

^Vhilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him. 

See  riot  and  difhonour  ftain  the  brow 

Of  my  young  Harry.     O,  that  it  could  be  prov'd. 

That  fome  night-tripping  fairy  had  exchanged 

In  cradle-clothes  our  children  where  they  lay. 

And  caird  mine — Percy,  his — ^Plantagenet ! 

Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 

But  let  him  from  my  thoughts  :—*What  think  you  coz\ 

Of  this  young  Percy's  pride  ?  the  prifoners. 

Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpriz'd. 

To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps ;  and  fends  me  word, 

I  fliall  have  none  but  Mordake  earl  of  Fife. 

West.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcefter, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  afpeds  ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  bridle  up 
The  creft  of  youth  agaihft  your  dignity. 

K.  Hen.  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  anfwer  this  ; 
And,  for  this  caufe,  awhile  we  mufl  negled 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufalem. 
Coufin,  on  Wednefday  next  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windfor,  fo  inform  the  lords : 
But  come  yourfelf  with  fpeed  to  us  again  ; 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

West.  I  will,  my  liege.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT.    The  fame.    Another  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Henrt,  Prince  ^ Wales,  and  Fa l staff. 
Fal.  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  S^ 
P.  Hen.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted,  witK  drinking  of  old 
fack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  fupper,  and  fleeping 
upon  benches  after  noon,  that  thou  haft  forgotten  to  4?- 
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mand  that  truly  which  thou  would'ft  truly  know.  What 
a  devil  haft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  unlefs 
hours  were  cups  of  fack,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks 
the  tongues  of  bawds,  and  dials  the  figns  of  leaping- 
houfes,  and  the  blefled  fun  himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in 
flame^colour*d  tafFata ;  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  thou  fhould'ft 
be  fo  fuperfluous  to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

Fal.  Indeed,  you  come  near  me,  now  Hal:  for  we, 
that  take  purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  ftars ;  and 
not  by  Phoebus, — he,  that  wandering  knight  fo  fair.  And, 
I  pray  thee,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king, — as,  God 
fave  thy  grace,  (majefty,  I  (hould  fay ;  for  grace  thou 
wilt  have  none,) 

P.  Hen.  What !  none  ? 

Fal.  No,  by  my  troth  ;  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to 
be  prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  how  then  ?  come,  roundly,  roundly. 

Fal.  Marry,  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king,  let 
not  us,  that  are  fquires  of  the  night's  body,  be  calPd 
thieves  of  the  day's  beauty ;  let  us  be — Diana's  forefters, 
gentlemen  of  the  fhade;  minions  of  the  moon  :  And  let 
men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  government ;  being  go- 
vem'd  as  the  fea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chafte  miftrefs  the 
moon,  under  whofe  countenance  we — fteal. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  fay'ft  well ;  and  it  holds  well  too :  for 
the  fortune  of  us,  'that  are  the  moon's  men,  doth  ebb 
and  flow  like  the  fea  ;  being  govem'd  as  the  fea  is,  by 
the  moon.  As,  for  proof,  now  :  A  purfe  of  gold  moft 
Vefolutely  fnatch'd  on  Monday  night,  and  moft  diflblute- 
ly  fpent  op  Tuefday  morning ;  got  with  fwearing — lay 
by ;  and  fpent  with  crying — ^bring  in  :  now,  in  as  low 
an  ebb  as  the  foot  of  the  ladder ;  and,  by  and  by,  in  as 
high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the  gallows. 
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Fal.  By  the  Lord,  thou  fay'ft  true,  lad.  And  is  no 
my  hoftefs  of  the  tavern  a  moft  fweet  wench  ? 

P.  Hen.  As  the  honey  of  Hybla,  my  old  lad  of  th( 
caftle.  And  is  not  a  buflf  jerkin  a  moft  fweet  robe  o: 
durance  ? 

Fal.  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag?  what,  in  th) 
quips,  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  dc 
with  a  buff  jerkin  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  hoftefi 
of  the  tavern  ? 

Fal.  Well,  thou  haft  call'd  her  to  a  reckoning,  many  i 
time  and  oft, 

P.  Hen.  Did  I  ever  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Fal.  No  ;  Til  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  haft  paid  alj 
there. 

P.  Hen.  Yea,  and  elfewhere,  fo  far  as  my  coin  would 
ftretch  ;  and,  where  it  would  not,  I  have  ufed  my  credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  fo  ufed  it,  that,  were  it  not  here  appa- 
rent that  thou  art  heir  apparent, — But,  I  pr'ythee,  fweet 
wag,  (hall  there  be  gallows  ftanding  in  England  when 
thou  art  king  ?  and  refolution  thus  fobb'd  as  it  is,  with 
the  rufty  curb  of  old  father  antick  the  law  ?  Do  not  thoUj 
when  thou  art  king,  hang  a  thief. 

P.  Hen.  No  ;  thou  flialt, 

Fal.  Shall  I  ?  O  rare  !  By  the  Lord,  V\\  be  a  brave 
judge. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  judgeft  falfe  already ;  I  mean,  thou 
fhalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  fo  become  a 
rare  hangman. 

Fal.  Well,  Hal,  well ;  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps  with 
my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I  can  tell 
you. 

P.  Hen.  For  obtaining  of  fuits  ? 
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Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits;  whereof  the  hangman 
hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  I  am  as  melancholy  as 
a  gib  cat,  or  a  lugg'd  bear. 

P.  Hen.  Or  an  old  lion  ;  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Tal.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincolnfhire  bag-pipe. 

p.  Hen.  What  fay'ft  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  melan- 
choly of  Moor-ditch  ? 

Fal.  Thou  haft  the  moft  unfavoury  fimiles  ;  and  art, 
indeed,  the  moft  comparative,  rafcallieft,— fweet  young 
prince, — But,  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  trouble  me  no  more  with 
vanity.  I  would  to  God,  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  com- 
modity of  good  names  were  to  be  bought :  An  old  lord 
of  the  council  rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  ftreet  about 
you,  fir ;  but  I  marked  him  not  :  and  yet  he  talk'd  very 
wifely  ;  but  I  regarded  him  not :  and  yet  he  talk'd  wife- 
ly, and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  did^ft  well ;  for  wifdom  cries  out  in  the 
ftreets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

FAL.Oy  thou  haft  damnable  iteration;  and  art,  in- 
deed, able  to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  haft  done  much 
harm  upon  me,  Hal, — God  forgive  thee  for  it !  Before  I 
knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing ;  and  now  am  I,  if  a 
man  fliould  fpeak  truly,  little  better,  than  one  of  the 
wicked.  I  muft  give  over  this  life,  and  I  will  give  it 
over  ;  by  the  Lord,  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a  villain  ;  Til  be 
damn'd  for  never  a  king's  fon  in  Chriftendom. 

P.  Hen.  Where  ftiall  we  take  a  purfe  to-morrow.  Jack? 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt,  lad.  Til  make  one ;  an  I  do  not, 
call  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Hen.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee;  from 
praying,  to  purfe-taking. 

Enter  PoiNS^  at  a  diftance. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal ;  'tis  no  fin  for 
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a  man  to  labour  in  his  Tocation.   Poins ! Now  (hall  we 

know  if  Gadshill  have  fet  a  match.  O,  if  men  were  to 
be  fav^d  by  merit,  what  hole  in  bell  were  hot  enough  for 
him !  This  is  the  moft  omnipotent  villain,  that  ever 
cried.  Stand,  to  a  true  man. 

P.  Hen.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

Pojxs.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal. — What  (ays  mon- 
fieur  Remorfe  ?  What  lays  fir  John  Sack-and-fugar  ? 
Jack,  how  agrees. the  devil  and  thee  about  thy  foul,  that 
that  thou  foldeft  him  on  Good-friday  laft,  for  a  dup  of 
Madeira,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg  ? 

P.  Hex.  Sir  John  (lands  to  his  word,  the  devil  (hall 
have  his  bargain ;  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of 
proverbs,  he  will  give  his  devil  his  due. 

Poms.  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word 
with  the  devil. 

P.  Hen.  Elfe  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the 
devil. 

Poins.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morning, 
by  four  o'clock,  early  at  Gadshill :  There  are  pilgrims 
going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  oflferings,  and  traders 
riding  to  London  with  fat  purijjs :  I  have  vifors  for  you 
all,  you  have  horfes  for  yourfelves ;  Gadshill  lies  to- 
night in  Rochefter  ;  I  have  befpoke  fupper  to-morrow 
night  in  Eaftcheap  ;  we  may  do  it  as  fecure  as  fleep  :  If 
you  will  go,  I  will  fluff  your  purfes  full  of  crowns  ;  if 
you  will  not,  tarry  at  home,  and  be  hang'd. 

Fjl.  Hear  me,  Yedward;  if  I  ^rry  at  home,  and  go 
not,  rU  hang  you  for  going. 

PojNs.  You  will,  chops  ? 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

P.  Hen.  Who,  I  rob  ?  I  a  thief?  not  I,  by  ray  faith. 

Fal.  There's  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good  fel- 
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l6w{Kip  in  thee,  nor  thou  cameft  not  of  the  blood  royal, 
if  thou  dareft  not  Hand  for  ten  fhillings. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  then,  once  in  my  days  FU  be  a  mad-cap. 

Ial.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  come  what  will,  TU  tarry  at  home. 

t^jL.  By  the  Lord,  FU  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou 
art  king. 

P.  Hen.  1  care  not* 

PoiNs.  Sir  John,  I  pr*ythee,  leave  the  prince  and  me 
alone;  I  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  this  adven- 
ture, that  he  fhall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  may'ft  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perfuafion, 
and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeakeft  may 
move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  believed,  that  the  true 
prince  may  (for  recreation  fake,)  prove  a  falfe  thief; 
for  the  poor  abufes  of  the  time  want  countenance.  Fare- 
well :  You  (hall  find  me  in  Eaftcheap. 

P.  Hen.  Farewell,  thou  latter  fpring  !  Farewell  AU- 
hallown  fummer !  \^Exit  Falstaff. 

PoiNS.  Now,  my  good  fweet  honey  lord,  ride  with  us 
to-morrow ;  I  have  a  jeft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  man- 
age alone.  FalftafF,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gadshill,  fhall 
rob  thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way-laid  }  yourfelf, 
and  I,  will  not  be  there  :  and  when  they  have  the  booty, 
if  you  and  I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head  from  my 
fhoulders. 

P.  Hen.  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fetting 
forth? 

PoiNS.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them, 
and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our 
pleafure  to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon  the 
exploit  themfelves:  which  they  fhall  have  no  fooncr 
achieved,  but  we'll  fet  upon  them. 

Vol.  III.  S 
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P.  Hen.  Ay,  but,  'tis  like,  that  they  will  know  us,  bjr 
our  horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appoint 
tnent,  to  be  ourfelves. 

PoiNS.  Tut !  our  horfes  they  fliall  not  fee,  FU  tie  them 
in  the  wood  ;  our  vifors  we  will  change,  after  we  leave 
them ;  and,  firrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram  for  the  nonce, 
to  immaik  our  noted  outward  garments. 

P.  Hex.  But,  I  doubt,  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

PoiNS.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as 
true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turned  back ;  and  for  the  third, 
if  he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  reafon.  Til  forfwear  arms. 
The  virtue  of  this  jeft  will  be,  the  incomprehenfible  lies 
that  this  fame  fat  rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at 
fupper :  how  thirty,  at  leaft,  he  fought  with  ;  what  wards, 
what  blows,  what  extremities  he  endured ;  and,  in  the 
reproof  of  this,  lies  the  jeft- 

P.  Hex.  Well,  TU  go  with  thee  ;  provide  us  all  things 
neceflary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in  Eaftcheap, 
there  Til  fup.     Farewell, 

PoiNs.  Farewell,  my  lord.  [Exit  Poixs. 

P.  Hex.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  awhile  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenefs : 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  fun  ; 
Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fmother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world. 
That,  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf. 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wonder'd  at. 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mifts 
Of  vapours,  that  did  feem  to  ftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays. 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work  ; 
But,  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifh'd-for  come, 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents. 


KING  HJSNRT  ir.  275 

So,  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  off, 

And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed. 

By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 

By  fo  much  fhall  I  falfify  men's  hopes  j 

And,  Uke  bright  metal  on  a  fuUen  ground, 

My  reformation,  gUttering  o'er  my  fault, 

Shall  fhow  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 

Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  fet  it  off. 

I'll  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  (kill ; 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  lead  I  will.         [Exit. 

SCENE  III.  Thefiime.     Another  Room  in  the  Palace. 
EnterKing  Henrt, Northumberland,  Worcester^ 
Hotspur,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 
Unapt  to  ftir  at  thefe  indignities, 
And  you  have  found  me  ;  for,  accordingly. 
You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  but,  be  fure, . 
I  will. from  henceforth  rather  be  myfelf. 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition ; 
Which  hath  been  fmooth  as  oil,  foft  as  young  down. 
And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  refpedt, 
Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

WoR.  Our  houfe,  my  fovereign  liege,  little  deferves 
The  fcourge  of  greatnefs  to  be  ufed  on  it; 
And  that  fame  greatnefs  too  which  our  own  hands 
Have  holp  to  make  fo  portly. 

North.  My  lord, 

K.  Hen.  Worcefter,  get  thee  gone,  for  I  fee  danger 
And  difobedience  in  thine  eye  :  0>  fir. 
Your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  fervant  brow. 

Sij 
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You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.;  when  we  need 
Your  ufe  and  counfel,  we  (hall  fend  for  you — 

[Exit  Worcester. 
You  were  about  to  fpeak-  [l^o  Northumberland. 

North.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 
iTiofe  prifoners  in  your  highnefs*  name  demanded. 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  denied 
As  is  delivered  to  your  majefty  : 
Either  envy,  therefore,  or  mifprifioii 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fan. 

Hot.  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prifoners- 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done. 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extreme  toil, 
Breathlefs  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  fword, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  and  trimly  drefsM^ 
Frefh  as  a  bridegroom ;  and  his  chin,  new  reap*d^ 
Show'd  like  a  ftubble-land  at  harveft-home  : 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner } 
And  *twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 

He  gave  his  nofe,  and  took*t  away  again  ;^ 

Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  th^re, 

Took  it  in  fnufF: — and  ftill  he  fmiPd,  and  talked  j 

And,  as  the  foldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by. 

He  called  them — untaught  knaves,  unmannerly. 

To  bring  a  flovenly  unhandfome  corfe 

Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 

With  maiJy  holiday  and  lady  terms 

He  queftion*d  me  j  among  the  reft,  demanded 

My  prifoners,  in  your  majefty's  behalf. 

I  then,  all  fmarting,  with  my  wounds  being  cold. 

To  be  fo  pefter'd  with  a  popinjay, 
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Out  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 

Anfwer'd  negledingly,  I  know  not  what ; 

He  fliould,  or  he  (hould  not ; — ^for  he  made  me  mad. 

To  fee  him  fhine  fo  brifk,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 

And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman. 

Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds,  (God  fave  the  mark  !) 

And  telling  me,  the  fovereign'fl  thing  on  earth 

Was  fpermaceti,  for  an  inward  bruife  ; 

And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was. 

That  villainous  falt-petre  fhould  be  digg'd 

Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmlcfs  earth. 

Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  deftroy'd 

So  cowardly ;  and,  but  for  thefe  vile  guns, 

He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier. 

This  bald  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 

I  anfwer'd  indiredly,  as  I  faid ; 

And,  I  befeech  you,  let  not  his  report 

Come  current  for  an  accufation. 

Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  majefty. 

Blunt.  The  circumftance  confider'd,  good  my  lord. 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid. 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place. 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold. 
May  reafonably  die,  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach ; 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

K.  Hbn.  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners ; 
But  with  provifo,  and  exception,— 
That  we,  at  our  own  charge,  fhall  ranfom  ftraight 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolifli  Mortimer ; 
Who,  on  my  foul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Againft  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Glendower; 
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Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  earl  of  March  * 

Hath  lately  married.    Shall  our  coffers  then 

Be  emptied,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 

Shall  we  buy  treafon  ?  and  indent  with  fears, 

When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  ? 

No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  ftarve ; 

For  I  Ihall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 

Whofe  tongue  fhall  afk  me  for  one 'penny  coft 

To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer ! 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  fovcreign  liege. 
But  by  the  chance  of  war  ; — ^To  prove  that  true. 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  for  all  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took. 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  fedgy  bank. 
In  fingle  oppofition,  hand  to  hand. 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower  : 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  drink. 
Upon  agreement,  of  fwift  Severn's  flood; 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds. 
And  hid  his  crifp  head  in  the  hollow  bank 
Blood-ftained  with  thefe  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  bare  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds  i 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly  : 
Then  let  him  not  be  flander'd  with  revolt. 

K.  Hen.  Thou  doft  belie  him,Percy,thou  doft  belie  him^ 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower ; 
I  tell  thee, 
Jie  durft  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone, 
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As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 

Art  not  afhamed  ?  But,  firrah,  henceforth 

Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  of  Mortimer  : 

Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeediefl  means, 

Or  you  fhall  hear  in  fuch  a  kind  from  me 

As  will  difpleafe  you. — My  lord  Northumberland, 

We  licenfe  your  departure  with  your  fon : — 

Send  us  your  prifoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

[ExeuNt  King  Henrt,  Blunt,  and  "train. 

Hot.  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them  : — I  will  after  ftraight, 
And  tell  him  fo  ;  for  I  will  eafe  my  heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head.  [awhile ; 

North.  What,  drunk  with  choler?  flay,  and  paufe 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Re-enter  Worcester, 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  ? 
'Zounds,  I  will  fpeak  of  him  ;  and  let  my  foul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him  : 
Yea,  on  his  part,  PU  empty  all  thefe  veins, 
And  fhed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  i'the  dufl, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  i'the  air  as  this  unthankful  king, 
As  this  ingrate  and  cankered  Bolingbroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  king  hath  made  your  nephew 
mad.  [To  Worcester, 

WoR.  Who  ftruck  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  ? 

Hot.  He  will,  forfooth,  have  all  my  prifoners  j 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale  ; 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death. 
Trembling  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

WoR.  I  cannot  blame  him  :  Was  he  not  proclaim 'd^ 

S  mj 
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By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North.  He  was ;  I  heard  the  proclamation : 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  king 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon !)  did  fet  fonh 
Upon  his  Irifh  expedition ; 
From  whence  he,  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and,  (hortly,  murdered* 

WoR.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide  mouth 
Live  fcandaUz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of. 

Hot.  But,  foft,  I  pray  you  ;  Did  king  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Edmund  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 

North,  He  did  ;  myfelf  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufin  king. 
That  wifti'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  fhaU  it  be,  that  you, — that  fet  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man  ; 
And,  for  his  fake,  wear  the  detefted  blot 
Of  murd'rous  fubomation, — ^Ihall  it  be, 
That  you  a  vorld  of  curfes  undergo  ; 
Being  the  agents,  or  bafe  fecond  means. 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather  ? — . 
O,  pardon  me,  that  I  defcend  fo  low. 
To  fhow  the  line,  and  the  predicament. 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  king- 
Shall  it,  for  fhame,  be  fpoken  in  thefe  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  conie. 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power. 

Did  'gage  them  both  in  an  unjuft  behalf, 

As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it  I  have  done,— « 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  rofe. 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,  Bohngbroke  ? 
And  IhalJ  it,  in  more  (hame,  be  further  fpoken. 
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That  you  arc  fooPd,  difcarded,  and  fliook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  fhames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  ;  yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifh'd  honours,  and  reftore  yourfelves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again : 
Revenge  the  jeering,  and  difdain'd  contempt. 
Of  this  proud  king ;  who  ftudies,  day  and  nighty 
To  anfwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  to  you, 
Even  with  the  bloody  payment  of  your  deaths. ' 
Therefore,  I  fay, 

WoR.  Peace,  coufin,  fay  no  more : 
And  now  I  will  unclafp  a  fecret  book. 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  difcontents 
1*11  read  you  matter  deep  and  dangerous ; 
As  full  of  peril,  and  adventurous  fpirit. 
As  to  o'er-walk  a  current,  roaring  loud. 
On  the  unfteadfaft  footing  of  a  fpear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night  :--^r  fink  or  fwim :— • 
Send  danger  from  the  eaft  unto  the  weft, 
So  honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth. 
And  let  them  grapple ; — ^O !  the  blood  more  ftirs. 
To  roufe  a  Uon,  than  to  ftart  a  hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an  eafy  leap. 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-pfac'd  mopn  ; 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 
Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 
And  pluck  up  drowjied  honour  by  the  locks ; 
So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear. 
Without  corrival,  all  her  dignities  : 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowfhip  ! 

JVoR.  He  apprehends  ^  world  of  figures  here. 
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But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fhould  attend • 

Good  coufin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

WoR.  Thofe  fame  noble  Scots, 
That  are  your  prifoners,— — 

Hot.  I'll  keep  them  all ; 
By  heaven,  he  Ihall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them  : 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  foul,  he;  fhall  not ; 
ril  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

WoR.  You  flart  away, 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes 

Thofe  prifoners  you  fhall  keep. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will ;  that's  flat : — 
He  faid,  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer ; 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer  j 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  afleep, 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla-^Mortimer ! 
Nay, 

1*11  have  a  ftarling  fhall  be  taught  to  fpeak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him^ 
To  keep  his  anger  flill  in  motion. 

WoR.  Hear  you, 
Coufin ;  a  word. 

Hot.  All  fludies  here  I  folemnly  defy. 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke : 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler  prince  of  Wales,-— 
But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not. 
And  would  be  glad  he  met. with  fome  mifchance, 
I'd  have  him  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

JVoR.  Farewell,  kinfman  !  I  will  talk  to  you, 
When  you  are  better  temper'd  to  attend. 

North.  Why,  what  a  wafp- flung  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood ; 
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Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ? 

i7or.Why,lookyou,Iamwhipp*dandfcourg'd  with  rods, 
Nettled,  and  flung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  Bolingbroke. 
In  Richard's  time,-^What  do  you  call  the  place  ? — 
A  plague  upon't ! — it  is  in  Glocefterfhire  ; — 
'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  uncle  kept ; 
His  uncle  York  ; — where  I  firfl  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  this  king  of  fmiles,  this  Bolingbroke, 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenfpurg. 
North.  At  Berkley  caftle. 

Hot.  You  fay  true  : 

Why,  what  a  candy  deal  of  courtefy 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me ! 
Look, — wben  bis  wf ant  fortune  came  to  ^f^,— 
And, — gentle  Harry  Percy ^ — and,  kind  coujin^..^ 

O,  the  devil  take  fuch  cozeners  ! God  forgive  me  !— .• 

Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

WoR.  Nay,  if  thou  have  not,  to't  again; 
We'll  flay  your  leifure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'faith.  / 

WoR.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottifh  prif oners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ranfom  flraight, 
And  make  the  Douglas'  fon  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland  ;  which, — for  divers  reafons. 
Which  I  fhall  fend  you  written, — ^be  affur'd, 

Will  eafily  be  granted. — You,  my  lord, 

[  To  Nor  thumberland. 
Your  fon  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd, — 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  prelate,  well  belov'd^ 
The  archbifhop. 

Hot.  Of  York,  is't  not  ? 
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WoR.  Tfue ;  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Briftol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  eftimation. 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  down  ; 
And  only  flays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafion  that  fhall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I  fmell  it  j  upon  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Before  the  game's  afoot,  thou  dill  let'ft  flip^ 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a  noble  plot :— - 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York,— 
To  join  with  Mortimer,  ha  ? 

JVoR.  And  fo  they  fhall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

WoR.  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  fpeed. 
To  fave  our  heads  by  raifing  of  a  head : 
Jor,  bear  ourfelves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt ; 
And  think  we  think  ourfelves  unfatisfied. 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  flrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does ;  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

WoR.  Coufin,  farewell : — ^No  further  go  in  this. 
Than  I  by  letters  fhall  dired  your  courfe. 
When  time  is  ripe,  (which  will  be  fuddenly,) 
I'll  fleal  to  Glendower,  and  lord  Mortimer ; 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  powers  at  once, 
(As  I  will  fafhion  it,)  fhall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  flxong  arms. 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty.*  . 

North.  Farewell,  good  brother:  We f^lall thrive,  I  trufl. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu  : — ^O,  let  the  hours  be  fhort. 
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Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  fport ! 

[^Exeunt. 


ACr  11. 
SCENE  I.    Rochefter.    j4n  Inn  Tard. 
Enter  a  Carrier,  with  a  lantern  in  bis  band. 
1  Car.  Heigh  ho!  An't  be  not  four  by  the  day,  HI 
be  bang'd :  Charles*  wain  is  over  the  new  chimney,  and 
yet  our  horfe  not  pack'd.     What,  oftler  ! 
OsT.  \WitbinJ^  Anon,  anon. 

1  Car.  I  pry 'thee,  Tom,  beat  Cut's  faddle,  put  a  few 
flocks  in  the  point ;  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in  the  wi- 
thers out  of  all  cefs. 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

2  Car.  Peafe  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog,  and 
that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots :  this 
houfe  is  turn'd  upfide  down,  fince  Robin  oftler  died. 

1  Car.  Poor  fellow  !  never  joy'd  fince  the  price  of  oats 
rofe ;  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  think,  this  be  the  moft  villainous  houfe  in 
all  London  road  for  fleas  :  I  am  ftung  like  a  tench. 

X  Car.  Like  a  tench  ?  by  the  mafs,  there  is  ne'er  a 
king  in  Chriftendom  could  be  better .  bit  than  I  have 
been  fince  the  firft  cock, 

2  Car.  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jorden,  and 
then  we  leak  in  your  chimney ;  and  your  chamber-lie 
breads  fleas  like  a  loach. 

1  Car.  What,  oftler !  come  away,  andbe  hang'd,  come 
away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of 
ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charingcrofs. 

1  Car.  'Odft)ody!  the  turkies  in  my  pannier  are  quite 
ftarved. — ^What,  oftler  I — A  plague  on  thee  !  haft  thou 
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never  an  eye  in  thy  head?  cahft  not  hear  ?  Ah  'twere 
not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I 
am  a  very  villain.— Come,  and  be  hang'd: — Haft  no  faith 
in  thee  ? 

Enter  Gadshill. 
Gads.  Good  morrow,  carriers.    What's  o'clock  ? 

1  Car.  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lantern,  to  fee  my  geld* 
ing  in  the  ftable. 

X  Car.  Nay,  foft  I  pray  ye ;  I  know  a  trick  worth  two 
of  that,  i'faith. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  Ay,  when,  canft  tell  ? — ^Lend  me  thy  lantern, 
quoth  a  ? — marry,  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Gads.  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  come 
to  London  ? 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I 
warrant  thee. — Come,  neighbour  Mugs,  we'll  call  up  the 
gentlemen ;  they  will  along  with  company,  for  they 
have  great  charge.  \^Exeunt  Carriers. 

Gads.  What,  ho !  chamberlain  ! 

Cham.  \Witbin.'\  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gads.  That's  even  as  fair  as — at  hand,  quoth  the 
chamberlain  :  for  thou  varieft  no  more  from  picking  of 
purfes,  than  giving  diredion  doth  from  labouring  ;  thou 
lay'ft  the  plot  how. 

Enter  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  matter  Gadshill.  It  holds  cur- 
rent, that  I  told  you  yefternight ;  There's  a  franklin  in 
the  wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred  marks 
with  him  in  gold  :  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  com- 
pany, laft  night  at  fupper ;  a  kind  of  auditor ;  one  that 
hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God  knows  what.    They 


King  hbnrt  if.  287 

tu'e  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and  butter :  They  will 
away  prefently. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  faint  Nicholas' 
clerks,  Til  give  thee  this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  Til  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that  for 
the  hangman ;  for,  I  know,  thou  worfhip'fl  faint  Nicho- 
las as  truly  as  a  man  of  falfehood  may. 

Gads.  What  talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ?  if  I 
hang,  ril  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows  :  for,  if  I  hang,  old 
•fir  John  hangs  with  me  ;  and,  thou  know'ft,  he's  no  ftar- 
veling.  Tut !  there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou  dream'ft 
not  of,  the  which,  for  fport  fake,  are  content  to  do  the 
profcflion  fome  grace  ;  that  would,  if  matters  fhould  be 
look'd  into,  for  their  own  credit  fake,  make  all  whole. 
I  am  join'd  with  no  foot  land-rakers,  no  long-ftaflf,  fix- 
penny  flrikers ;  none  of  thefe  mad,  muftachio,  purple- 
hued  malt-worms :  but  with  nobility,  and  tranquillity  ; 
burgomafters,  and  great  oneyers  ;  fuch  as  can  hold  in; 
fuch  as  will  fir  ike  fooner  than  fpeak,  and  fpeak  fooner 
than  drink,  and  drink  fooner  than  pray :  And  yet  I  lie ; 
for  they  pray  continually  to  their  faint,  the  common- 
wealth ;  or,  rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her  ;  for 
they  ride  up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their  boots, 

Cham-  What,  the  common-wealth  their  boots  ?  will 
fhe  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gads.  She  will,  fhe  will ;  juflice  hath  liquor'd  her. 
We  fleal  as  in  a  caflle,  cock-fure  ;  we  have  the  receipt 
of  fern- feed,  we  walk  invifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  by  my  faith  ;  I  think,  you  are  more  be- 
holden to  the  night,  than  to  fern-feed,  for  your  walking 
invifible. 

Gads.  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  fhalt  have  a  fhare  in 
our  purchafe,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 
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Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a  falfc 
thief. 

Gads.  Go  to ;  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 
Bid  the  oftler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  ftable.  Fare- 
veil,  you  muddy  knave.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    Tie  Road  iy  Gzdshill 

Enter  Prince  Hen RT,  and  PoiNS  ;  Bardolph  and 
Peto^  atfome  diftance. 

PoiNs.  Come,  fhelter,  fhelter ;  I  have  removed  Fal- 
ibfTs  horfe,  and  he  frets  Uke  a  gumm'd  velvet. 

P.  Hen.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  Fa  ls  tap  p. 

Fal.  Poins  !  Poins,  and  be  hang'd  !  Poins  ! 

P.  Hen.  Peace,  ye  fat-kidney*d  rafcal ;  What  a  brawl- 
ing doll  thou  keep  ? 

Fal.  Where's  Poins,  Hal  ? 

P.  Hen.  He  is  walked  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill ;  Til  go 
feek  him.  [Pretends  tofeek  Poins. 

Fal.  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  thicPs  company:  the 
rafcal  hath  removed  my  horfe,  and  tied  him  I  know  not 
where.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquire  further 
afoot,  I  fhall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to 
die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  1  'fcape  hanging  for  kilhng 
that  rogue.  I  have  forfwom  his  company  hourly  any 
time  this  two  and  twenty  years,  and  yet  I  am  bewitch'd 
with  the  rogue's  company.  If  the  rafcal  have  not  given 
me  medicines  to  make  me  love  him,  Til  be  hang'd  ;  it 
could  not  be  elfe ;  I  have  drunk  medicines — Poins  !— 
Hal ! — a  plague  upon  you  both  ! — Bardolph  ! — Peto  !— 
rU  ftarve,  ere  Til  rob  a  foot  further.  An  'twere  not  as 
good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  turn  true  man,  and  to  leave  thefe 
rogues,  I  am  the  verieft  varlet  that  ever  chew'd  with  a 
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tooth.  Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  threefcof  c  and 
ten  miles  afoot  with  me ;  and  the  ftony-hearted  villains 
koiow  it  wdl  (enough :  A  plague  upon't,  ^hen  thieves 
eaonot  be  true  to  one  another!  [T'beywbi/iU.^  Wbew!-^ 
A  plague  upon  you  all  J  Giv^  me  my  horfe,  you  rogues; 
give  me  my  horfe,  ^nd  be  hang'd. 

P.  Hen.  Peace,  ye  fat-guts  !  lie  down  ;  lay  thine  ear 
clofe  to  the  ground,  and  hft  if  thou  c^ift  hear  the  tread 
of  travellers. 

/v*.  Have  you  any  levers  to  lift  roe  up  again,  being 
down  ?  'Sblood,  V\\  not  bear  mine  own  flf^fh  fo  far  ^foot 
again,  for  all  the  (join  in  thy  father's  exchequer.  What 
*  plague  mean  ye,  to  colt  me  thus  ? 

p.  Hbn.  Thou  heft,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art  un- 
coked. 

F^i^  I  pi^ythee,  good  prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my  horfe  j 
good  king's  foa. 

P.  Hen.  Out,  you  rogue!  ihall  I  be  your  oftler  ? 

FjIs  Go,  hang  thyfelf  in  thy  own  heir-apparent  gar- 
ters {  If  I  be  ta'en,  Til  peach  for  this.  An  I  have  not 
ballads  made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes,  Jet  a 
cup  of  fack  be  my  poifon  :  When  a  jeft  is  fo  forward, 
and  afoot  too, — I  hate  it. 

EnUr  Gads  HILL. 

Gads.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  do,  againft  my  will. 

PoiNS.  O,  'tis  our  fetter  :  I  know  his  voice. 
Enter  Bardolph. 

Ba%d.  What  news  ? 

Gads.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  ;  pn  with  your  vifors  ;  there's 
money  of  the  king's  coming  down  the  hill;  'tis  going  to 
the  king^s  exchequer. 

Fal.  You  lie,  you  rogue;  ^is  going  to  the  king's  tavera« 
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Gads.  There's  en9Ugh  to  make  us  all. 

Fal.  To  be  hang'd. 

P.  Hen.  Sirs,  you  four  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrow 
lane ;  Ned  Poins,  and  I  will  walk  lower :  if  they  'fcape 
from  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  How  many  be  there  of  them  ? 

Gads.  Some  eight,  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zounds!  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Hen.  What,  a  coward,  fir  John  Paunch  ? 

Fal.  Indeed,  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grandfa- 
ther ;  but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins.  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  horfe  ftands  behind  the  hedge; 
when  thou  need*ft  him,  there  thou  fhalt  find  him.  Fare- 
well, and  fland  fafl:. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  fl:rike  him,  if  I  ftiould  be  hang'd. 

P.  Hen.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 

Poins.  Here,  hard  by  ;  Hand  clofe. 

{^Exeunt  P.  Henry  and  Poins. 

Fal.  Now,  my  matters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  fay  I; 
every  man  to  his  bufinefs. 

Enter  Travellers. 

I  Traf.  Come,  neighbour;  the  boy  fliall  lead  our 
horfes  down  the  hill :  we'll  walk  afoot  a  while,  and  eafe 
our  legs. 

Thiefes.  Stand. 

Traf.  Jefu  blefs  us  ! 

Fal.  Strike;  down  with  them;  cut  the  villains'  throats: 
Ah!  whorfon  caterpillars!  bacon-fed  knaves !  they  hate 
us  youth :  down  with  them  ;  fleece  them. 

I  "Traf.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours,  for  ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves;  Are  ye  undone? 
No,  yq  fat  chuffs;  I  would,  your  (lore  were  here!  On, 
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bacons,  on !  What,  ye  knaves  ?  young  men  muft  live  : 
You  are  grand-jurors  are  ye  ?  We'll  jure  ye,  i'faith. 

[Exeunt  Falstaff^  &c.  driving  the  Trafellers  out. 
Re-enter  Prince  Henr  r  and  Poins. 
P.  Hen.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men :  Now 
could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  merrily  to  Lon- 
don, it  would  be*argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a 
month,  and  a  good  jeft  for  ever. 

Poins.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Re-enter  T'hiefes. 
Fal.  Come,  my  mafters,  let  us  ihare,  and  then  to  horfe 
before  day.    An  the  prince  and  Poins  be  not  two  arrant 
cowards,  there's  no  equity  ftirring  :  there's  no  more  va- 
lour in  that  Poins,  than  in  a  wild  duck. 

P.  Hen.  Your  money.  [Rujhing  out  upon  tbenii 

Poins.  Villains ! 

[As  they  are  Jharing^  the  PriNce  and  Poins  fct  upon 
them.    Falstaff,  after  a  blow  or  two,  and  the  reji^ 
run  away,  leaving  their  booty  behind  them.'\ 
P.  Hen.  Got  with  much  eafe.    .Now  merrily  to  horfe  i 
The  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  pofTefs'd  with  fear 
So  ftrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  j 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.     FalftafF  fweats  to  death. 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along : 
Wer't  not  for  laughing,  I  fhould  pity  him. 

Poins.  How  the  rogue  roar'd !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  HI.  Warkworth.  ji  Room  in  the  Cajile. 
Enter  Hotspur,  reading  a  letter. 
'But,  for  mine  own  part,  my  lord,  I  could  be  well  con* 


tented  to  be  there,  in  refpeSi  of  the  love  I  bear  your  boufc. — * 
He  could  be  contented, — Why  is  he  not  then  ?  JLa  re- 
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fped  oF  the  love  he  bears  our  houfe  : — ^he  (hows  in  this, 
he  loves  his  own  barn  better  than  he  loves  our  houfe. 
Let  me  fee  fome  more.  Tibe  purpofe  you  undertake,  is 
dangerous  ;— Why,  that's  certain  ;  'tis  dangerous  to  take 
a  cold,  to  deep,  to  drink  :  but  I  tell  you,  my  lord  fool, 
out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  fafety. 
l^be  purpofe  you  undertake,  is  dangerous  j  the  friends  you  have 
named,  uncertain  ;  the  time  itfelf  unforted\  and  your  whole  plot 
too  light,  for  the  count erpoife  of  fo  great  an  oppojition — Say 
you  fo,  fay  you  fo  ?  I  fay  unto  you  again,  you  are  a 
fhallow  cowardly  hind,  and  you  lie.  What  a  lack-brain 
is  this  ?  By  the  Lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot  as  ever  was 
kid  ;  our  friends  true  and  conftant :  a  good  plot,  good 
friends,  and  full  of  expediation  :  an  excellent  plot,  very 
good  friends.  Wlaat  a  frofly-fpirited  rogue  is  this?  Why, 
my  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot,  and  the  general 
courfc  of  the  adion.  'Zounds,  an  I  were  now  by  this 
rafcal,  I  could  brain  him  with  his  lady's  fan.  Is  there 
not  my  father,  my  uncle,  and  myfelf  ?  lord  Edmund 
Mortimer,  my  lord  of  York,  and  Owen  Glendow- 
er  ?  Is  there  not,  befides,  the  Douglas  ?  Have  I  not  all 
their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms  by  the  ninth  of  the 
next  month  ?  and  are  tHey  not,  fome  of  them,  fet  for- 
ward already  ?  What  a  pagan  rafcal  is  this  ?  an  infidel  ? 
Ha  !  you  fliall  fee  now,  in  very  fincerity  of  fear  and  cold 
heart,  will  he  to  the  king,  and  lay  open  all  our  proceed- 
ings. O,  I  could  divide  myfelf,  and  go  to  buffets,  for 
moving  fuch  a  di(h  of  fkimm'd  milk  with  fo  honourable 
an  aftion  1  Hang  him  !  let  him  tell  the  king  :  We  are 
.  prepared :  I  will  fet  forward  to-night. 
Enter  Lady  Perct. 
How  now,  Kate?  I  mull  leave  you  within  thefe  two  hours. 
Ladt.  O  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 
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For  what  offence  have  T,  this  fortnight,  been 

A  banifh'd  woman  from  my  Harry's  bed  ? 

Tell  me,  fweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 

Thy  ftomach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 

Why  doft  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth  ; 

And  ftart  fo  often  when  thou  iit'ft  alone  ? 

Why  haft  thou  loft  the  frelh  blood  in  thy  cheeks ; 

And  given  my  treafures,  and  my  rights  of  thee. 

To  thick-ey'd  mufing,  and  curs'd  melancholy  ? 

In  thy  faint  flumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watch'd, 

And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars : 

Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  fteed ; 

Cry,  Courage! — to  the  field!  And  thou  haft  talk'cj 

Of  faUies,  and  retires ;  of  trenches,  tents, 

Of  palifadoes,  frontiers,  parapets  ; 

Of  baiilifks,  of  cannon,  culverin ; 

Of  prifoners'  ranfom,  and  of  foldiers  flain, 

And  all  the  'currents  of  a  heady  fight. 

Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war. 

And  thus  hath  fo  beftirr'd  thee  in  thy  fleep, 

That  beads  of  fweat  have  ftood  upon  thy  brow. 

Like  bubbles  in  a  latc-difturbed  ftream  : 

And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appeared. 

Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 

On  fome  great  fudden  hafte.  O,  what  portents  are  thefe  ? 

Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 

And  I  muft  know  it,  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What,  ho  !  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  ? 
Enter  Serfant.  > 

Serf.  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  ago. 

Hot.  H^th  Butler  brought  thofe  horfes  from  the  flieriff^ 

Serf.  One  horfc,  my  lord,  he  brought  even  now. 

Hot.  What  horfe  ?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not  ? 
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Sbrf.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  ftiall  be  my  throne. 
Well,  I  will  back  him  llraight :  O  efpermce! — 
Bid  liutler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park.     \Exit  Serfant^ 

Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  Tay'tt,  my  lady  ? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  My  horfe, 
My  love,  my  horfe. 

Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  ! 
A  weafel  hath  not  fuch  a  deal  of  fpleen, 
As  you  are  tofs'd  with.     In  faith, 
rU  know  your  bufinefs,  Harry,  that  I  will, 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 
About  his  title  ;  and  hath  fent  for  you. 
To  line  his  enterprize  :  But  if  you  go 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  fliall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  paraquito,  anfwer  me 
Diredly  to  this  queftion  that  I  afk. 
In  faith,  I'll  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away, 
Away,  you  trifler ! — Love  ? — I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate  :  this  is  no  world, 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips  : 
We  muft  have  bloody  nofes,  and  crack'd  crowns, 
And  pafs  them  current  too.-r-Gods  me,  my  horfe  ! — 
What  fay -ft  thou,  Kate?  what  would'fl  thou  have  with  me? 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not,  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then ;  for,  fince  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  myfelf.     Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me,  if  you  fpeak  in  jeft,  or  no. 

Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
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And  when  I  am  o'horfe-back,  I  will  fwear 
I  love  thee  infinitely-     But  hark  you,  Kate  ; 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth  queftion  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reafon  whereabout  : 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft;  and,  to  conclude. 
This  evening  muft  I  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife ;  but  yet  no  further  wife, 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife  :  conftant  you  are ; 
But  yet  a  woman  :  and  for  fecrecy. 
No  lady  clofer  ;  for  I  well  believe. 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know ; 
And  fo  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate  ? 

Lady.  How  !  fb  far  ? , 

Hor.  Not  an  inch  further.     But  hark  you,  Kate  : 
Whither  I  go,  thither  ftiall  you  go  too  ; 
To-day  will  I  fet  forth,  to-morrow  you.— 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate  ? 

Lady.  It  muft,  of  force.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    Eaftcheap.    A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head 

Tavern. 
Enter  Prince  Henry  and  PoiNS. 

P.  Hen.  Ned,  pr'ythee,  come  out  of  thatfatjroom,  and 
lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

PoiNs.  Where  haft  been,  Hal  ? 

P.  Hen.  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongft  three 
or  four  fcore  hogflieads.  I  have  founded  the  very  bafe 
firing  of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  brother  tg  a  leafli 
of  drawers ;  and  can  call  them  all  by  their  Chriftian 
names,  as — Tom,  Dick,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  al- 
ready upon  their  falvation,  that,  though  I  be  but  prince 
of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  king  of  courtefy ;  and  tell  me  flat- 
ly I  am  no  proud  Jack,  like  FalftafF;  but  a  Corinthian^ 
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a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy,_by  the  Lord,  fo  they  call 
me  ;  and  when  I  am  king  of  England,  I  fhall  command 
all  the  good  lads  in  Eaftcheap.  They  call — drinking 
deep,  dying  fcarlet :  and  when  you  breathe  in  your  wa- 
tering, they  cry — hem !  and  bid  you  play  it  off. — ^To 
conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an 
hour,  that  I  can  drink  \^ith  any  tinker  in  his  own  lan- 
guage during  my  life.  I  tell  thee,  Ned,  thou  haft  loft 
much  honour,  that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  adlion. 
But,  fweet  Ned, — to  fweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give 
thee  this  pennyworth  of  fugar,  clapped  even  now  into  my 
hand  by  an  under-fkinker ;  one  that  never  fpake  other 
Englifli  in  his  life,  than — Eight  Jhillings  andjixpence^  and 
— You  are  welcome;  with  this  flirill  addition, — Anon,  anon^ 
Jir !  Score  a  pint  of  bqftard  in  the  Half-moon^  or  fo-  But, 
Ned,  to  drive  away  the  time  till  Falftaff come,  I  pr'y thee, 
do  thou  ftand  in  fome  by-room,  while  I  queftion  my  puny 
drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  fugar ;  and  do  thou 
never  leave  calling — Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me  may  be 
nothing  but — anon.  Step  afide,  and  V\\  fhow  thee  a  pre- 
cedent. 

PoiNs.  Francis  ! 

P.  Hen.  Thou  art  perfect. 

jPoiNS.  Francis  !  [Exit  Poins. 

Enter  pRANCts. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir.— Look  down  into  the  Pome- 
granate, Ralph. 

P.  Hen.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

Fran.  My  lord. 

JP.  Hen.  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  ? 

Fran,  Forfooth,  five  year,  and  as  much  as 

PoiNs.  [Within.]  Francis, 

Fran,  Anon,  anon,  fir- 
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p.  tisN*  Five  years !  by'rlady,  a  long  Icafe  for  the 
clinking  of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  dareft  thou  be  fo  va- 
liant, as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and  fhow 
it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

FkAN.  O  lord,  fir !  Ill  be  fworn  upon  all  the  books  in 
England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart-— 

P01N6.  [W7/A/;;.]  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Hen.  How  old  art  thoU,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Let  me  fee, — About  Michaelmas  next  I  fliall  be— 

PoJNS.  [Witbin.'l  Francis ! 

Fran.  Anon,  fir. — Pray  you,  (lay  a  little,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis  :  For  the  fugar^ 
thou  gaveft  me, — ^'twas  a  pennyworth,  was't  not  ? 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir !  I  would,  it  had  been  two* 

P.  Hen.  T  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound :  a(k 
me  when  thou  witt,  and  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

PoiNs.  [Witbin.l  Francis ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Hen.  Anon,  Francis  ?  No,  Francis :  but  to-morrow, 
Francis ;  or,  Francis,  on  Thurfday ;  or,  indeed,  Francis, 
when  thou  wilt.     But,  Francis,-^  \ 

Fran.  My  lord  ? 

P.  Hen.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  chryftal- 
button,  nott-pated,  agat-ring,  puke-ftocking,  caddis-gar- 
ter, fmooth-tongue,  Spanifti-pouch,— 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why  then,  your  brown  baftard  is  yotir  only 
drink:  for,  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas  doublet 
will  fully  :  in  Barbary,  fir,  it  cannot  come  to  fo  much. 

Fran.  What,  fir  ? 

PoiNs.  [Witbin.^i  Francis !  [call  ? 

P.  Hen.  Away,  you  rogue ;  Doft  thou  not  hear  them 
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[Here  they  both  call  bim  ;  tbe  drawer  Jiands  amazed^ 
not  knowing  wbicb  way  to  go. 
Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What !  ftaiid'ft  thou  ftill,  and  hear'ft  fuch  a  cal- 
ling ?  look  to  the  guefts  within.  [Exit  Francis.^ 
My  lord,  old  fir  John,  with  half  a  dozen  more,  are  at  the 
door  ;  Shall  I  let  them  in  ? 

P.  Hen.  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open  the 
door.  [Exit  Vintner.]  Poins ! 

Re-enter  Poins. 

PoiNs.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  FalftafF  and  the  reft  of  the  thieves  arc 
at  the  door  ;  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

Poins.  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye; 
What  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jeft  of 
the  drawer  ?  come,  what's  the  iflue  ? 

P.  Hen.  I  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  fliow'd 
themfelves  humours,  fince  the  old  days  of  goodman  Adam, 
to  the  pupil  age  of  this  prefent  twelve  o'clock  at  mid- 
night. [Re-enter  Francis  witb  wine.]  What's  o'clock, 
Francis  ? 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Hen.  That  ever  this  fellow  (hould  have  fewer  words 
than  a  parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  woman  ! — His  in- 
duftry  is — ^up-ftairs,  and  down-ftairs ;  his  eloquence,  the 
parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy's  mind, 
the  Hot-fpur  of  the  north ;  he  that  kills  me  fome  fix  or 
feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  breakfaft,  waflies  his  hands, 

and  fays  to  his  wife, Fie  upon  tbis  quiet  life  !    I  want 

work.  0  myjweet  Harry,  fays  ftie,  bow  many  bq/ltbou  iilTd 
to-day  ?  Give  my  roan  borfe  a  drencb,  fays  he ;  and  an- 
fwers.  Some  fourteen,  an  hour  after  ;  a  trifle,  a  trifle.  I 
pr'y thee,  call  in  Falftaflf ;  I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  damn'd 


KING  HENRT  IF.  299 

brawn  fhall  play  dame  Mortimer  his  wife.    Rivo,  fays  the 
drunkard.     Call  in  ribs,  call  in  tallow. 
Enter  Falstaff,  Gadshjll,  Bardolph,  and Peto. 

PoiNs.  Welcome,  Jack.     Where  haft  thou  been  ? 

Fal.  a  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vengeance 
too  !  marry,  and  ameti  ! — Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  boy. — . 
Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  TU  few  nether- ftocks,  and  mend 
them,  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all  cowards  ! — 
Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  rogue. — ^Is  there  no  virtue  ex- 
tant ?  \^He  drinks. 

P.  Hen.  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  difh  of  but- 
ter ?  pitiflil  hearted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  fweet  tale 
of  the  fon  !  if  thou  didft,  then  behold  that  compound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  fack  too :  There 
is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  man : 
Yet  a  coward  is  worfe  than  a  cup  of  fack  with  lime  in 

it ;  a  villainous  coward. Go  thy  ways,  old  Jack ;  die 

when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not  for- 
got upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  fhotten  her- 
ring. There  live  not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in  Eng- 
land ;  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and  grows  old :  God  help 
the  while !  a  bad  world,  I  fay  !  I  would  I  were  a  weaver ; 
I  could  fing  pfalms  or  any  thing  :  A  plague  of  all  cow- 
ards, I  fay  ftill ! 

P.  Hen.  How  now,  wool-fack  ?  what  mutter  you  ? 

Fal.  a  king's  fon !  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  thy  fub- 
jeds  afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geefe,  PU  never  wear 
hair  on  my  face  more.     You  prince  of  Wales  ! 

P.  Hen.  Why,  you  whorefon  roimd  man !  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Fal.  Are  you  not  a  coward  ?  anfwer  me  to  that ;  and 
Foins  there  ? 
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PotNs.  'Zounds,  ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward, 
rU  ftab  thee. 

Fjl.  I  call  thee  cowftrd  I  111  fee  thee  damn'd  ere  I  call 
thee  coward  :  but  I  would  give  a  thoufand  pound,  I  could 
run  as  faft  as  thou  canft.  You  are  ftraight  enough  in 
the  fhoulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  your  back:  Call 
you  that,  backing  of  your  friends  ?  A  plague  upon  fuch 
backing  !  give  me  them  that  will  face  me — Give  me  a 
cup  of  fack  : — I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk  to-day. 

P.  Hbn.  O  villain  I  thy  lips  are  fcarce  wiped  fince 
thou  drunk'ft  laft. 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that*  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  flill 
fay  I.  [^He  drinks. 

P.  Hen.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  What's  the  matter  ?  there  be  four  of  us  here  have 
ta'en  a  thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

P.  HMN^yN\ittt  is  it.  Jack  ?  Where  is  it  ? 

Fal.  Where  is  it  ?  taken  from  us  it  is :  a  hundred 
upon  poor  four  of  ufe. 

P.  Hen.  What,  a  hundred,  man  ? 

Fal.  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half-fword  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  'fcap'd  by 
miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thruft  through  the  doublet ; 
four,  through  the  hofe ;  my  buckler  cut  through  and 
through ;  my  fword  hack'd  like  a  hand-faw,  ecce  Jignum. 
I  never  dealt  better  fince  I  was  a  man :  all  would  not  do. 
A  plague  of  all  cowards  !,i..m.  Let  them  fpeak  :  if  they 
fpeak  more  or  left  than  truth,  they  are  villains,  and  the 
fons  of  darknefs. 

P.  Hen.  Speak,  firs ;  How  was  it  ^ 

Gads.  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen, 

Fal.  Sixteen,  at  lead,  my  lord. 

Gads.  And  bound  them. 
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Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fjl.  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  them; 
or  I  am  a  Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew, 

Gads.  As  we  were  fharing,  fome  fii^  or  fevenfrefli  men 
fet  upon  us, 

Fal.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  oomt  in  the 
other. 

P.  Hen.  \VTiat,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

Fal.  All  ?  I  know  not  what  ye  call,  all ;  but  if  I  fought 

not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radifli :  if  there 

were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  pld  Jack«  then 

am  I  no  two-legg'd  creature. 

.  PojNs.  Pray  Gk)d,  you  have  not  murder'd  fbroe  of  them. 

Fal.  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for  :  I  have  peppcr'd 
two  of  then\ :  two,  I  am  fure,  I  have  pay*d  ;  two  rogues 
in  buckram  fuits.  'I  tell  thee  what,  Hal,~-if  I  tell  thee 
a  lie,  fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  horfe.  Thou  know'ft  my 
old  ward ; — here  I  lay,  and  thus  I  bore  my  point.  Four 
rogues  in  buckram  let  drive  at  me, 

P.  Hen.  What,  four  ?  thou  faid'ft  but  two,  even  now. 

Fal.  Four,  Hal ;  I  told  thee,  four. 

PojNs.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

Fal.  Thefe  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thnift 
at  me.  I  made  me  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  f©- 
ven  points  in  my  target^  thus. 

p.  Hen.  Seven  ?  why^  there  wer«  but  four,  even  now. 

Fal.  In  buckram. 

PaiNs.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  fuits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfe. 

P.  Hen.  Pr'ythee,  let  him  alone ;  we  ihall  have  mwc 
anon. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ? 

P.  Hen.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too.  Jack. 
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Fal.  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftening  to.  Thefe 
nine  in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of, 

P.  Hen.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken, 

PoiNS.  Down  fell  their  hofe. 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground :  But  I  followed  me 
clofe,  came  in  foot  and  hand ;  and,  with  a  thought,  fe- 
ven  of  the  eleven  I  pay'd. 

P.  Hen.  O  monftrous !  eleven  buckram  men  grown 
out  of  two ! 

Fal.  But,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mif-begot- 
ten  knaves,  in  Kendal  green,  came  at  my  back,  and  let 
drive  at  me ; — ^for  it  was  fo  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  could'ft 
not  fee  thy  hand. 

P.  Hen.  Thefe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets  them ; 
grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why,  thou  clay- 
brain'd  guts ;  thou  knotty-pated  fool ;  thou  whorefon, 
obfcene,  greafy  tallow-keech, 

Fal.  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not  the 
truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  how  could'ft  thou  know  thefe  men  in 
Kendal  green,  when  it  was  fo  dark  thou  could'ft  not  fee 
thy  hand  ?  come,  tell  us  your  reafon  ;  What  fay'ft  thou 
to  this  ? 

PoiNS.  Come,  your  reafon,  Jack,  your  reafon. 

Fal.  What,  upon  compulfion  ?  No ;  were  I  at  the 
{Irappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not  tell 
you  on  compulfion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  compulfion! 
if  reafons  were  as  plenty  as  blackberries,  I  would  give  no 
n^n  a  reafon  upon  compulfion,  I. 

P.  Hen.  rU  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin  ;  this  fan- 
guine  coward,  this  bed-prefl!er,  this  horfe-back-breaker, 
this  huge  hill  of  flefh ; 
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Fal.  Away,  you  ftarveling,  you  elf-fkin,  you  dried 
neats-tongue,  bull's  pizzle,  you  ftock-fifti, — O,  for  breath 

to  utter  what  is  like  thee  ! ^you  tailor's  yard,  you  {heath, 

you  bow-cafe,  you  vile  (landing  tuck  ; 

P.  Hen.  Well,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to  it  again : 
and  when  thou  haft  tired  thyfelf  in  bafe  comparifons, 
hear  me  fpeak  but  this. 

PoiNs.  Mark,  Jack. 

P.  Hen.  We  two  faw  you  four  fet  on  four;  you  bound 

them,  and  were  mafters  of  their  wealth. ^Mark  now, 

how  a  plain  tale  (hall  put  you  down ^Then  did  we  two 

fet  on  you  four  :  and,  with  a  word,  out-faced  you  from 
your  prize,  and  have  it ;  yea,  and  can  fhow  you  it  here 
in  the  houfe  : — and,  FalftafF,  you  carried  your  guts  away 
as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dexterity,  and  roar'd  for  mer- 
cy, and  ftill  ran  and  roar'd,  as  ever  I  heard  bull-calf. 
What  a  flave  art  thou,  to  hack  thy  fword  as  thou  haft 
done ;  and  then  fay,  it  was  in  fight  ?  What  trick,  what 
device,  what  ft ar ting-hole,  canft  thou  now  find  out,  to 
hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparent  fliame  ^ 

PoiNs.  Come,  let's  hear,  Jack ;  What  trick  haft  thou 
now  ? 

Fjl.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye  as  well  as  he  that  made 
ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  mafters  :  Was  it  for  me,  to  kill 
the  heir  apparent  ?  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  prince? 
Why,  thou  know'ft,  I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules :  but 
beware  inftincl ;  the  lion  will  not  touch  the  true  prince. 
InftinA  is  a  great  matter ;  I  was  a  coward  on  inftind.  I 
fliall  think  the  better  of  myfelf,  and  thee,  during  my 
life ;  I,  for  a  valiant  lion,  and  thou,  for  a  true  prince. 
But,  by  the  Lord,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the  money. 

Hoftefs,  clap  to  the  doors  ;  watch  to-night,  pray 

to-morrow. — Gallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts  of  gold.   All  the 
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titles  of  good  fellowfliip  come  to  you !    What,  fball  we 
be  merry  ?  fhall  we  have  a  play  extempore  ? 

P.  Hbn.  Content  ^-^.^nd  the  argument  fhall  be,  thy 
.  running  away. 

Fal.  Ah  !  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lovcft  ncic. 
Enter  Hostess. 

Host.  My  lord  the  prince, 

P.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hoftels  ?  what  fay'ft 
diou  to  me  ? 

Host.  IVIarry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of  the 
cmirt  at  door,  would  fpeak  with  you :  he  fays,  he  comes 
from  your  father. 

P.  Hen.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  n  royal 
man,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

Fal.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Host.  An  old  man, 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  ? 
— JShall  I  give  him  his  anfwer  ? 

P.  Hen.  Pr'ythee,  do.  Jack. 

Fal.  'Faith,  and  I'll  fend  him  packing.  [Exit. 

P, Hen.  ^ow,  firs;  by'r-lady,  you  fou^t  fair;.^fo 
did  you,  Peto ; — fo  did  you,  Bardolph :  you  arc  lioos 
too^  you  ran  away  upon  inftind,  you  will  not  touch  the 
true  prince  ;  no, — fie  ! 

Baed.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

p.  Hen.  Tell  me  now  in  eamefl,  How  came  FalftafPs 
fword  fo  hack'd  ? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hack'd  it  with  his  dagger  j  and  faid, 
he  would  fwear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he  would 
make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight ;  and  perfuaded 
us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpear-grafs, 
tp  make  them  bleed ;  and  then  to  beflubber  our  gar-- 
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ments  with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men. 
I  did  that  I  did  not  thjs  feven  year  before,  I  blufh*d  to 
hear  his  monftrous  devices. 

P.  Hen.  P  villain,  thou  ftoleft  a  cup  of  fack  eighteen 
years  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  manner,  and  ever 
fince  thou  haft  blufti'd  extempore  :  Thou  hadft  fire  and 
fword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ran'ft  away ;  What  in- 
ftind  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  meteors  ?  doyoube-* 
hold  thefe  exhalations  ? 

P.  Hen.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

P.  Hen.  Hot  livers,  and  cold  purfes. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken^ 

P.  Hen.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 
Re-^enter  Fa lstaff. 
Here  comes  lean  Jack,  here  comes  bare-bone.     HoW' 
now,  my  fweet  creature  of  bombaft  ?  How  long  is*t  ago^ 
Jack,  fince  thou  faw'ft  thine  own  knee  ? 

Fal.  My  own  knee  ?  when  I  was  about  thy  years, 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waift  j  I  could  have 
crept  into  any  alderman^s  thumb-ring  :  A  plague  of  figh- 
ing  and  grief!  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder.  There's 
villainous  news  abroad :  here  was  fir  John  Bracy  from 
your  father ;  you  muft  to  the  court  in  the  morning. 
That  fame  mad  fellow  of  the  north,  Percy  ;  and  he  <Jf 
Wales,  that  gave  Amaimon  the  baftinado,  and  made 
Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  devil  his  true  liegeman 

upon  the  crofs  of  a  Welfli  hook, What,  a  plague,  call 

you  him  ? 

PoiNs.  O,  Glendower. 

Fal.  Owen,  Owen;  the  fame ; — ^and  his  fon-in-law, 
Mortimer  ;  and  old  Northumberland  j  and  that  fpright- 
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ly  Scot  of  Scots,  Douglas,  that  runs  o'horfe-back  up  a 
hill  perpendicular. 

P.  Hen.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  his 
piftol  kills  a  fparrow  flying. 

FjiL.  You  have  hit  it. 

P.  Hen.  So  did  he  never  the  fparrow. 

Fal.  Well,  that  rafcal  hath  good  mettle  in  him ;  he 
will  not  run. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  what  a  rafcal  art  thou  then,  to  praife 
him  fo  for  running  ? 

Fal.  O'horfeback,  ye  cuckoo  ?  but,  afoot,  he  will  not 
budge  a  foot. 

P.  HSN.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  inflinft. 

Fal.  I  grant  ye,  upon  inftind.  Well,  he  is  there  too, 
and  one  Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blue-caps  more:  Wor- 
cefler  is  ftolen  away  to-night ;  thy  father's  beard  is  turn- 
ed white  with  the  news ;  you  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap 
as  ftinking  mackarel. 

P.  Hen.  Why  then,  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June, 
and  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  maidenheads 
as  they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundreds. 

Fal.  By  the  mafs,  lad,  thou  fay'ft  true  ;  it  is  like,  we 
fliall  have  good  trading  that  way.-^But,  tell  me,  Hal,  art 
thou  not  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir  apparent, 
could  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  enemies  again, 
as  that  fiend  Douglas,  that  fpirit  Percy,  and  that  devil 
Glendower  ?  Art  thou  not  horribly  afraid  ?  doth  not 
thy  blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Hen.  Not  a  whit,  i'faith;  I  lack  fome  of  thy  in- 
ftina. 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow, 
when  thou  comeft  to  thy  father:  if  thou  love  me,  prac- 
tife  an  anfwer. 


KING  HENRY  IV.  307 

T.  Hen.  Do  thbu  ftand  for  my  father,  and  examine 
me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal,  Shall  I  ?  content : ^This  chair  (hall  be  my  ftate^ 

this  dagger  my  fcepter,  and  this  cufhion  my  crown. 

P.  Hen.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  joint-ftool,  thy  golden 
fcepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crown^ 
for  a  pitiful  bald  crown  ! 

Fal.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of 

thee,- now  {halt  thou  be  moved Give  me  a  cup  of  fack, 

to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought  I 
have  wept ;  for  I  muft  fpeak  in  paflion,  and  I  will  do  it 
in  king  Cambyfes'  veiiii 

P.  Hen.  Weil,  here  is  my  leg. 

Fal.  And  here  is  my  fpeech  : — Stand  afide,  nobility. 

Host.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i'faith.  [vain. 

Fal.  Weep  not^  fweet  queen,  for  trickling  tears  are 

Host.  O  the  father,  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ! 

Fal.  For  God's  fake,  lofds,  convey  my  triftful  queen ^ 
For  tears  do  flop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Host.  O  rare  !  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  harlotry 
players,  as  I  ever  fee* 

Fal.  Peace,  good  pint-pot ;  peace,  good  tickle-brain. 
— Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel  where  thou  fpendeft  thy 
time,  but  alfo  how  thou  art  accompanied  :  for  though 
the  camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on^  the  fafter  it 
grows,  yet  youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  fooner  it 
wears.  That  thou  art  my  fon,  I  have  partly  thy  mo- 
ther's word,  partly  my  own  opinion  ;  but  chiefly,  a  vil- 
lainous trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  fooHfli  hanging  of  thy 
nether  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  fon 
to  me,  here  lies  the  point ; — Why,  being  fon  to  me, 
art  thou  fo  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the  blefTed  fun  of  hea- 
ven prove  a  micher,  and  eat  black-berries  ?  a  queflion 
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not  to  be  alk'd.  Shall  the  fon  of  England  prove  a  thief, 
and  take  purfes  ?  a  queftipn  to  be  afk'd.  Tliere  is  a 
thing,  Harry,  which  thou  haft  often  heard  of,  and  it  is 
known  to  many  in  our  land  by  the  name  of  pitch :  this 
pitch,  as  ancient  writers  do  report,  doth  defile  ;  fo  doth 
the  company  thou  keepeft  :  for,  Harry,  now  I  do  not 
fpeak  to  thee  in  drink,  but  in  tears  ;  not  in  pleafure,  but 
in  paflion ;  not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes  alfo  : — And 
yet  there  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in 
thy  company,  but  I  know  not  his  name. 

P.  Hen.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your  majefty  ? 

Fal.  a  good  portly  man,  i'faith,  and  a  corpulent ;  of 
a  cheerful  look,  a  pleafing  eye,  and  a  moft  noble  carriage; 
and,  as  I  think,  his  age  fome  fifty,  or,  by'r-lady,  inclin- 
ing to  threefcore ;  and  now  I  remember  me,  his  name 
is  FalftafF:  if  that  man  fliould  be  lewdly  given,  he  de- 
ceiveth  me  ;  for,  Harry,  I  fee  virtue  in  his  looks.  If  then 
the  tree  may  be  known  by  the  fruit,  as  the  fruit  by  the  tree, 
then,peremptorily  I  fpeak  it,  there  is  virtue  in  that  FalftafF: 
him  keep  with,  the  reft  banifh.  And  tell  me  now,  thou 
naughty  varlet,  tell  me,  where  haft  thou  been  this  month  ? 

P.  Hen.  Doft  thou  fpeak  like  a  king  ?  Do  thou  ftand 
for  me,  and  Fll  play  my  father. 

Tal.  Depofe  me  ?  if  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely,  fo 
majeftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by 
the  heels  for  a  rabbet-fucker,  or  a  poulter's  hare. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  here  I  am  fet. 

Fal.  And  here  I  ftand  : — judge,  my  mafters. 

P.  Hen.  Now,  Harry  ?  whence  come  you  ? 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eaftcheap. 

P.  Hen.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous. 
•  Fal.  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  falfe  : — nay,  Til  tickle 
ye  for  a  young  prince,  i'faith. 
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P.  Hen.  Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  boy  ?  henceforth 
ne'er  look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  carried  away  from 
grace :  there  is  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the  likenefs  of  a 
fat  old  man :  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.  Why  dofl 
thou  converfe  with  that  trunk  of  humours,  that  bolting- 
hutch  of  beaftlinefs,  that  fwoln  parcel  of  dropfies,  that 
huge  bombard  of  fapk,  that  ftufF'd  cloak-bag  of  guts, 
that  roafted  Manningtree  ox  with  the  pudding  in  his 
belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey  iniquity,  that  father 
ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years?  Wherein  is  he  good,  but  to 
tafte  fack  and  drink  it  ?  wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but 
to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it  ?  wherein  cunning,  but  in 
craft  ?  wherein  crafty,  but  in  villainy  ?  wherein  villain- 
ous, but  in  all  things  ?  wherein  worthy,  but  in  no- 
thing ? 

Fal.  I  would,  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you ; 
Wliom  means  your  grace  ? 

P.  Hen.  That  villainous  abominable  mifleader  of  youth, 
FalftafF,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

Fal.  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Hen.  I  know,  thou  dofl. 

Fal.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  of  him  than  in 
myfelf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old, 
(the  more  the  pity,)  his  white  hairs  do  witnefs  it :  but  that 
he  is  (faving  your  reverence,)  a  whoremafter,  that  I  ut- 
terly deny.  If  fack  and  fugar  be  a  fault,  God  help  the 
wicked  !  If  to  be  old  and  merry  be  a  fin,  then  many  an 
old  hofl  that  I  know,  is  damn'd :  if  to  be  fat  be  to  be 
hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be  loved.  No,  my 
good  lord  ;  banifh  Peto,  banifh  Bardolph,  banifh  Poins  : 
but  for  fweet  Jack  FalflafF,  kind  Jack  FalflafF,  true  Jack 
FalflafF,  vaUant  Jack  Falflaff,  and  therefore  more  valiant, 
being  as  he  is,  old  Jack  FalflafF,  banifh  not  him  thy 
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Harry's  company,  banifli  not  him  thy  Harry's  company  i 
banifli  plump  Jack,  and  banifli  all  the  world. 

P.  Hen.  I  do,  I  will.  [^A  knocking  beard., 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  Francis,  and  Bardolph. 
Re-enter  Bardolph,  running. 

Bard.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  j  the  fherifF,  with  a  moft 
monftrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

Fal.  Out,  you  rogue  !  play  out  the  play :  I  have  much 
to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  FalftafF. 

Re-enter  Hostess,  bajlily. 

Host.  O  Jefu,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Fal.  Heigh,  heigh !  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddleftick  2 
What's  the  matter  ? 

Host.  The  fheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door  2 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe  ;  Shall  I  let  them  in  ? 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  never  call  a  true  piece  of 
gold,  a  counterfeit :  thou  art  efTeutially  mad,  without 
ffeeming  fo. 

P.  Hen.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  inftind. 

Fal.  I  deny  your  major:  if  you  will  deny  the  (heriflf, 
fo ;  if  not,  let  him  enter  :  if  I  become  not  a  cart  as  well 
as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up  !  I  hope,  I 
ihall  as  foon  be  flrangled  with  a  halter,  as  another. 

P.  Hen.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  th^  arras ;— the  reft 
walk  up  above.  Now,  my  mailers,  for  a  true  face,  and 
good  confcience. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  haye  had:  but  their  date  is  out,  and 
therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

[Exeunt  all  but  tbe  Prince  and  Poins^ 

P.  Hen.  Call  in  the  fherifF. 

Enter  Sheriff,  and  Carrier. 
Now,  mafler  fherifF;  what's  your  will  with  me  ? 

^her.  Firfl,  pardon  me,  my  lorcj.     A  hue  and  cry 
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Hath  foUow'd  certain  men  into  this  houfe* 

P.  Hen.  What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  lord  j 
A  grofs  fat  man. 

CjIr.  As  fat  as  butter. 

F.  Hen.  The  man,  I  do  aflure  you,  is  not  here; 
For  I  myfelf  at  this  time  have  employ'd  him. 
And,  (heriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man. 
For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charged  withal : 
And  fo  let  me  entreat  you  leave  the  houfe. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  lord :  There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  loft  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Hen.  It  may  be  fo :  if  he  have  robb'd  thefe  men. 
He  Ihall  be  anfwerable ;  and  fo,  farewell. 

Sher.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Hen.  I  think,  it  is  good  morrow ;  Is  it  not  ? 

Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o^clock. 

[Exeunt  Sherriff  and  Carrier. 

P.  Hen.  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Paulas. 
Go,  call  him  forth. 

PoiNs.  Falftaff ! faft  afleep  behind  the  arras,  and 

fnorting  like  a  horfe. 

P.  Hen.  Hark  how  hard  he  fetches  breath  :  Search 
his  pockets.  [FoiNs/earcbes.]  What  haft  thou  found  ? 

FoiNs.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Let's  fee  what  they  be  :  read  them. 

PoiNs.  Item,  A  capon,  2s.  2d. 
Item,  Sauce,  4d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  5s.  8d. 
Item,  Anchovies,  and  fack  after  fupper,  2s.  6d. 
Item,  Bread,  a  halfpenny, 
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P.  Hen.  O  monftrous !  but  one  half-pennyworth  of 
bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  fack  ! — What  there  is 
elfe,  keep  clofe  ;  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  :  there 
let  him  fleep  till  day.  TU  to  the  court  in  the  morning  : 
we  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy  place  fhall  be  honour- 
able. I'll  procure  this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot ;  and, 
I  know,  his  death  will  be  a  march  of  twelve-fcore.  The 
money  fhall  be  paid  back  again  with  advantage.  Be 
with  me  betimes  in  the  morning ;  and  fo  good  morrow, 
Poins. 

PoiNs.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 


^Cr  III. 
SCENE  I.    Bangor.    ^  Room  in  the  Arcbdeacon^s  Houje. 
,    Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Mortimer^  and 

Glendower. 

MoRT.  Thefe  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  fure. 
And  our  indudion  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer, — and  coufin  Glendower,^-^ 

Will  you  fit  down  ? 

And,  uncle  Worcefter :— A  plague  upon  it  ? 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glend.  No,  here  it  is. 
5it,  coufin  Percy  ;  fit,  good  coufin  Hotfpur : 
For  by  that  name  as  oft  as  Lancafter 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,  his  cheek  looks  pale ;  and,  with 
A  rifing  figh,  he  wifheth  you  in  heaven. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  fpoke  of. 

Glend.  I  cannot  blame  him  :  at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 
pf  burning  creflTets  ;  and,  at  my  birth, 
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The  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hor.  Why,  fo  it  would  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother's  cat  had 
Put  kitten'd,  though  yourfelf  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Glend.  I  fay,  the  earth  did  fhake  when  I  was  bom. 

Hot.  And  I  fay,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind. 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you  it  fhook.  [tremble* 

Glend.  The  heavens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did 

Hot.  O,  then  the  earth  fhook  to  fee  the  heavens  on  fire. 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Difeafed  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  ftrange  eruptions :  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  cholick  pinch'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb  ;  which,  for  enlargement  ftriving. 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples,  and  mofs-grown  towers.    At  your  birth, 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  diflemperature, 
In  paffion  fhook. 

Glend.  Coufin,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  croffings.    Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again, — that,  at  my  birth. 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes ; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  flrangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields, 
Thefe  figns  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary ; 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fhow, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living, — clipped  in  with  the  fea 
That  chides  the  banks  of  England,  Scotland,  Wales, 
Which  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  fon, 
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Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art. 
Or  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.  1  think,  there  is  no  man  fpeaks  better  Welfh:— 
I  will  to  dinner. 

MoRT.  Peace,  coufin  Percy;  you  will  make  him  mad. 

Glend.  I  can  call  Ipirits  from  the  vafty  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  lb  can  I ;  or  fo  can  any  man  : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teiich  you,  coufin,  to  command 
Tlie  devil. 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  fhame  the  devil. 

By  telling  truth ;  Tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  devil 

It  thou  have  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  ril  be  fworn,  I  have  power  to  fhame  him  hence. 
O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  deviL 

MoRT.  Come,  come. 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke  made  head 
Againfl  my  power :  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 
And  fandy-bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  fent  him, 
Bootlefs  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too  ! 
How  Tcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ?  [right, 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map ;  Shall  we  divide  our 
According  to  our  threefold  order  ta'en  ? 

MoRT.  The  archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally : 
England,  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto. 
By  fouth  and  eafl,  is  to  my  part  alfign'd  : 
All  weflward,  Wales  beyond  the  Severn  fhorc, 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower  : — and,  dear  coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  oflf  from  Trent. 
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And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn : 

Which  being  fealed  interchangeably,  ^ 

(A  bufinefs  that  this  night  may  execute,) 

To-morrow,  coufin  Percy,  you,  and  I, 

And  my  good  lord  of  Worcefter,  will  fet  forth. 

To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottifh  power, 

As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewfbury. 

My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet. 

Nor  fhall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days : — 

Within  that  fpace,  [To  Glend.I  you  may  have  drawn 

together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

Glend.  A  fhorter  time  (hall  fend  me  to  you,  lords. 
And  in  my  conduct  fhall  your  ladies  come  : 
From  whom  you  now  muft  fteal,  and  take  no  leave ; 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  Ihed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot.  Methinks,  my  moiety,  north  from  Burton  here. 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  cranking  in. 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  befl  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half-moon,  a  monftrous  cantle  out. 
I'll  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up ; 
And  here  the  fmug  and  filver  Trent  Ihall  run. 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly : 
It  fhall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  indent. 
To  robe  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind  ?  it  fhall,  it  mufl ;  you  fee,  it  doth^ 

MoRT.  Yea, 
But  mark,  how  he  bears  his  courfe,  and  runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide ; 
Gelding  the  oppofed  continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  frpm  you* 
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WoR.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here. 
And  on  this  north  fide  win  this  cape  of  land ; 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  fo  ;  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glend/  I  will  not  have  it  altered. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend.  No,  nor  you  fhall  not. 

Hot.  Who  fhall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  underfland  you  then. 
Speak  it  in  Welfh. 

Glend.  I  can  fpeak  Englifh,  lord,  as  well  as  you ; 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Englifh  court : 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  Englifh  ditty,  lovely  well. 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament ; 
A  virtue  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I'm  glad  oft  with  all  my  heart ; 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry — mew, 
Than  one  of  thefe  fame  metre  ballad-mongers  : 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canflick  tum'd. 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  fet  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge, 
Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  poetry ; 
'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  fhuffling  nag. 

Glend.  Come,  you  fhall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care :  I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well-deferving  friend  ; 
But,  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  fhall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend.  The  moon  fhines  fair,  you  may  away  by  night ; 
I'll  hafle  the  writer,  and,  withal. 
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Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence  : 

I  am  afraid,  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 

So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  \_Exit. 

MoRT.  Fie,  coufin  Percy !  how  you  crofs  my  father  ! 

Hot.  I  cannot  choofe  :  fometimes  he  angers  me, 
With  telling  me  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  prophecies  j 
And  of  a  dragon,  and  a  finlefs  fifh, 
A  clip-wing'd  griffin,  and  a  moulten  raven, 
A  couching  lion,  and  a  ramping  cat, 
And  fuch  a  deal  of  fkimble-fkamble  fluff 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.     I  tell  you  what, — 
He  held  me,  but  lafl  night,  at  leafl  nine  hours, 
In  reckoning  up  the  feveral  devils'  names,  [to, — 

That  were  his  lackeys  :  I  cried,  humph, — and  well,— go 
But  marked  him  not  a  word.     O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  is  a  tired  horfe,  a  railing  wife  ; 
Worfe  than  a  fmoky  houfe  : — ^I  had  rather  live 
With  cheefe  and  garlick,  in  a  windmill,  far. 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me. 
In  any  fummerhoufe  in  Chriflendom. 

MoRT.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman; 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  flrange  concealments  ;  valiant  as  a  lion. 
And  wond'rous  affable  ;  and  as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India.     Shall  I  tell  you,  coufin  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refped, 
And  curbs  himfelf  even  of  his  natural  fcope. 
When  you  do  crofs  his  humour  ;  'faith,  he  does  : 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive. 
Might  fo  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done. 
Without  the  tafle  of  danger  and  reproof; 
But  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  entreat  you. 
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WoR.ln  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilfulblame  i 
And  fince  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough    . 
To  put  him  quite  befide  his  patience. 
You  muft  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault : 
Though  fometimes  it  (how  greatnefs,  courage,  blood, 
(And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you,) 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfh  rage, 
Defe6l  of  manners,  want  of  government, 
Pride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain  : 
The  lead  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Lofeth  men's  hearts  ;  and  leaves  behind  a  ftain  . 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides, . 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation.  [fpeed ! 

Hot,  Well,  I  am  fchool'd ;   Good  manners  be  your 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 
.Re-enter  Glendower,  with  the  Ladies. 

MoRT.  This  is  the  deadly  fpite  that  angers  me,— 
My  wife  can  fpeak  no  Englifh,  I  no  Welfli.  [you, 

Glend.  My  daughter  weeps ;  flie  will  not  part  with 
She'll  be  a  foldier  too,  flie'U  to  the  wars.  [Percy, 

MoRT.  Good  father,  tell  her, — that  (he,  and  my  aunt 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduct  fpeedily. 

{Glendower  /peaks  to  his  daughter  in  Welfli,  andjbt 
anfwers  bim  in  the  fame. 

Glend.  She's  defperate  here;  a peevifli  felf-wiU'd har- 

One  no  perfuafion  can  do  good  upon.  [lotry 

\Lady  M. /peaks  to  Mortimer  in  Welfh, 

MoRT.  I  underftand  thy  looks :  that  pretty  Welfti 
Which  thou  poured  down  from  thefe  fwelling  heavens, 
I  am  too  perfeft  in ;  and,  but  for  fhame, 
In  fuch  a. parly  would  I  anfwer  thee.      [Lady  M. /peaks. 
I  underftand  thy  kiffes,  and  thou  mine^ 
And  that's  a  feeling  difputation ; 
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But  I  ^ill  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language ;  for  thy  tongue 
Make^  Welfh  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  a  fummer's  bower, 
With  ravifhing  divifion,  to  her  lute. 

Glend.  Nay,  if  you  melt,  then  will  Ihe  run  mad.    , 

[Lady  M. /peaks  agmtu 

MoRT.  O,  I  am  ignorance  itfelf  in  this. 

Glend.  She  bids  you 
Upon  the  wanton  ruflies  lay  you  down, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  fhe  will  iing  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  your  eyelids  crown  the  god  of  fleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleafing  heavinefs ; 
Making  fuch  difference  'twixt  wake  and  fleep, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night. 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly-harnefs'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progrefs  in  the  eaft. 

MoRT.  With  all  my  heart  Til  fit,  and  hear  her  fing: 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glen.  Do  fo ; 
And  thofe  muficians  that  fhall  play  to  you. 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  leagues  from  hence ; 
Yet  ftraight  they  fhall  be  here  :  fit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfedl  in  lying  down : 
Come,  quick,  quick  ;  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap, 

Ljdt  p.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe. 

G LEN DOWER  /peaks  Jome  Welfh  words ^  and  then 
the  mu/ick  plays. 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive,  the  devil  underflands  Welfh ; 
And  'tis  no  marvel,  he's  fo  humorous. 
By'r-lady,  he's  a  good  mufician. 

Lady  P.  Then  fhould  you  be  nqthing  but  mufical ;  for 
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you  are  altogether  govem'd  by  humours.     Lie  ftill,  ye 
thief,  and  hear  the  lady  fing  in  Welfh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  brach,  howl  in  Irifli. 

Lady  P.  Would'ft  thou  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hot.  No. 

i^DrP.  Thenbe  ftill. 
•  Hot.  Neither  ;  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 

Ladt  p.  Now  God  help  thee  ! 

Hot.  To  the  Welfli  lady's  bed. 

Ladt  p.  What's  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace  !  flie  fings. 

j4  Welfli  SoNofung  by  Lady  M. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  I'll  have  your  fong  too. 

Lady  P.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 

Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  footh !  'Heart,  you  fwear  like 
a  comfit-maker's  wife  !  Not  you,  in  good  footh ;  and.  As 
true  as  I  live  j  and,  As  God  fliall  mend  me ;  and,  As  fure 
as  day : 

And  giv'ft  fuch  farcenet  furety  for  thy  oaths. 
As  if  thou  never  walk'dft  further  than  Finfl)ury. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  Uke  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath ;  and  leave  in  footh. 
And  fuch  proteft  of  pepper-gingerbread. 
To  velvet-guards,  and  funday-citizens. 
Come,  fing. 

Ladt  p.  I  will  not  fing. 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  red-bread 
teacher.  An  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I'll  away  within 
thefe  two  hours ;  and  fo  come  in  when  ye  will.      [Exit. 

Glend.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer ;  you  are  as  flow. 
As  hot  lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this  our  book  's  drawn ;  we'll  but  feal,  and  then 
To  horfe  immediately- 
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MoRT.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    London.    ^  Room  in  the  Palace. 
'    Enter  King  Hbnr  r,  Prince  of  Walss,  and  Lords. 

K.  Hen.  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  the  prince  of  Wales 
and  I, 
Muft  have  fome  conference  :  But  be  near  at  hand^ 

For  we  fhall  prefently  have  need  of  you. 

[Exeunt  Lords. 
I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  fo. 
For  fome  difpleafing  fervice  I  have  done, 
That,  in  his  fecret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He'll  breed  revengement  and  a  fcourge  for  mc  j 
But  thou  doft,  in  thy  paflages  of  life. 
Make  me  beUeve, — ^that  thou  art  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heaven, 
To  punifh  my  miftreadings.     Tell  me  elfe. 
Could  fuch  inordinate,  and  low  defires. 
Such  poor,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attempts. 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fociety. 
As  thou  art  matched  withal,  and  grafted  to. 
Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood, 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Hen.  So  pleafe  your  majefty,  I  would,  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excufe. 
As  well  as,  I  am  doubtlefs,  I  can  purge 
Myfelf  of  many  I  am  charged  withal  : 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg. 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd, — 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  greatnels  needs  muft  hear,— 
By  fmiling  pick-thanks  and  bafe  newfmongers, 
I  may,  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wandered  and  irregular, 
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Find  pardon  on  my  true  fubraiflion. 

K.  Hen.  God  pardon  thee ! — yet  let  me  wonder,  Harry, 
At  thy  afFedlions,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  anceftors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loft. 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupplied ; 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  blood : 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd  ;  and  the  foul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  forethink  thy  fall. 
Had  I  fo  lavifli  of  my  prefence  been. 
So  common  hackney 'd  in  the  eyes  of  men. 
So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company ; 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown, 
Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  pofleflion  ; 
And  left  me  in  reputelefs  baniftiment, 
A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 
By  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  ftir, 
But^  like  a  comet,  I  was  wonder'd  at : 
That  men  would  tell  their  children.  This  is  be; 
Others  would  fay, — Where?  which  is  Boltnghroke  ? 
And  then  I  ftole  all  courtefy  from  heaven. 
And  drefs'd  myfelf  in  fuch  humility. 
That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts. 
Loud  fhouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths, 
Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  king. 
Thus  did  I  keep  my  perfon  frcfti,  and  new; 
My  prefence,  like  a  robe  pontifical. 
Ne'er  feen,  but  wonder'd  at :  and  fo  my  ftate,, 
Seldom,  but  fumptuous,  ftiowed  like  a  feaft ; 
And  won,  by  rarenefs,  fuch  folemnity. 
The  fkipping  king,  he  ambled  up  and  down 
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With  (hallow  jefters,  and  rafli  bavin  wits. 

Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burn'd  :  carded  his  ftate ; 

Mingled  his  royalty  with  capering  fools ; 

Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcoms  j 

And  gave  his  countenance,  againft  his  name. 

To  laugh  at  gibing  boys,  and  ftand  the  pufli 

Of  every  beardlefs  vain  comparative  : 

Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 

EnfeofPd  himfelf  to  popularity  : 

That,  being  daily  fwallow'd  by  men's  eyes, 

They  furfeited  with  honey  ;  and  began 

To  loath  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 

So,  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen. 

He  was  but  as  the  cuckoo  is  in  June, 

Heard,  not  regarded;  feen,  but  with  fuch  eyes, 

As,  fick  and  blunted  with  community, 

AiFord  no  extraordinary  gaze, 

Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  majefly 

When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  eyes  : 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eyelids  down, 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendered  fuch  afpecS 

As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  adverfaries ; 

Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorged,  and  full. 

And  in  that  very  hne,  Harry,  fland'ft  thou : 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  princely  privilege. 

With  vile  participation  ;  not  an  eye 

But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  fight, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more ; 

Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  have  it  do. 

Make  blind  itfelf  with  foolifli  tendemefs. 

P.  Hen.  I  fliall  hereafter,  my  thrice  gracious  lord. 
Be  more  myfelf. 

X  ij       . 
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K.  Hen.  For  all  the  vroxXA, 
As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Ravenfpxirg ; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  (cepter,  and  my  foul  to  boot. 
He  hath  more  worthy  intereft  to  the  ftate. 
Than  thou,  the  (hadow  of  fucceffion : 
For,  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right. 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  harnefs  in  the  realm ; 
Turns  head  againft  the  lion's  armed  jaws ; 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou, 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bifliops  on. 
To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruifing  arms. 
MTiat  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Againft  renowijed  Douglas ;  whofe  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incurfions,  and  great  name  in  arms, 
Holds  from  all  foldiers  chief  majority, 
And  military  title  capital, 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift  ? 
Thrice  hath  this  Hotfpur  Mars  in  Iwathing  clothes, 
This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprizes 
Difcomfited  great  Douglas :  ta'en  him  once. 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him. 
To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up. 
And  fhake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 
And  what  fay  you  to  this  ?  Percy^  Northumberland, 
The  archbifhop's  grace  of  York,  Douglas,  Mortimer^ 
Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 
But  wherefore  do  I  tell  thefe  news  to  thee  ? 
Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes. 
Which  art  my  near'ft  and  deareft  enemy  ? 
Thou  that  art  like  enough, — through  vailal  fear, 
Bafe  inclination,  and  the  flart  of  fplcen, 
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To  fight  againft  me  under  Percy's  pay^ 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  curtTy  at  his  frowns, 
To  Ihow  how  much  degenerate  thou  art. 

P.  Hen.  Do  not  think  fo,  you  fliall  not  find  it  fo  : 
And  God  forgive  them,  that  fo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  liiajefty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me  ! 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head. 
And,  in  the  clofing  of  fome  glorious  day. 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  fon ; 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood. 
And  ftain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mafk, 
Which,  wafli'd  away,  fhall  fcour  my  fhame  with  it. 
And  that  fliall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown. 
This  gallant  Hotfpur,  this  all-praifed  knight. 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet : 
For  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 
'Would  they  were  multitudes ;  and  on  my  bead 
My  fhames  redoubled  I  for  the  time  will  come. 
That  I  fhall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  fador,  good  my  lord. 
To  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf; 
And  I  will  call  him  to  fo  fbrid  account. 
That  he  fhall  render  every  glory  up. 
Yea,  even  the  flightefl  worfhip  of  his  time. 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promife  here : 
The  which  if  he  be  pleas'd  I  fhall  perform, 
I  do  befeech  your  majefly,  may  falve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance ; 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bands ; 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths^ 
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Ere  break  the  fmalleft  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K.  Hen.  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this  : — 
Thou  fhalt  have  charge,  and  fovereign  truft,  herein. 

Enter  Blunt. 
How  now,  good  Blunt  ?  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 

Blunt.  So  hath  the  bufinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word, — 
That  Douglas,  and  the  EngUlh  rebels,  met. 
The  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewfbury  : 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are. 
If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand, 
As  ever  ofFer'd  foul  play  in  a  ftate. 

K.  Hen.  The  earl  of  Weftmoreland  fet  forth  to-day  j 
With  him  my  fon,  lord  John  of  Lancafter ; 
For  this  advertifement  is  five  days  old : — 
On  Wednefday  next,  Harry,  you  fhall  fet 
Forward ;  on  Thurfday,  we  ourfelves  will  march  : 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgnorth  :  and,  Harry,  you 
Shall  march  through  Glofterfhire ;  by  which  account, 
Our  bufinefs  valued,  fome  twelve  days  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  fhall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinefs :  let's  away ; 
Advantage  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  delay.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  111.    Eaftcheap.    A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head 

Tavern. 
Enter  Fa l staff  and  Bardolph. 
Fal.  Bardolph,  am  I  not  fallen  away  vilely  fince  this 
laft  adion  ?  do  I  not  bate  ?  do  I  not  dwindle  ?  WTiy,  my 
fkin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  lady's  loofe  gown ;  I  am 
wither'd  like  an  old  apple- John.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and 
that  fuddenly,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking;  I  fliall  be  out 
of  heart  fliortly,  and  then  I  fliall  have  no  fljrength  to  re-p 
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pent.  An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  infide  of  a 
church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  pepper-corn,  a  brewer's  horfe : 
the  infide  of  a  church  :  Company,  villainous  company, 
hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me. 

Bakd.  Sir  John,  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 

Fal.  Why,  there  is  it : — come,  fing  me  a  bawdy  fong; 
make  me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as  a  gentle- 
man need  to  be  ;  virtuous  enough  ;  fwore  little  ;  diced, 
not  above  feven  times  a  week  ;  went  to  a  bawdy-houfe, 
not  above  once  in  a  quarter — of  an  hour  ;  paid  money 
that  I  borrowed,  three  or  four  times  ;  lived  well,  and  in 
good  compafs :  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all 
compafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  fo  fat,  fir  John,  that  you  muft 
needs  be  out  of  all  compafs ;  out  of  all  reafonable  com- 
pafs, fir  John. 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  Til  amend  my 
life  :  Thou  art  our  admiral,  thou  beareft  the  lantern  in 
the  poop, — but  'tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee ;  thou  art  the 
knight  of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  fir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

Fal.  No,  Til  be  fworn  ;  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it  as 
iTiany  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memejito  mori: 
I  never  fee  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell-fire,  and 
Dives  that  lived  in  purple  ;  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes, 
burning,  burning.  If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to  vir- 
tue, I  would  fwear  by  thy  face ;  my  oath  fliould  be.  By 
this  fire  :  but  thou  art  altogether  given  over  ;  and  wert 
indeed,  but  for  the  light  in  thy  face,  the  fon  of  utter 
darknefs.  When  thou  ran'ft  up  Gads-bill  in  the  night 
to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did  not  think  thou  hadft  been  an 
ignis  fatuus,  or  a  ball  of  wildfire,  there's  no  purchafe.  in 
money.     O,  thou  art  a  perpetual  triumph,  an  everlafl;- 
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ing  bonfire-light !  Thou  haft  faved  me  a  thoufand  marks 
in  links  and  torches,  walking  with  thee  in  the  night  be- 
twixt tavern  and  tavern  :  but  the  fack  that  thou  haft 
drunk  me,  would  have  bought  me  lights  as  good  cheap, 
at  the  deareft  chandler's  in  Europe.  I  have  maintained 
that  falamander  of  yours  with  fire,  any  time  this  two  and 
thirty  years ;  Heaven  reward  me  for  it ! 

Bard.  'Sblood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly ! 

Fal.  God-a-mercy !  fo  fhould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart- 
bum'd. 

Enter  Hostess. 
How  now,  dame  Partlet  the  hen  ?  have  you  inquired  yet, 
who  pick'd  my  pocket  ? 

Host.  Why,  fir  John !  what  do  you  think,  fir  John  ? 
Do  you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  houfe?  I  have  fearch'd, 
I  have  inquired,  fo  has  my  hufband,  man  by  man,  boy 
by  boy,  fervant  by  fervant :  the  tithe  of  a  hair  was  never 
loft  in  my  houfe  before. 

Fal.  You  lie,  hoftefs  ;  Bardolph  was  fliaved,  and  loft 
many  a  hair :  and  V\\  be  fwom,  my  pocket  was  picked  : 
Go  to,  you  are  a  woman,  go. 

Host.  Who  I  ?  I  defy  thee  :  I  was  never  calPd  fo  in 
mine  own  houfe  before. 

Fal.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Host.  No,  fir  John;  you  do  not  know  me,  fir  John  :  I 
know  you,  fir  John ;  you  owe  me  money,  fir  John,  and 
now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it :  I  bought 
you  a  dozen  of  ftiirts  to  your  back. 

Fal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them  a- 
way  to  bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  bolters  of 
them.  * 

Host.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  hoUand  of  eight 
fhiliings  an  ell.     You  owe  money  here  befides,  fir  John, 
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for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings,  and  money  lent  you, 
four  and  twenty  pound. 

Fjl.  He  had  his  part  of  it ;  let  him  pay. 

Host.  He  ?  alas,  he  is  poor ;  he  hath  nothing. 

FjfL.  How!  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face ;  What  call  you 
rich  ?  let  them  coin  his  nofe,  let  them  coin  his  cheeks ; 
I'll  not  pay  a,  denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  younker 
of  me  ?  fhall  I  not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  inn,  but  I 
ihall  have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a  feal-ring  of 
my  grandfather's,  worth  forty  mark. 

Host.  O  Jefu !  I  have  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  I 
know  not  how  oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper. 

FjIl.  How  I  the  prince  is  a  Jack,  a  fneal^-cup  ;  and,  if 
he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he  would 
fay  fo. 

Enter  Prince  Henrt  and  PoiNSy  marching.     Falstafj^ 
meets  the  Prince  ^  plciying  on  bis  truncheon,  like  a  fife. 

Fal.  How  now,  lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  door,  i'faith? 
muft  we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate-falhion. 

Host.  My  lord,  I  pray  you,  hear  me. 

P.  Hen.  What  fay'ft  thou,  miftrefs  Quickly  ?  How  does 
thy  hufband?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  honcft  man* 

Host.  Good  ray  lord,  hear  me. 

Fal.  Pr'ythee,  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

P.  Hen.  What  fay'ft  thou.  Jack  ? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the  arras, 
and  had  my  pocket  pick'd :  this  houfe  is  tum'd  bawdy- 
houfe,  they  pick  pockets. 

P.  Hen.  What  didft  thou  lofe.  Jack  ? 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal  ?  three  or  four  bonds 
of  forty  pound  a-piece,  and  a  feal-ring  of  my  grandfa- 
ther's. 
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P.  Hen.  a  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 

Host.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord ;  and  I  faid,  I  heard 
your  grace  fay  fo :  And,  my  lord,  he  fpeaks  moft  vilely 
of  you,  hke  a  foul-mouth'd  man  as  he  is  ;  and  faid,  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

P.  Hen.  What !  he  did  not  ? 

Host.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood  in 
me  elfe- 

FjiL.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  ftew'd 
prune  j  nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  than  in  a  drawn  fox ; 
and  for  womanhood,  maid  Marian  may  be  the  deputy's 
wife  of  the  ward  to  thee.    Go,  you  thing,  go. 

Host.  Say,  what  thing  ?  what  thing  ? 

Fal.  What  thing  ?  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Host.  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou 
fhould'ft  know  it ;  I  am  an  honeft  man's  wife  :  and,  fet- 
ting  thy  knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call  me  fo. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  womanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beaft  to 
fay  otherwife. 

Host.  Say,  what  beaft,  thou  knave  thou  ? 

Fal.  What  beaft  ?  why,  an  otter. 

P.  Hen.  An  otter,  fir  John  !  why  an  otter  ? 

Fal.  Why  ?  fhe's  neither  fifh,  nor  flefh;  a  man  knows 
not  where  to  have  her. 

Host.  Thou  art  an  imjuft  man  in  faying  fo;  thou  or 
any  man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou  knave  thou  ! 

P.  Hen.  Thou  fay'ft  true,  hoftefs ;  and  he  flanders  thee 
moft  grofsly. 

Host.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord ;  and  faid  this  other 
day,  you  ought  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

Fal.  a  thoufand  pound,  Hal  ?  a  million :  thy  love  is 
worth  a  million ;  thou  oweft  me  thy  love. 
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*  Host.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  called  you  Jack,  and  faid,  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

Fal.  Did  I,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Indeed,  fir  John,  you  faid  fo. 

Fal.  Yea;  if  he  faid,  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Hen.  I  fay,  'tis  copper  :  Darefl  thou  be  as  good  as 
thy  word  now  ? 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  man,  I 
dare :  but,  as  thou  art  prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  the 
roaring  of  the  Uon's  whelp. 

P.  Hen.  And  why  not,  as  the  lion  ? 

Fal.  The  king  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  lion :  Doft 
thou  think.  Til  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy  father  ?  nay,  an  I 
do,  I  pray  God,  my  girdle  break  ! 

P.  Hen.  O,  if  it  fhould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about 
thy  knees !  But,  firrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith,  truth, 
nor  honefty,  in  this  bofom  of  thine  ;  it  is  all  filled  up 
with  guts,  and  midriff.  Charge  an  honed  woman  with 
picking  thy  pocket !  Why,  thou  whorefon,  impudent, 
embofs'd  rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket 
but  tavern-reckonings,  memorandums  of  bawdy-houfes, 
and  one  poor  pennyworth  of  fugar-candy  to  make  thee 
long-winded ;  if  thy  pocket  were  enriched  with  any  other 
injuries  but  thefe,  I  am  a  villain.  And  yet  you  will  ftand 
to  it ;  you  will  not  pocket  up  wrong  :  Art  thou  not  a- 
fham'd  ? 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  thou  know'ft,  in  the  ftate 
of  innocency,  Adam  fell ;  and  what  fhould  poor  Jack 
FalftafF  do,  in  the  days  of  villainy  ?  Thou  feeft,  I  have 
more  flefh  than  another  man  ;  and  therefore  more  frail- 
ty.  You  confefs  then,  you  pick'd  my  pocket  ? 

P.  Hen.  It  appears  fo  by  the  ftory, 

Fal.  Hoftefs,  I  forgive  thee :  Go,  make  ready  break- 
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faft ;  love  thy  hufband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  cherifli  thy 
guefts  ;  thou  fhalt  find  me  tra6lable  to  any  honeft  rea- 
fon  :  thou  feed,  I  am  pacified- — Still  ? — Nay,  pr'ythee, 
be  gone.  [Exit  Hostess.}  I^ow,  Hal,  to  the  news  at 
court :  for  the  robbery,  lad, — How  is  that  anfwer*d  ? 

jP.  Hen.  O,  my  fweet  beef,  I  muft  ftill  be  good  angel 
to  thee  : — ^The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back^  'tis  a  double 
labour. 

P.  Hen.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  may 
do  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do'ft, 
and  do  it  with  unwafh'd  hands  (oo. 

Bard.  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  I  have  procured  thee.  Jack,  a  charge  of  foot. 

Fal.  I  would,  it  had  been  of  horfe.  Where  (ball  I  find 
one  that  can  (leal  well  ?  O  for  a  fine  thief,  of  the  age  of 
two  and  twenty,  or  thereabouts  !  I  am  heinoufly  unpro- 
vided. Well,  God  be  thanked  for  thefe  rebels,  they  of- 
fend none  but  the  virtuous ;  1  laud  them,  I  praife  them. 

P.  Hen.  Bardolph, 

Bard.  My  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of  Lan* 
cafter. 

My  brother  John ;  this  to  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland 

Go,  Poins,  to  horfe,  to  horfe ;  for  thou,  and  I, 

Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time. 

Jack, 

Meet  me  to-morrow  i'  the  Temple-hall 

At  two  o'clock  i'the  afternoon : 

There  (halt  thou  know  thy  charge ;  and  there  receive 

Money,  and  order  for  their  furniture. 

The  land  is  burning  ;  Percy  Hands  on  high  i 
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And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lie. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  PoiNSy  and  JSardolph. 

Fal.  Rare  words !  brave  world! Hoftefs,  my  break- 

faft;  come: — 
O,  I  could  wifli,  this  tavern  were  my  drum  1  [Exk. 

■  '  — '-' 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.    The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewlbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcbstbr,  and  Douglas. 

Hot.  Well  faid,  my  noble  Scot :  If  fpeaking  truth. 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  jhought  flattery. 
Such  attribution  fliould  the  Douglas  have, 
As  not  a  foldier  of  this  feafon's  flamp 
Should  go  fo  general  current  through  the  world. 
By  heaven,  I  cannot  flatter ;  I  defy 
The  tongues  of  foothers  ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love,  hath  no  man  than  yourfclf : 
Nay,  tafk  me  to  my  word  ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Doug.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour : 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Hot.  Do  fo,  and  'tis  well : — 

Enter  a  Messenger,  with  Letters. 
What  letters  hafl:  thou  there  ? — ^I  can  but  thank  you. 

Mess.  Thefe  letters  come  from  your  father. — 

Hot.  Letters  from  him !  why  comes  he  not  hunfelf  ? 

Mess.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord,  he's  grievous  fick. 

Hot.  'Zounds  !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick. 
In  fuch  a  jufl:ling  time  ?  Who  leads  his  power  ? 
Under  whofe  government  come  they  along  ? 

Mess.  His  letters  bear  his  miod,  not  I,  my  lord. 

WoR.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  kcq)  his  bed? 
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Mess.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  fet  forth ; 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  phyficians. 

WoR.  I  would,  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole. 
Ere  he  by  ficknefs  had  been  vifited  ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now !  droop  now !  this  ficknefs  doth  infedl 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize  ; 

'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp 

He  writes  me  here, ^that  inward  ficknefs — 

And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 

So  foon  be  drawn ;  nor  did  he  think  it  meet. 

To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 

On  any  foul  removed,  but  on  his  own. 

Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement, — 

That  with  our  fmall  conjunction,  we  fhould  on. 

To  fee  how  fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us  : 

For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now ; 

Becaufe  the  king  is  certainly  poflTefs'd 

Of  all  our  purpofes.     What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

WoR.  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.  a  perilous  gafh,  a  very  limb  lopp'd  off: — 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not ;  his  prefent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  (hall  find  it : — Were  it  good, 
To  fet  the  exaft  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  cafl:  ?  to  fet  fo  rich  a  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour  ? 
It  were  not  good  :  for  therein  fhould  we  read 
The  very  bottom  and  the  foul  of  hope  ; 
The  very  lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes.  , 

Doug.  'Faith,  and  fo  we  fliould  ; 
Where  now  remains  a  fweet  reverfion : 
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We  may  boldly  fpend  upon  tlie  hope  of  what 

Is  to  come  in  : 

A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  a  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto, 
If  that  the  devil  and  mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

WoR.  But  yet,  I  would  your  father  had  been  here. 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion  :  It  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away. 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  mere  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence  ; 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  faction, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe  : 
For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  fide 
Mufl  keep  aloof  from  flrift  arbitrement ; 
And  flop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reafon  may  pry  in  upon  U3 : 
This  abfence  of  your  father's  draws  a  curtain, 
That  fhows  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot.  You  flrain  too  far. 
I,  rather,  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe  ; — 
It  lends  a  luflre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprize. 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here :  for  men  mufl  think, 
If  we,  without  his  help,  can  make  a  head 
To  pufli  againfl  the  kingdom ;  with  his  help, 
We  fhall  overturn  it  topfy-turvy  down. — 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Doug.  As  heart  can  think :  there  is  not  fuch  a  word. 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  term  of  fear. 
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Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  coufin  Vernon  !  welcome,  by  my  foul. 

Ver.  Pray  Gk)d,  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lorcL 
The  Earl  of  Weftmorland,  feven  thoufand  ftrong. 
Is  marching  hitherwards ;  with  him,  prince  John. 

Hot  No  harm :  What  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  leam'd, — 
The  king  himfelf  in  perfon  is  fet  forth, 
Or  hitherwaSrds  intended  fpeedily. 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  He  fhall  be  welcome  too.     Where  is  his  £bn,' 
That  nimble-footed  mad-cap  prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,  that  dafF'd  the  world  afide. 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Ver.  All  fumifh'd,  all  in  arms. 
All  plum'd  like  eftridges,  that  wing  the  wind ; 
Bated  like  eagles  having  lately  bath'd ; 
Glittering  in  golden  coats,  like  images  ; 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  fun  at  midfummer  ; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry, — ^with  his  beaver  on. 
His  cuifles  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, — 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat. 
As  if  an  angel  dropped  down  from  the  clouds. 
To  turn,  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemanihip. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more ;  worfe  than  the  fun  in  IMburch^ 
This  praife  doth  nouri(h  agues.     Let  them  come ; 
They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim. 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  fmoky  war. 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  dbem : 
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The  mailed  Mars  fliall  on  his  altar  fit. 

Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.     I  am  on  fire, 

To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh,  '^ 

And  yet  not  ours : — Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe. 

Who  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunderbolt, 

Againft  the  bofom  of  the  prince  of  Wales  : 

Harry  to  Harry  ihall,  hot  horfe  to  horfe. 

Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  corfe.— 

O,  that  Glendower  were  come  ! 

Fer.  There  is  more  news  : 
I  learn'd  in  Worcefter,  as  I  rode  along. 
He  cannot  draw  his  power  this  fourteen  days. 

Doug.  That's  the  worft  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet. 

WoR.  Ay,  by  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 

Hot.  What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach  unto  ? 

Fer.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be ; 
My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away. 
The  powers  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpeedily  : 
Doomfday  is  near ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Doug.  Talk  not  of  dying ;  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL    A  puhlick  Road  near  Coventry. 
Enter  Fa L staff  and  Bardolph. 
Fal.  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry ;  fill  mc 
a  bottle  of  fack  :  our  foldiers  (hall  march  through  j  we'll 
to  Sutton-Colfield  to-night. 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain  ? 
Fal.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 
Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 
Vol.  III.  Y 
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Fal.  An'  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour;  and  if  it 
make  twenty,  take  them  all,  TU  anfwer  the  coinage. 
Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard.  I  will,  captain  :  farewell.  [Exit. 

Fal.  If  1  be  not  afliamed  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a  fouced 
gurnet.  I  have  mifufed  the  king's  prefs  damnably.  I 
have  got,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  foldiers, 
three  hundred  and  odd  pounds.  I  prefs  me  none  but 
good  houfeholders,  yeomen's  fons  :  inquire  me  out  con- 
traded  bachelors,  fuch  as  had  been  afk'd  twice  on  the 
bans ;  fuch  a  commodity  of  warm  (laves,  as  had  as  lief 
hear  the  devil  as  a  drum  ;  fuch  as  fear  the  report  of  a 
caliver,  worfe  than  a  ftruck  fowl,  or  a  hurt  wild-duck. 
I  prefs'd  me  none  but  fuch  toafts  and  butter,  with  hiearts 
in  their  bellies  no  bigger  than  pins'  heads,  and  they  have 
bought  out  their  fervices ;  and  now  my  whole  charge 
confifls  of  ancients,  corporals,  lieutenants,  gentlemen  of 
companies.  Haves  as  ragged  as  Lazarus  in  the  painted 
cloth,  where  the  glutton's  dogs  Ucked  his  fores:  and 
fuch  as,  indeed,  were  never  foldiers  ;  but  difcarded  un- 
juft  ferving-men,  younger  fons  to  younger  brothers,  re- 
volted tapfters,  and  oftlers  trade-fallen  ;  the  cankers  of  a 
calm  world,  and  a  long  peace ;  ten  times  more  difho- 
nourable  ragged  than  an  old  faced  ancient :  and  fuch 
have  I,  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of  them  that  have  bought 
out  their  fervices  ;  that  you  would  think,  that  I  had  a 
hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd  prodigals,  lately  come  from 
fwine-keeping,  from  eating  draff  and  hufks.  A  mad  fel- 
low met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all 
the  gibbets,  and  prefs'd  the  dead  bodies.  No  eye  hath 
feen  fuch  fcare-crows.  I'll  not  march  through  Coventry 
with  them,  that's  flat : — Nay,  and  the  villains  march 
wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  gyves  on  j  for,  in- 
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deed,  I  had  the  moft  of  them  out  of  prifdn.  There's 
but  a  fhirt  and  a  half  in  all  my  company :  and  the  half- 
fhirt  is  two  napkins,  tack'd  together,  and  thrown  over 
the  fhoulders  like  i  herald's  coat  without  fleeves  j  and 
the  ftiirt,  to  fay  the  truth,  flolen  from  my  hoft  at 
faint  Alban's,  or  the  red-nofe  inn-keeper  of  Daintry. 
But  that's  all  one ;  they'll  find  lin^ti  enough  on  every 
hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Westmoreland. 

P.  Hen.  How  now,  blown  Jack  ?  hoW  now,  quilt  ? 

Fal.  What,  Hal  ?  how  now,  mad  wag  ?  what  a  devfl 

doft  thou  in  Warwickfhire  ? ^My  good  lord  of  Wefl- 

moreland,  I  cry  you  mercy;  I  thought,  your  honour  had 
already  been  at  Shrewlbiiry, 

West,  'Faith,  fir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  v/ere 
there,  and  you  too ;  but  my  powers  are  there  already : 
The  king,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all ;  w;e  muftaWay 
all  night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me  j  I  am  as  vigilant,  as  a  cat  to 
fl:eal  cream. 

P.  Hen.  I  think,  to  fl:eal  cream  indeed ;  for  thy  theft 
hath  already  made  thee  butter.  But  tell  me,  Jack; 
Whofe  fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

P.  Hen.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut ;  good  enough  to  tofs ;  food  for  pcSwder, 
food  for  powder ;  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well  as  better  :  tufh, 
man,  mortal  men^  mortal  men. 

West.  Ay,  but,  fir  John,  methinks,  they  are  exceeding 
poor  and  bare ;  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  'Faith,  for  their  poverty, — ^I  know  not  where  they 
had  that :  and  for  their  barenefs,— I  am  fure,  they  ne- 
ver leam'd  that  of  me. 
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P.  Hex.  No,  Til  be  fwom,  unlefs  you  c^A  three  fin- 
gers on  the  ribs,  bare.  But,  firrah,  make  hafte  ;  Percy 
is  already  in  the  field. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  king  encamped  ? 

West.  He  is,  fir  John  ;  I  fear,  we  fhall  ftay  too  long* 

Fal.  Well, 

To  the  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  the  beginning  of  a  feaft. 

Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  guefl.  [Exeunt. 

' ' '  ^ '  ' 

SCENE  III.    The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewfbury. 

Enter  Hotspur, WoRCESTERy  Douglas,  andVERNOx. 

Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 

WoR.  It  may  not  be. 

Doug.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  fupply  ? 

Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

WoR.  Good  coufin,  be  advis'd  ;  fl:ir  not  to-night. 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Doug.  You  do  not  counfcl  well ; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  heart. 

Ver.  Do  me  no  flander,  Douglas  :  by  my  life, 
(And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life,) 
If  well-refpedled  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear, 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives  :-^ 
Let  it  be  feen  to-morrow  in  the  battle, 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Doug.  Yea,  or  to-night^ 

Ver.  Content. 

Hot.  To-night,  fay  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  he^ 
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I  wonder  much,  being  men  of  fuch  great  leading. 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  :  Certain  horfe 
Of  my  coufin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up: 
Your  uncle  Worcefter's  horfe  came  but  to-day ; 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep. 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull. 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half  the  half  himfelf 

Hot.  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  ; 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

IVoR.  The  number  of  the  king  exceedeth  ours : 
For  Gk>d's  lake,  coufin,  ftay  till  all  come  in. 

[The  trumpets  found  a  parky* 
Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  king. 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refped. 

Hot.  Welcome,  fir  Walter  Blimt ;  And  'would  to  God, 
You  were  of  our  determination  ! 
Some  of  us  love  you  well :  and  even  thofe  fome 
Envy  your  great  defervings,  and  good  name ; 
Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  quaUty, 
But  ftand  againft  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  God  defend,  but  ftill  I  fhould  ftand  fo. 
So  long  as,  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule. 
You  ftand  againft  anointed  majefty  I 
But,  to  my  charge, — ^The  king  hath  fent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs  ;  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruelty  :  If  that  the  king 
Have  any  way  your  good  deferts  forgot, — 
Which  he  confeflTcth  to  be  manifold, — 

Yiij 
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He  bids  you  name  your  griefs ;  and,  with  ail  fpeed, 
You  fhall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft ; 
And  pardon  abfolute  for  yourfelf,  and  thefe, 
Herein  mifled  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hot.  The  king  is  kind  ;  and,  well  we  know,  the  king 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 
My  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myfelf, 
Did  give  him  that  fame  royalty  he  wears  : 
And, — ^when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong, 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 

A  poor  unminded  outlaw  fneaking  home, 

My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  fhore : 

And, — when  he  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 

He  came  but  to  be  duke  of  Lancaller, 

To  fue  his  livery,  and  beg  his  peace ; 

With  tears  of  innocency,  and  terms  of  zeal, — 

My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd,    - 

Swore  him  afliftance,  and  performed  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 

Perceived  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 

The  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  cap  and  knee  j 

Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages ; 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  flood  in  lanes, 

I^id  gifts  before  him,  profFer'd  him  their  oaths. 

Gave  him  their  heirs ;  as  pages  followed  him. 

Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  prefently, — as  greatnefs  knows  itfelf, — 

Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor. 

Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Ravenfpurg ; 

And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 

3ome  certain  edids,  and  fome  flrait  decrees^ 

That  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth : 
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Cries  out  upon  abufes,  feems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs  ;  and,  by  this  face, 
This  feeming  brow  of  juftice,  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  further  ;  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  favourites,  that  the  abfent  king 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 
When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irifh  war. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then,  to  the  point 

In  ihort  time  after,  he  deposed  the  king  ; 
Soon  after  that,  deprived  him  of  his  life ; 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,  taflc'd  the  whole  ftate : 
To  make  that  worfe,  fuflFer'd  his  kinfman  March 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  king,)  to  be  incag'd  in  Wales, 
There  without  ranfom  to  Ue  forfeited : 
Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  vidories ; 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence ; 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board ; 
In  rage  difmifs'd  my  father  from  the  court ; 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong : 
And,  in  conclufion,  drove  us  to  feek  out 
This  head  of  fafety ;  and,  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indiredl  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  king  ? 

Hot.  Not  fo,  fir  Walter ;  well  withdraw  a  while. 
Go  to  the  king ;  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again, 
And  in  the  morning  early  ftiall  mine  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes  :  and  fo  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would,  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  lovc*^ 

XT'     •  •  •  • 
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Hot.  And,  may  be,  fo  we  fhall. 

Blunt.  Tray  heaven,  you  do  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.    York.  A  Room  in  the  Archbijbofs  Houfe. 

Enter  the  Archbipop  ofToRK,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Arch.  Hie,  good  fir  Michael ;  bear  this  fealed  brief. 
With  winged  hafte,  to  the  lord  marefhal ; 
This  to  my  coufin  Scroop ;  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  direded :  if  yoa  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  hafte* 

Gent.  My  good  lord, 
I  guefs  their  tenon 

Arch.  Like  enough,  you  do. 
To-morrow,  good  fir  Michael,  is  a  day, 
Wherein  the  fortune  often  thoufand  men 
Muft  'bide  the  touch :  For,  fir,  at  Shrewfhury^ 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  underftand. 
The  king,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power. 
Meets  with  lord  Harry  :  and  I  fear,  fir  Michael,— r 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland, 
(Whofe  power  was  in  the  firft  proportion,) 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendower's  abfcnce  thence, 
(Who  with  them  was  a  rated  finew  too. 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies,) — 
I  fear,  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weak 
To  wage  an  inftant  trial  with  the  king, 

Gent.  Why,  my  good  lord,  you  need  not  fear ;  there's 
And  Mortimer,  [Douglas, 

Arch.  No,  Mortimer-s  not  there, 

Gent.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  lord  Harry 
Percy, 
And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcefter ;  and  a  head 
pf  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen.     « 
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jiRCH.  And  fo  there  is :  but  yet  the  king  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  land  together  ; — 
The  prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  Lancafler, 
The  noble  Weftmoreland,  and  warUke  Blunt  j 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eftimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Gent.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  fhall  be  well  oppos'd. 

j4rch.  I  hope  no  lefs,  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear ; 
And,  to  prevent  the  worft,  fir  Michael,  fpeed : 
For,  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  king 
Difmifs  his  power,  he  means  to  vifit  us,— 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy. 
And  'tis  but  wifdom  to  make  ftrong  againft  him  5 
Therefore,  make  hafte :  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  friends  ;  and  fo  farewell,  fir  Michael. 

{Exeunt  feveraUy. 


act:  V. 

SCENE  I.    Tie  King^s  Camp  near  Shrewfbury. 

Enter  King  Henr  r,  Prince  Henr  r,  Prince  John  of  Lan-* 

cafter.  Sir  Walter  Blunt^  and  Sir  John  Falstaff. 

K.  Hen.  Yiovr  bloodily  the  fun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  bufky  hill !  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  diftemperaturet 

P.  Hen.  The  fouthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  tp  his  purpofes ; 
And,  by  his  hollow  whifthng  in  the  leaves. 
Foretells  a  tempeft,  and  a  bluftering  day. 

K.  Hen.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathizc  j 
For  nothing  can  feem  foul  to  thofe  that  win,— 

T'rumpet.    Enter  Worcester  and  Vernon. 
How  now,  my  lord  of  Worceftcr  I  'tis  not  well> 
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That  you  and  I  fhould  meet  upon  fuch  terms 
As  now  we  meet :  You  have  deceived  our  trull ; 
And  made  us  doff  our  eafy  robes  of  peace. 
To  crufh  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  fteel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to't  ?  will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlifh  knot  of  all-abhorred  war  ? 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again. 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light ; 
And  be  no  more  an  exhaled  meteor, 
A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mifchief  to  the  unborn  times  ? 

WoR.  Hear  me,  my  liege  : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours ;  for,  I  do  proteft, 
I  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  dillike. 

K.  Hen.  You  have  not  fought  it !  how  comes  it  then? 

Fal.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

P.  Hen,  Peace,  chewet,  peace. 

WoR.  It  pleas'd  your  majefty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour,  from  myfelf,  and  all  our  houfe  ; 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  lord. 
We  were  the  firft  and  deareft  of  your  friends. 
For  you,  my  ftaff  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  time  ;  and  pofted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand. 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  ftrong  and  fortunate  as  I. 
It  was  myfelf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon. 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdare 
The  dangers  of  the  time :  You  fwore  to  us, — 
And  you  did  fwear  that  oath  at  Doncailer^— r- 
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That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  ftate ; 

Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fall'n  right, 

The  feat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  of  Lancafter  : 

To  this  we  fwore  our  aid.     But,  in  fhort  fpace, 

It  rain'd  down  fortune  fhowering  on  your  head ; 

And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatnefs  fell  on  you, — 

What  with  our  help  ;  what  with  the  abfent  king ; 

What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time  ; 

The  feeming  fuflferances  that  you  had  borne ; 

And  the  contrarious  winds,  that  held  the  king 

So  long  in  his  unlucky  Irifhvwars, 

That  all  in  England,  did  repute  him  dead, — 

And,  from  this  fwarm  of  fair  advantages, 

You  took  occafion  to  be  quickly  woo'd 

To  gripe  the  general  fway  into  your  hand : 

Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncaller ; 

And,  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo 

As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  cuckoo's  bird, 

Ufeth  the  fparrow  :  did  opprefs  our  neft ; 

Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulk, 

That  even  our  love  durft  not  come  near  your  fight, 

For  fear  of  fwallowing ;  but  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  enforc'd,  for  fafety  fake,  to  fly 

Out  of  your  light,  and  raife  this  prefent  head  : 

Whereby  we  ftand  oppofed  by  fuch  means 

As  you  yourfelf  have  forg'd  againfl;  yourfelf ; 

By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprize. 

K.  Hen.  Thefe  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulated. 
Proclaimed  at  market-croflles,  read  in  churches ; 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
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Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  difcontents. 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 
Of  hurlyburly  innovation  : 
And  never  yet  did  infurredion  want 
Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  caufe ; 
Nor  moody  beggars,  flarving  for  a  time 
Of  pellmell  havock  and  confufion. 

P.  Hen.  In  both  our  armies,  there  is  many  a  foul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  trial.    Tell  your  nephew. 
The  prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praife  of  Henry  Percy  :  By  my  hopes, — 
This  prefent  enterprize  fet  off  his  head, — 
I  do  not  think,  a  braver  gentleman. 
More  adive-valiant,  or  more  valiant-young. 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive. 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  Ihame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry  ; 
And  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too : 

Yet  this  before  my  father's  majefty, 

I  am  content,  that  he  (hall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  name  and  eftimation ; 
And  will,  tp  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide. 
Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  fingle  fight. 

K.  Hen.  And,  prince  of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  venture  thee. 
Albeit,  confiderations  infinite 
Do  make  againfl:  it : — ^No,  good  Worcefl:er,  no, 
We  love  our  people  well;  even  thofe  we  love, 
That  are  mifled  upon  your  coufin's  part : 
And,  will  they  take  the  oflfer  of  our  grace, 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  TU  be  his : 
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So  tell  your  coufm,  and  bring  me  word 
What  he  will  do  :— But  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  us, 
And  they  fhall  do  their  office.    So,  be  gone  ; 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply  : 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedlv. 

[Exeunt  Worcester  and  Vernoh. 
P.  Hen.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life  : 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hotfpur  both  together 
Are  confident  againft  the  world  in  arms. 

K.  Hen.  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  his  charge; 
For,  on  their  anfwer,  we  will  fet  on  them  : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  caufe  is  jufl ! 

[Exeunt  KinGj  Blunt,  and  Prince  John. 
Fjl.  Hal,  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battle,  and  be* 
llride  me,  fo  ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendfhip. 

P.  Hen.  Nothing  but  a  coloflus  can  do  thee  that 
friendfhip.    Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 
P.  Hen.  Why,  thou  owefl  God  a  death.  [Exit.  - 

Fal.  'Tis  not  due  yet ;  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 
before  his  day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  him 
that  calls  not  on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter ;  Honour 
pricks  me  on.  Yea,  but  how  if  honour  prick  me  off 
when  I  come  on  ?  how  then  ?  Can  honour  fet  to  a  leg  ? 
No.  Or  an  arm  ?  No-  Or  take  away  the  grief  of  a 
wound  ?  No.  Honour  hath  no  ikill  in  furgery  then  ? 
No.  What  is  honour?  A  word.  What  is  in  that  word, 
honour  ?  What  is  that  honour  ?  Air.  A  trim  reckon- 
ing ! — Who  hath  it  ?  He  that  died  o'  Wednefday.  Doth 
he  feel  it  ?  No.  Doth  he  hear  it  ?  No.  Is  it  infenfible 
then  ?  Yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live,  with  the 
living  ?  No,     Why  ?  Detradion  will  not  fuffer  it :— 
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therefore  I'll  none  of  It :  Honour  is  a  mere  fcutcheon^ 
and  fo  ends  riiy  catechifm.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IL  "The  Rebel  Camp.' 
Enter  Worcester  and  f^ERNok: 

WoR.  O,  no,  my  nephew  muft  not  know,  fir  Richard, 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  'Twere  bed,  he  did- 

WoR.  Then  are  we  all  undone. 
It  is  not  poflible,  it  cannot  be, 
The  king  fhould  keep  his  word  in  loving  us ; 
He  will  fufpeft  us  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
To  punifh  this  offence  in  other  faults  : 
Sufpicion  ftiall  be  all  ftuck  full  of  eyes  : 
For  treafon  is  but  trufted  like  the  fox ; 
Who,  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  cherifli'd,  and  lock'd  upy 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  anceftors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks ; 
And  we  fliall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  ftall. 
The  better  cherifh'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  the  excufe  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood  > 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, — 
A  hare-brain'd  Hotfpur,  govem'd  by  a  Ipleen  : 
All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head. 
And  on  his  father's ; — ^we  did  train  him  on  ; 
And,  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us. 
We,  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fhall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  coufin,  let  not  Harry  know, 
In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  king. 

Fer.  Deliver  what  you  will,  I'll  fay,  'tis  fo.- 
.Here  comes  your  coufin*  -• 
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Enter  Hotspur  and  Douglas;  and  Officers  and  Soldiers^ 

behind. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  returned  : Deliver  up 

My  lord  of  Weftmoreland. — Uncle,  what  news  ? 

WoR.  The  king  will  bid  you  battle  prefently. 

Doug.  Defy  him  by  the  lord  of  Weftmoreland. 

Hot.  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  fo. 

Doug.  Marry,  and  fhall,  and  very  willingly.         [Exit. 

WoR.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  king. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ^  God  forbid  ! 

WoR.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking ;  which  he  iftended  thus, — 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworn  : 
He  calls  us,  rebels,  traitors  ;  and  will  fcourge 
With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  us. 
Re-enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Arm,  gentlemen ;  to  arms  !   for  I  have  thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth. 
And  Weftmoreland,  that  was  engaged,  did  bear  it ; 
Which  cannot  choofe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

WoR.  The  prince  of  Wales  ftepp'd  forth  before  the 
king, 
And,  nephew,  challenged  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot.  O,  'would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads  : 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to-day, 
But  I,  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me,  tell  me, 
How  fliow'd  his  talking  ?  feem'd  it  in  contempt  ? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  foul ;  I  never  in  my  Ufa 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly, 
Unlefs  a  brother  fliould  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercife  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man ; 
Trimm'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  princely  tongue ; 
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Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle ; 

Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praife. 

By  ftill  difpraifing  praife,  valued  with  you  : 

And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed. 

He  made  a  bluftiing  cital  of  himfelf ; 

And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace, 

As  if  he  mafter'd  there  a  double  fpirit. 

Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  inftantly. 

There  did  he  paufe  :  But  let  me  tell  the  world,— ^ 

If  he  outlive  the  envy  of  this  day, 

England  did  never  owe  fo  fweet  a  hope. 

So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 

Hot.  Coufin,  I  think,  thou  art  enamoured 
Upon  his  follies ;  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  prince,  fo  wild,  at  liberty : — 
But,  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  foldier's  arm, 

That  he  fhall  fhrink  under  my  courtefy, 

Arm,  arm,  with  fpeed  : — And,  fellows,  foldiers,  friends 
Better  confider  what  you  have  to  do, 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  perfuafion. 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you* 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now — 
O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  Ihort ; 
To  fpend  that  fhortnefs  bafely,  were  too  long, 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point. 
Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 
An  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings ; 
If  die,  brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  us ! 
Now  for  our  confcience, — the  arms  are  fair, 
When  the  intent  of  bearing  them  is  juft. 
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Enter  another  Me ssenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  prepare  ;  the  king  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale, 
For  I  profefs  not  talking ;  Only  this — 
Let  each  man  do  his  beft  :^nd  here  draw  I 
A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  ftain 
With  the  beft  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now — Efperance  ! — Percy  ! — and  fet  on — 
Sound  all  the  lofty  inftruments  of  war, 
And  by  that  mufick  let  us  all  embrace  : 
For,  heaven  to  earth,  fome  of  us  never  fhall 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefy. 

[The  trumpets  found.     T^bey  embrace^  and  exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL  Plain  near  Shrewfbury. 

ExcurJionSy  and  Parties  figbting.     Alarum  to  the  battle. 
Tben  enter  Douglas  and  Blunt,  meeting. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  the  battle  thus 
Thou  crofleft  me  ?  what  honour  doft  thou  feek 
Upon  my  head  ? 

Doug.  Know  then,  my  name  is  Douglas  j 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 
Becaufe  fome  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  king. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doug.  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenefs ;  for,  inftead  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
This  fword  hath  ended  him  :  fo  fhall  it  thee, 
Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  born  a  yielder,  thou  proud  Scot ; 
And  thou  fhalt  find  a  king  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death.         [Tbey  fight,  and  Blunt  is  Jlain. 
Enter  Hotspur. 

Vol.  IIL  Z 
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Hot.  O  Douglas,  hadft  thou  fought  at  Holmdon  thus, 
I  never  had  triumphed  upon  a  Scot. 

Doug.  All's  done,  all's  won ;  here  breathlefs  lies  the 

Hot.  Where  ?  [k^ing. 

Doug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Douglas  ?  no,  I  know  this  face  full  well: 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt ; 
Semblably  furnifh'd  like  the  king  himfelf. 

Doug.  A  fool  go  with  thy  foul,  whither  it  goes ! 
A  borrowed  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king  ? 

Hot.  The  king  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Doug.  Now,  by  my  fword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats ; 
ni  murder  all  his  wardrobe,  piece  by  piece. 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 

Hot.  Up,  and  away ; 
Our  foldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt, 

Other  Alarums.     Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  Though  I  could  *fcape  fhot-free  at  London,  I  fear 

the  fhot  here ;  here's  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate 

Soft !  who  art  thou  ?  Sir  Walter  Blunt ; — there's  honour 
for  you :  Here's  no  vanity  ! — I  am  as  hot  as  molten  lead, 
and  as  heavy  too :  God  keep  lead  out  of  me  !  I  need  no 
more  weight  than  mine  own  bowels. — I  have  led  my 
raggamuffins  where  they  are  pepper'd  :  there's  but  three 
of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left:  alive ;  and  they  are  for  the 
town's  end,  to  beg  during  life.  But  who  comes  here? 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Hen.  What,  ftand'ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me  thy 
IVIany  a  nobleman  lies  ftark  and  ftiff  [fword  : 

Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng'd  :  Pr'ythee,  lend  thy  fword. 

Fal.  O  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a 
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while — ^Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arms,  as 
I  have  done  this  day.  I  have  paid  Percy,  I  have  naade 
him  fure. 

P.  Hen.  He  is,  indeed;  and  Uving  to  kill  thee. 
I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal.  Nay,  before  God,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou 
get'ft  not  my  fword ;  but  take  my  piftol,  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Hen.  Give  it  me  :  What,  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  Hal ;  'tis  hot,  'tis  hot ;  there's  that  will  fack 
a  city.  [T'he  Prince  draws  out  a  bottle  of  fack. 

P.  Hen.  What,  is't  a  time  to  jeft  and  daily  now  ? 

IfTbrows  it  at  biniy  and  exit. 

Fal.  Well,  if  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  hini.  If  he  do 
come  in  my  way,  fo :  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  will- 
ingly, let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.  I  like  not  fuch 
grinning  honour  as  fir  Walter  hath :  Give  me  life :  which 
if  I  can  fave,  fo ;  if  not,  honour  comes  unlook'd  for,  and 
there's  an  end.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV.  Anotber  Part  oftbe  Field. 

Alarums.     Excurfions.    Enter  tbe  King,  Prince  Henry ^ 

Prince  JoHNy  and  Westmoreland. 

K.  Hen.  I  pr'ythee, 
Harry,  withdraw  thyfelf ;  thou  bleed'ft  too  much  :— 
Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  go  you  with  him. 

P.  John.  Not  I,  my  lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Hen,  I  do  befeech  your  majefty,  make  up, 
Left  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Hen.  I  will  do  fo  :— 
My  lord  of  Weftmoreland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 

West.  Come,  my  lord,  I  will  lead  you  to  your  tent* 

P.  Hen.  Lead  me,  my  lord  ?  I  do  not  need  your  help: 
And  heaven  forbid,  a  fhallow  fcratch  fhould  drive 

Zij 
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The  prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this ; 
Where  ftain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  maflacres !  [morelandp 

P.  John.  We  breathe  too  long: — Come,  coufin  Weft- 
Our  duty  this  way  lies ;  for  God*s  fake,  come. 

[Exeunt  Prince  John  and  Westmoreland. 
P.  Hen.  By  heaven,  thou  haft  deceived  me,  Lancafler, 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John  ; 
But  now,  I  do  refpedl  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  Hen.  I  faw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point. 
With  luftier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Hen.  O,  this  boy 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all !  [Exit. 

Alarums.    Enter  Dovglas. 
Doug.  Another  king !  they  grow  like  Hydra's  heads : 
1  am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them. — What  art  thou. 
That  counterfeit'ft  the  perfon  of  a  king?  [heart, 

K.  Hen.  The  king  himfelf ;  who,  Douglas,  grieves  at 
So  many  of  his  ftiadows  thou  haft  met. 
And  not  the  very  king.     I  have  two  boys. 
Seek  Percy,  and  thyfelf,  about  the  field : 
But,  feeing  thou  falPft  on  me  fo  luckily, 
I  will  affay  thee ;  fo  defend  thyfelf. 

Doug.  I  fear,  thou  art  another  counterfeit ; 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  king : 
But  mine,  I  am  fure,  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 
V^bey fight;  theYLin^  being  in  danger,  enter  Prince  Henrt. 
P.  Hen.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again !  the  fpirits 
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Of  Shirley,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms : 
It  is  the  prince  of  Wales,  that  threatens  thee ; 
Who  never  proraifeth,  but  he  means  to  pay. — 

[Tley  fight ;  Douglas  flies. 
Cheerly,  my  lord ;  How  fares  your  grace  ? — 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  fent. 
And  fo  hath  Clifton ;  Til  to  Clifton  ftraight. 

K.  Hen.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while : — 
Thou  haft  redeemed  thy  loft  opinion ; 
And  ftiow'd,  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me. 

P.  Hen.  O  heaven  !  they  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid,  I  hearkened  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  infulting  hand  of  Douglas  over  you  ; 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poifonous  potions  in  the  world. 
And  fav'd  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  fon. 

K.  Hen.  Make  up  to  Clifton,  V\\  to  fir  Nicholas  Gawfey. 

[Exit  King  Henrt. 
Enter  Hotspur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  MonmeUfhv 

P.  Hen.  Thou  fpeak'ft  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  rebel  of  the  name. 
I  am  the  prince  of  Wales ;  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  fliare  with  me  in  glory  any  more  : 
Two  ftars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  fphere ; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign. 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  (hall  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us  j  And  'would  to  God, 
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Thy  name  ill  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine ! 

P.  Hen.  Fll  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
rU  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities..  [Tbey^^bt. 
Entrr  Falstaff. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Hal !  to  it,  Hal !— Nay,  you  fhall  find 
no  boy's  play  here,  I  can  tell  you* 
Enter  Douglas;  be  fights  with  Falstaff^  who  falls  down 

as  if  he  were  dead,  and  exit  Douglas.     Hotspur  is 

wounded,  and  falls. 

Hot.  O,  Harry,  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  youth : 
I  better  brook  the  lofs  of  brittle  life, 
Than  thofe  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me  ;     [flefli : — 
They  wound  iny  thoughts,  worfe  than  thy  fword  my 
But  thought's  the  flave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool ; 
And  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  have  a  ftop.     O,  I  could  prophecy. 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue  : — No,  Percy,  thou  art  duft. 
And  food  for [Dies. 

P.  Hen.  For  worms,  brave  Percy:  Fare  thee  well,  great 
heart ! — 
lU-weav'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunk ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound ; 
But  now,  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough  : — This  earth,  that  bears  thee  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  fo  ft  out  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  fenfible  of  courtefy, 
I  fliould  not  make  fo  dear  a  ftiow  of  zeal : — 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face  ; 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf.  Til  thank  myfclf 
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For  doing  thefe  fair  rites  of  tendernefs. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heaven ! 
Thy  ignomy  fleep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 
But  not  remembered  in  thy  epitaph  I — 

[He  fees  Falstaff  on  the  ground. 
What !  old  acquaintance !  could  not  all  this  flefh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  Poor  Jack,  farewell ! 
.  I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 
O,  I  Ihould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  deer  to-day, 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloody  fray :— . 
Emboweird  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by ; 
Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie,  [Exit. 

Fal.  [Rijingjlowly.^  Embowell'd!  if  thou  embowel  me 
to-day,  ril  give  you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  too, 
to-morrow.  'Sblood,  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that 
hot  termagant  Scot  had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too.  Coun- 
terfeit ?  I  He,  I  am  no  counterfeit :  To  die,  is  to  be  a 
counterfeit ;  for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who 
hath  not  the  life  of  a  man :  but  to  counterfeit  dying, 
when  a  mail  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  counterfeit,  but 
the  true  and  perfed  image  of  Ufe  indeed.  The  better 
part  of  valour  is — difcretion ;  in  the  which  better  part, 
I  have  faved  my  life.  'Zounds,  I  am  afraid  of  this  gun- 
powder Percy,  though  he  be  dead :  How  if  he  fhould 
counterfeit  too,  and  rife  ?  I  am  afraid,  he  would  prove 
the  better  counterfeit.  Therefore  I'll  make  him  fiu-e  : 
yea,  and  Til  fwear  T  kill'd  him.  Why  may  not  he  rife, 
as  well  as  I?  Nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  nobody 
fees  me.  Therefore,  firrah,  [Stabbing  bimS\  with  a  new 
wound  in  your  thigh,  come  you  along  with  me. 

IX^k^s  Hotspur  on  bis  back. 
Z  iiij 
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Re-enter  Prince  Hbnrt  and  Prince  John. 

P.  Hen.  Come,  brother  John,  full  bravely  haft  thou 
Thy  maiden  fword.  [flefhM 

P.  John.  But,  foft !  whom  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me,  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Hen.  I  did;  I  faw  him  dead,  breathlefs  and  bleeding 

Upon  the  groiuid 

Art  thou  alive  ?  or  is  it  fantafy 
That  plays  upon  our  eyefight  ?  I  pr'ythee,  fpeak ; 
We  will  not  truft  our  eyes,  without  our  ears : — 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft. 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain ;  1  am  not  a  double  man:  but 
if  I  be  not  Jack  FalftafF,  then  am  I  a  Jack.  There  is 
Percy  :  {Xhrowing  the  body  down.]  if  your  father  will  do 
me  any  honour,  fo ;  if  not,  let  him  kill  the  next  Percy 
himfelE  I  look  to  be  either  earl  or  duke,  I  can  affure 
you. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  myfelf,  and  faw  thee  dead. 

Fal.  Didft  thou  ? — Lord,  lord,  how  this  world  is  given 
to  lying ! — I  grant  you,  I  was  down,  and  out  of  breath  ; 
and  fo  was  he :  but  we  rofe  both  at  an  inftant,  and 
fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrewfbury  clock.  If  I  may  be 
believ'd,  fo  ;  if  not,  let  them,  that  fliould  reward  valour, 
bear  the  fin  upon  their  own  heads,  PU  take  it  upon  my 
death,  T  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  thigh  :  if  the  man 
were  alive,  and  would  deny  if,  I  would  make  him  eat  a 
piece  of  my  fword. 

P.  John.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.  Hen.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fellow,  brother  John. — . 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
ril  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I  have, 

[A  retreat  is  founded. 
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The  trumpet  founds  retreat,  the  day  is  ours. 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  the  higheft  of  the  field. 
To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

\Exeunt  Prince  Henrt  and  Prince  John. 
Fal.  FU  follow,  as  they  fay,  for  reward.  He  that  rewards 
me,  God  reward  him !  If  I  do  grow  great,  I'll  grow  lefs ; 
for  rU  purge,  and  leave  fack,  and  live  cleanly,  as  a  noble- 
man ftioijld  do.  [£;»/,  bearing  off  the  body. 

SCENE  r.   Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Hbe  trumpets  found.    Enter  King  Henry^  Prince  Henrt^ 

Prince  John^   Westmoreland^  and  Others^   with 

Worcester,  and  Vernon, prifoners. 

K.  Hen.  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke.— 
lU-fpirited  Worcefter  !  did  we  not  fend  grace. 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  would'ft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  ? 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfman's  trufl  ? 
Three  knights  upon  our  party  llain  to-day, 
A  noble  earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe. 
Had  been  aUve  this  hour. 
If,  like  a  chriftian,  thou  hadfl  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

WoR.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to ; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently. 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  Hen.  Bear  Worcefler  to  the  death,  and  Vernon  too: 
Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. — 

[^Exeunt  Worcester  and  Fernon,  guarded. 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

P.  Hen.  The  noble  Scot,  lord  Douglas,  when  he  faw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  tum'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  men 
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Upon  the  foot  of  fear, — fled  with  the  reft  ; 
And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fo  bruis'd. 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.     At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is  ;  and  I  befeech  your  grace, 
I  may  difpofe  of  him. 

K.  Hen.  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Hen.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancafler,  to  you 
This  honourable  bounty  (hall  belong : 
Gk)  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlefs,  and  free  : 
His  valour,  fhown  upon  our  crefts  to-day. 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherilh  fuch  high  deeds. 
Even  in  the  bofom  of  our  adverfaries. 

K.  Hen.   Then  this  remains, — that  we  divide   our 
power.-— 
You,  fon  John,  and  my  coufin  Weftmoreland, 
Towards  York  (hall  bend  you,  with  your  deareft  fpeed. 
To  meet  Northumberland,  and  the  prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  bufily  in  arms  : 
Myfelf, — and  you,  fon  Harry, — ^will  towards  Wales, 
To  fight  with  Glendower,  and  the  earl  of  March. 
Rebellion  in  this  land  fhall  lofe  his  fway. 
Meeting  the  check  of  fuch  another  day  : 
And  fince  this  bufinefs  fo  fair  is  done. 
Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won.  [Exeunt. 
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Perfons  reprefented. 

King  Henry  the  Fourth. 

Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  afterwards  King 

Henry  V. 
Thomas,  Duie  ^Ckrence. 
Prince  John  of  Lancafter,  afterwards    \hisfons. 

(2  Henry  V.)  Duke  0/ Bedford. 
Prince  Humphrey  ofGloceJler,  afterwards 

(2  Henry  V.)  Duke  of  Glocefler. 

Earl  of  Warwick.         *) 

Earl  of  Weftmoreland.  >  of  the  king's  party. 

Gower.     Harcourt.       j 

Lord  Chief  yu/lice  of  the  King^s  Bench. 

A  Gentleman  attending  on  the  Chief  Jii/iice. 

Earl  of  Northumberland  ;  1 

Scroop,  Archhijhop  of  York  :  I         .  ,    , . 

T    ^  Ti>r     u  T     J  TT  /!•  >enemies  to  the  ktmr. 

Lord  Mowbray ;  Lord  Haftmgs ;     j  ^ 

Lord  Bardolph;  Sir  John  Colvile ;  J 

Travers  and  Morton  ;  dome/licks  ^Northumberland. 

Falftaff,  Bardolph,  Piftol,  and  Page. 

Poins  and  Peto  ;  attendants  on  Prince  Henry. 

Shallow  and  Silence  ;  country  Jujlices. 

Davy,  fervant  to  Shallow. 

Mouldy,  Shadow,  Wart,  Feeble,  and  Bullcalf ;  recruits. 

Fang  and  Snare ;  fheriffs  officers. 

Rumour.     A  Porter. 

A  dancer ;  fpeaker  of  the  Epilogue. 

^Lady  Northumberland.     Lady  Percy. 
Hoflefs  Quickly.     Doll  Tear-fheet. 

Lords  and  other  Attendants  ;  Officers^  Soldiers^  Mejfenger^ 
Drawers^  Beadles^  Grooms^  &c. 

SCENE,  England. 
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INDUCTION. 

Wark worth.    Before  Northumberland's  Cq/ile. 
Enter  Rumour^  paitaedfuU  of  tongues. 

Rum.  Open  your  ears  ;  For  which  of  you  will  ftop 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  fpeaks  ? 
I,  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  weft. 
Making  the  wind  my  pofthorfe,  ftill  unfold 
The  ads  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth  : 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  flanders  ride ; 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  falfe  reports. 
I  fpeak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity. 
Under  the  fmile  of  fafety,  wounds  the  world  : 
And  who  but  Rumour,  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  mufters,  and  prepared  defence ; 
Whilft  the  big  year,  fwoPn  with  fome  other  grief. 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  ftem  tyrant  war, 
And  fo  fuch  matter  ?  Rumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  furmifes,  jealoufies,  conjedures ; 
And  of  fo  eafy  and  fo  plain  a  ftop, 
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That  the  blunt  monfter  with  uncounted  heads. 

The  ftill-dilcordant  wavering  multitude. 

Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus 

My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 

Among  my  houfehold  ?  Why  is  Rumour  here  ? 

I  run  before  king  Harry's  vidlory  ; 

Who,  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewlbury, 

Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotfpur,  and  his  troops. 

Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 

Even  with  the  rebels'  blood.     But  what  mean  I 

To  fpeak  fo  true  at  firft  ?  My  office  is 

To  noife  abroad, — that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 

Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hotfpur's  fword  ; 

And  that  the  king  before  the  Douglas'  rage 

Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 

This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peafant  towns 

Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewfbury 

And  this  worm-eaten  hold  of  ragged  ftone. 

Where  Hotfpur's  father,  old  Northumberland, 

Lies  crafty-fick  :  the  pofts  come  tiring  on. 

And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 

Than  they  have  leam'd  of  me  ;  From  Rumour's  tongues 

They  bring  fmooth  conoiforts  falfe,  worfe  than  true  wrongs. 

ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.    I'be/ame. 

T'be  Porter  before  the  gate;  Enter  Lord  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Who  keeps  the  gate  here,  ho  ?    Where  is  the 
Port.  What  (hall  I  fay  you  are  ?  [earl  ? 

Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earl, 
That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 
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Port.  His  lordfhip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard ; 
Pleafe  it  your  honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate, 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfwer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Bard.  Here  comes  the  earl. 

North.  What  news,  lord  Bardolph  I  every  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  fome  ftratagem : 
The  times  are  wild ;  contention,  like  a  horfe 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  earl, 
I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewfbury, 

North.  Good,  an  heaven  will ! 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wifli ; — 
The  king  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death ; 
And,  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fon. 
Prince  Harry  flain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kiird  by  the  hand  of  Douglas  ;  young  prince  John, 
And  Weftmoreland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  field ; 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  fir  John, 
Is  prifoner  to  your  fon :  O,  fuch  a  day, 
So  fought,  fo  followed,  and  fo  fairly  won. 
Came  not,  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times. 
Since  Caefar's  fortunes  ! 

North.  How  is  this  deriv'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewibury  ? 

Bard.  I  fpake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from 
thence ; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name. 
That  freely  rendered  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

NoRrn.  Here  comes  my  fervant  Travers,  whom  I  fent 
On  Tuefday  laft  to  liilen  after  news. 

Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way ; 
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And  he  is  fumifli'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 
Enter  I'rafbrs. 

North.  Now,  Travers,  what  good  tidings  come  with 
you  ? 

7'ra.  My  lord,  fir  John  Umfrevile  turned  me  back 
With  joyful  tidings  ;  and,  being  better  hors'd. 
Out-rode  me.     After  him,  came,  fpurring  hard, 
A  gentleman  almoft  forfpent  with  fpeed. 
That  flopped  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horfe  : 
He  afk'd  the  way  to  Chefter ;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand,  what  news  from  Shrewfbury. 
He  told  me,  that  rebellion  had  bad  luck. 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold : 
With  that,  he  gave  his  able  horfe  the  head. 
And,  bending  forward,  ftruck  his  armed  heels 
Againft  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head ;  and,  fl:arting  fo. 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  quefl:ion. 

North.  Ha! Again- 
Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold  ? 
Of  Hotfpur,  coldfpur  ?  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill  luck  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  PU  tell  you  what ; — 
If  my  young  lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  filken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony  :  never  talk  of  it. 
^  Nor th. Why fliould thegentleman,that rodeby Travers, 
Give  then  fuch  infl:ances  of  lofs  ? 

JBard.  Who,  he  ? 
He  was  fome  hilding  fellow,  that  had  ftoPn 
The  horfe  he  rode  on ;  and,  upon  my  life, 
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Spoke  at  a  venture.    Look,  here  comes  moce  news. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragick  volume  : 
So  looks  the  ftrond, -whereon  the  imperious  flood 

Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  ufurpation. 

Say,  Morton,  did'ft.thou  come  from  Shrewfbury  ? 

MoR.  I  ran  from  Shrewfbury,  my  noble  lord  j 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  uglieft  maflc. 
To  fright  our  party. 

North.  How  doth  my  fon,  and  brother  ? 
Thou  trembleft ;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  cheek 
Is  aptef  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs. 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-begone,    ' 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night. 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  bum'd  : 
But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue, 
And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'fl  it. 
This  thou  would'fl  fay, — ^Your  fon  did  thus,  and  thus  ; 
Your  brother,  thus  ;  fo  fought  the  noble  Douglas ; 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds  : 
But  in  the  end,  to  flop  mine  ear  indeed. 
Thou  haft  a  figh  to  blow  away  this  praife. 
Ending  with — brother,  fon,  and  all  are  dead. 

MoR.  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet : 
But,  for  my  lord  yoiu-  fon, 

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 
See,  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath  ! 
He,  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know. 
Hath,  by  inftind:,  knowledge  from  others'  eyes, 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanced.    Yet  fpeak,  Morton  ; 
Tell  thou  thy  earl,  his  divination  lies  i 
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And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  difgrace, 

And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

MoR.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainfaid  : 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet,  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
I  fee  a  ftrange  confeflion  in  thine  eye  : 
Thou  (hak'ft  thy  head  ;  and  hold'ft  it  fear,  or  fin,   * 
To  fpeak  a  truth.    If  he  be  flain,  fay  fo  : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death : 
And  he  doth  fin,  that  doth  belie  the  dead ; 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firfl  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofing  office  ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fuUen  bell. 
Remembered  knoUing  a  departing  friend. 

Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  fon  is  dead. 

MoR.  I  am  forry,  I  fhould  force  you  to  believe 
That,  which  1  would  to  heaven  I  had  not  feen : 
But  thefe  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  flate. 
Rendering  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breath'd. 
To  Harry  Monmouth ;  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth. 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  fprung  up. 
In  few,  his  death  (whofe  fpirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dulleft  peafant  in  his  camp,) 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  befl  tempered  courage  in  his  troops  ; 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  fteeFd ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 
Turn'd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  tliat's  heavy  in  itfelf, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greateft  fpeed; 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hotfpur's  lofs. 
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Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  theii'  fear, 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  foldiers,  aiming  at  their  fafety. 
Fly  from  the  field  :  Then  was  that  noble  Worcefter 
Too  foon  ta'en  prifoner  :  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Douglas,  whofe  welHabouring  fword 
Had  three  times  flain  the  appearance  of  the  king» 
'Gan  vail  his  ttomach,  and  did  grace  the  fhame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  backs  ;  and,  in  his  flight. 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.    The  fum  of  all 
Is, — that  the  king  hath  won  ;  and  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  power,  to  encounter  you,  my  lord. 
Under  the  condud  of  young  Lancafter, 
And  Wefl:moreland :  this  is  the  news  at  full. 

North.  For  this  I  ftiall  have  time  enough  to  mounu 
In  poifon  there  is  phyfick  ;  and  thefe  news. 
Having  been  well,  that  would  have  made  me  fick. 
Being  fick,  have  in  feme  meafure  made  me  well : 
And  as  the  wretch,  whofe  fever--weaken'd  joints, 
Like  ftrengthlefs  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  fit,  bi*eaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keeper^s  arms  ;  even  fo  my  limbs. 
Weakened  with  grief,  being  now  enrag'd  with  grief, 
Are  thrice  themfelves:  hence  therefore,  thou  nice  crutch; 
A  fcaly  gauntlet  now,  with  joints  of  fl:eel, 
Mufl:  glove  this  hand  :  and  hence,  thou  fickly  quoif ; 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 
Which  princes,  flefli'd  with  conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 
Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron ;  And  approach 
The  ragged'ft  hour  that  time  and  fpite  dare  bring. 
To  frown  upon  the  enrag'd  Northumberland ! 
Let  heaven  kifs  earth  !  Now  let  not  nature's  hand 
Keep  the  wild  flood  coiifin'd  I  let  order  die  ! 
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And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage, 
To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  aA ; 
But  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Cain 
Reign  in  all  bofoms,  that,  each  heart  being  fet 
On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcene  may  end. 
And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead ! 

T'ra.  This  drained  paflion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord. 

Bard.  Sweet  earl,divorce  not  wifdom  from  your  honour. 

MoR.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health  ;  the  which,  if  )  ou  give  o'er 
To  ftormy  paflion,  muft  perforce  decay. 
You  caft  the  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord, 
And  fumm'd  the  account  of  chance,  before  you  faid,-. 
Let  us  make  head.    It  was  your  prefurmife, 
That,  in  the  dole  of  blows  your  fon  might  drop : 
You  knew,  he  walked  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge. 
More  Hkely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er  : 
You  were  advis'd,  his  flefli  was  capable 
Of  wounds,  and  fears ;  and  that  his  forward  fpirit 
Would  lift  him  where  moft  trade  of  danger  ranged  ; 
Yet  did  you  fay, — ^Go  forth ;  and  none  of  this, 
Though  fl:rongly  apprehended,  could  reftrain 
The  ftiff-bome  adion  :  What  hath  then  befallen. 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth. 
More  than  that  being  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs. 
Knew  that  we  ventured  on  fuch  dangerous  feas^ 
That,  if  we  wrought  out  life,  'twas  ten  to  one  : 
And  yet  we  ventured,  for  the  gain  proposed 
Chok'd  the  refped  of  likely  peril  fear'd  ; 
And,  lince  we  are  o'erfet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth  ;  body,  and  goods. 

MoR.  Tis  more  than  time:  And,  my  moft  noble  lord, 
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I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth,—* 

The  gentle  archbifhop  of  York  is  up. 

With  well-appointed  powers  ;  he  is  a  man, 

Who  with  a  double  furety  binds  his  followers. 

My  lord  your  fon  had  only  but  the  corps. 

But  fhadows,  and  the  (hows  of  men,  to  fight : 

For  that  fame  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 

The  adion  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls ; 

And  they  did  fight  with  queafinefs,  conftrain'd, 

As  men  drink  potions  ;  that  their  weapons  only 

Seem'd  on  our  fide,  but,  for  their  fpirits  and  fouls, 

This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up. 

As  fifti  are  in  a  pond  :  But  now  the  bifhop 

Turns  infurredtion  to  religion  : 

Supposed  fincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts. 

He's  followed  both  with  body  and  with  mind ; 

And  doth  enlarge  his  rifing  with  the  blood 

Of  fair  king  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  ftones  :      ^^ 

Derives  from  heaven  his  quarrel,  and  his  caufe ; 

Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land, 

Gafping  for  life  under  great  Bolingbroke ; 

And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before ;  but,  to  fpeak  truth, 
This  prefent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me  ;  and  counfel  every  man 
The  aptefl;  way  for  fafety,  and  revenge  : 
Get  pofl:s,  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed ; 
Never  fo  few,  and  never  yet  more  need.  .  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    London.    j4  Street. 
Enter  Sir  John  FjHstjff,  with  bis  Page  bearing  bis 
/word  and  buckler. 
Fal.  Sirrah,  you  giant,  what  fays.the  doftor  to  my  water? 

Aaiij 
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Fjce.  He  laid,  fir,  the  water  itfelf  was  a  good  healthy 
water  :  byt,  for  the  part  j  that  owed  it,  he  might  have 
more  difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

Fal.  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me :  The 
brain  of  this  foolilh-compounded  clay,  man,  is  not  able 
^  to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter,  more  than  I 
invent,  or  is  invented  on  me :  I  am  not  only  witty  in 
myfelf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do 
here  walk  before  thee,  hke  a  fow,  that  hath  overwhelmed 
^  her  Utter  but  one.  If  the  prince  put  thee  into  my 
Service  for  any  other  reafon  than  to  fet  me  oflf,  why  then 
I  have  no  judgement.  Thou  whorefon  mandrake,  thou 
art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  heels, 
I  was  never  manned  with  on  agate  till  now  :  but  I  will 
fet  you  neither  in  gold  nor  filver,  but  in  vile  apparel, 
and  fend  you  back  again  to  your  mafter,  for  a  jewel ;  the 
Juvenal,  the  prince  your  mafter,  whofe  chin  is  npt  yet 
fledg'd.  I  will  fooner  have  a  beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my 
hand,  than  he  fhall  get  one  on  his  cheek ;  and  yet  he  will 
not  ftick  to  iay,  his  face  i^  a  face-royal :  God  may  finifh 
it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amifs  yet :  he  may  keep 
it  ftill  as  a  face-royal,  for  a  barber  Ihall  never  earn  fixr 
pence  out  of  it ;  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had 
writ  man  ever  fince  his  father  was  a  bachelor.  He  may 
keep  his  own  grace,  but  he  is  almoft  out  of  mine,  I  can 

afTure  him. ^What  faid  mafter  Durableton  about  the 

fattin  for  my  {hort  cloak,  and  flops  ? 

Pjgb.  He  faidt  fir,  you  fhould  procure  him  better  af-^ 
furance  than  Bardolph  :  he  would  not  take  his  bond  and 
yours  ;  he  liked  not  the  fecurity. 

Fal.  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  glutton !  may  his 
tongue  be  hotter  ! — A  whorefon  Achitophel !  a  rafcally 
yea-fprfpoth  l^nave  J  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and 
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then  ftand  upon  fecurity  ! — ^The  whorefon  fmooth-pates 
do  now  wear  nothing  but  high  flioes,  and  bunches  of  keys 
at  their  girdles ;  and  if  a  man  is  thorough  with  them  in 
honeft  taking  up,  then  they  muft  ftand  upon — fecuidty. 
I  had  as  lief  they  would  put  ratfbane  in  my  mouth,  as 
offer  to  ftop  it  with  fecurity.  I  looked  he  fhould  have 
fent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  fattin,  as  I  am  a  true 
knight,  and  he  fends  me  fecurity.  Well,  he  may  fleep 
in  fecurity ;  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  abundance,  and  the 
lightnefs  of  his  wife  fhines  through  it :  and  yet  cannot  he 
fee,  though  he  have  his  own  lantern  to  light  him. 
Where's  Bardolph  ? 

Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield.to  buy  your  worfliip 
a  horfe. 

Fal.  I  bought  him  in  Paul's,  and  he'll  buy  me  a  horfe 
in  Smithfield :  an  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in  the  ftews, 
I  were  mann'd,  horfed,  and  wived. 
Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  and  an  ArrEKDANT. 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed 
the  prince  for  ftriking  him  about  Bardolph, 

Fal.  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him. 

Ch.  Just.  What's  he  that  goes  there  ? 

ArrEN.  FalftafF,  an't  pleafe  your  lordfhip. 

Ch.  Just.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery  ? 

Atten.  He,  my  lord :  but  he  hath  lince  done  good 
fervice  at  Shrewfbury  ;  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  with 
fome  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lancafter. 

Ch.  Just.  What,  to  York  ?  Call  him  back  again. 

Atten.  Sir  John  Falftaff ! 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him,  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  You  muft  fpeak  louder,  my  mafter  is  deaf. 

Ch.  Just.  I  am  fure,  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing 
good. — Go,  pluck  him  by  the  elbow  j  I  muftfpeakwithhinu 
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ArrEN.  Sir  John, 

Fal.  What !  a  young  knave,  and  beg !  Is  there  not 
wars  ?  is  there  not  employment  ?  Doth  not  the  king  lack 
fubjeds  ?  do  not  the  rebels  need  foldiers  ?  Though  it  be 
a  fhame  to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is  worfe  ihanie  to 
beg  than  to  be  on  the  word  fide,  were  it  worfe  than  the 
name  of  rebellion  can  teU  how  to  make  it. 

Atten.  You  miftake  me,  fir. 

Fal.  Why,  fir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man  ? 
fetting  my  knighthood  and  my  foldierfliip  afide,  I  had 
Ued  in  my  throat  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Atten.  I  pray  you,  fir,  then  fet  your  knighthood  and 
your  foldierfhip  afide ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  fay  I  am  any  other  than 
an  honefi:  man. 

Fai.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  !  I  lay  afide  that 
which  grows  to  me  !  If  thou  get'fl;  any  leave  of  me,  hang 
me  ;  if  thou  takeft  leave,  thou  wert  better  be  hang'd : 
You  hunt-counter,  hence !  avaunt ! 

Atten.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John  Falfl:aff,  a  word  with  you. 

Fal.  My  good  lord ! — God  give  your  lordfliip  good 
time  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lordfhip  abroad  :  I 
heard  fay,  your  lordfliip  was  fick  ;  I  hope,  your  lordfliip 
goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your  lordfliip,  though  not  clean 
paft  your  youth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack  of  age  in  you,  fome 
relifli  of  the  faltnefs  of  time ;  and  I  moft  humbly  be- 
feech  your  lordfliip,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your 
health. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  expedi* 
tion  to  Shrewfl>ury. 

Fal.  An't  pleafe  your  lordfliip,  I  hear,  his  majefty  is 
yetum'd  with  fome  difcomfort  from  Wales. 
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Ch.  Just.  I  talk  not  of  his  majefty : — ^You  would  not 
come  when  I  fent  for  you. 

FjIL.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  highnefs  is  fallen  into 
this  fame  whorefon  apoplexy. 

Ch.Just.  Well,  heaven  mend  him!  I  pray,  let  me  fpeak 
with  you. 

Fjl.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy, 
an't  pleafe  your  lordfhip ;  a  kind  of  fleeping  in  the  blood, 
a  whorefon  tingling. 

Ch.  Just.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 
.Fjl.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief;  fromftudy, 
and  perturbration  of  the  brain  :  I  have  read  the  caufe  of 
his  effeds  in  Galen ;  it  is  a  kind  of  deafhefs. 

Ch.  Just.  I  think,  you  are  fallen  into  the  difeafe ;  for. 
you  hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Fjl.  Very  well,  my  lord,  very  well :  rather,  an*t  pleafe 
you,  it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  liftening,  the  malady  of  not 
marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  Just.  To  punifh  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend 
the  attention  of  your  ears ;  and  I  care  not,  if  I  do  become 
your  phyfician. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord ;  but  not  fo  patient : 
your  lordfhip  may  minifter  the  potion  of  imprifonment 
to  me,  in  refped  of  poverty  ;  but  how  I  fhould  be  your 
patient  to  follow  your  prefcriptions,  the  wife  may  make 
fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or,  indeed,  a  fcruple  itfclf. 

Ch.  Just.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters 
againft  you  for  your  life,  to  come  fpeak  with  me. 

FjiL.  As  I  was  then  advifed  by  my  learned  counfel  in 
the  laws  of  this  land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Jvsr.  Well,  the  truth  is,  fir  John,  you  live  in 
great  infamy. 

Fal.  He  that  l?uckles  him  inmybelt,  cannot  livein  lefs. 
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Ch.  Just.  Your  means  are  very  flender,  and  your 
wafte  is  great. 

FjIL.  I  would  it  were  otherwife  ;  I  would  my  means 
were  greater,  and  my  waift  flenderer. 

Ch.  Just.  You  have  mifled  the  youthful  prince. 

FjtL.  The  young  prince  hath  mifled  me  :  I  ami  the 
fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a  new-heaPd  wound; 
your  day's  fervice  at  Shrewfbury  hath  a  Uttle  gilded  over 
your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hill :  you  may  thank  the 
unquiet  time  for  your  quiet  o'er-pofling  that  adlion. 

FjiL.  My  lord  ? 

Ch.  Just.  But  fince  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo ;  wake  not  a 
fleeping  wolf. 

Fjl.  To  wake  a  wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  fox. 

Ch.  Just.  What !  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better  part 
Iramt  out. 

FjtL.  A  waflel  candle,  my  lord ;  all  tallow :  if  I  did 
lay  of  wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  Just.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,  but 
fliould  have  his  effed  of  gravity. 

Fjl.  His  efFed  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  Just.  You  follow  the  yoxmg  prince  up  and  down, 
like  his  ill  angel. 

Fjl.  Not  fo,  my  lord ;  your  ill  angel  is  light.;  but,  I 
hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without 
weighing :  and  yet,  in  fome  refpeds,  I  grant,  I  cannot 
go,  I  cannot  tell :  Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in  thefe 
coller-monger  times,  that  true  valour  is  turn'd  bear-hard: 
Pregnancy  is  made  a  tapfter,  and  hath  his  quick  wit 
wafted  in  giving  reckonings :  all  the  other  gifts  apper- 
tinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age  fliapes  them,  are 
not  worth  a  goofeberry.     You,  that  are  old,  confider  not 
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the  capacities  of  us  that  are  young ;  you  meafure  the 
heat  of  our  Uvers  with  the  bittemefs  of  your  galls :  and 
we  that  are  in  the  vaward  of  our  youth,  I  mull  confefs, 
are  wags  too. 

Ch.  Just.  Do  you  fet  down  your  name  in  the  fcroU 
of  youth,  that  are  written  down  old  with  all  the  charac* 
ters  of  age  ?  Have  you  not  a  moift  eye  ?  a  dry  hand  ?  a 
yellow  cheek  ?  a  white  beard  ?  a  decreafing  leg  ?  an  in-* 
creafing  belly  ?  Is  not  your  voice  broken  ?  your  wind 
(hort  ?  your  chin  double  ?  your  wit  (ingle  ?  and  every 
part  about  you  blafted  with  antiquity  ?  and  will  you  yet 
call  yourfelf  young  f  Fie,  fie,  fie,  fir  John  ! 

Fj^l.  My  lord,  I  was  born  about  three  of  the  clock  in 
the  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomething  a  round 
belly.  For  my  voice,-,-^!  have  loft  it  with  hollaing,  and 
finging  of  anthems.  To  approve  my  youth  further,  I 
will  not :  the  truth  is,  I  am  only  old  in  judgement  and 
underftanding ;  and  he  that  will  caper  with  me  for  a 
thoufand  marks,  let  him  lend  me  the  money,  and  have 
at  him.  For  the  box  o^the  ear  that  the  prince  gave  you, 
— he  gave  it  like  a  rude  prince,  and  you  took  it  Uke  a 
fenfible  lord.  I  have  checked  him  for  it ;  and  the  young 
lion  repents :  marry,  not  in  afhes,  and  fackcloth ;  but 
in  new  filk,  and  old  fack. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  heaven  fend  the  prince  a  better  com-* 
panion ! 

Fal.  Heaven  fend  the  companion  a  better  pjince !  I 
cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  the  king  hath  fevered  you  and  prince 
Harry :  I  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John  of  Lan«« 
eafter,  againft  the  archbiihop,  and  the  earl  of  Northum* 
t^erland. 

F^i.  Yea ;  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it.     But 
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look  you  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  lady  peace  at  home; 
that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day ;  for,  by  the  lord^ 
I  take  but  two  fhirts  out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to 
fweat  extraordinarily :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  an  I  brandfih 
toy  thing  but  my  bottle,  I  would  I  might  never  fpit 
white  again.  There  is  not  a  dangerous  adion  can  peep 
out  his  head,  but  I  am  thruft  upon  it :  Well,  I  cannot 
laft  ever :  But  it  was  always  yet  the  trick  of  our  Engliih 
tiation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to  make  it  too  com- 
mon. If  you  will  needs  fay,  I  am  an  old  man,  you 
ihould  give  me  reft,  I  would  to  God,  my  name  were 
not  fo  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is.  1  were  better  to 
be  eaten  to  death  with  ruft,  than  to  be  fcour'd  to  no- 
thing with  perpetual  motion. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeft ;  And  Godblefs 
your  expedition ! 

Fal.  Will  your  lordfhip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound, 
to  fumifh  me  forth  ? 

Ch.  Just.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny ;  you  are  too 
impatient  to  bear  crofles.  Fare  you  well :  Commend 
me  to  my  coufin  Weftmoreland. 

[Exeunt  Chief  Justice  and  Attendant. 

Fjl.  If  I  do,  fiUip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle A 

man  can  no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufnefs,  than 
he  can  part  young  Umbs  and  lechery:  but  the  gout  galls 
the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other  ;  and  fo  both  the 
degrees  prevent  my  curfes — Boy  ! 

Pjge.  Sir  ? 

FjiL.  What  money  is  in  my  purfe  ? 

Pjge.  Seven  groats  and  two-pence. 

Fal.  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confumption 
of  the  purfe :  borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  it  out, 
but  the  difeafe  is  incurable. — ^Go  bear  this  letter  to  my 


i 


lord  of  Lancafter  ;  this  to  the  prince ;  this  to  the  carl  of 
Weftmoreland  ;  and  this  to  old  miftrefs  Urfula,  whom 
I  have  weekly  fwom  to  marry  fince  I  perceived  the  firft 
white  hair  oh  my  chin :  About  it ;  you  know  where  to 
find  me.  [Exit  Pjgs.]  A  pox  of  this  gout !  or,  a  gout 
of  this  pox  !  for  the  one,  or  the  other,  plays  the  rogue 
with  my  great  toe.  It  is  no  matter,  if  I  do  halt ;  I  have 
the  wars  for  my  colour,  and  my  penfion  (hall  feem  the 
more  reafonable :    A  good  wit  will  ^make  ufe  of  any 

thing  ;  I  will  turn  difeafes  to  commodity.  {Exit. 

- '  -  -  -     .. . .      I  .  -^ — p 

SCENE  III.  York.    ^  Room  in  the  Archbijhofs  Palace. 

Enter  the  Akcebishop  ^York,  the  Lords  Hastings^ 

MoivBRAY,  and  Bardolph. 

Arch.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  caule,  and  known 
our  means ; 
And,  my  mod  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  oil. 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes : — 
And  firft,  lord  marftial,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

MofVB.  I  well  allow  the  occafion  of  our  arms; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied, 
How,  in  our  means,  we  fliould  advance  ourfelves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough  " 
Upon  the  power  and  puifliance  of  the  king. 

Mast.  Our  prefent  mufters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice ; 
And  our  fupplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whofe  bofom  bums 
With  an  incenfed  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard.  The  queftion  then,  lord  Haftings,  ftandeth 
thus; — 
MTiethpr  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold. up  head  without  Northumberland 
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.  Hasv.  With  him,  we  mayi 

Bard.  Ay,  marry,  there's  the  point } 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgement  is,  we  fhould  not  ftep  too  far 
Till  we  had  his  ai&ftance  by  the  hand : 
For,  in  a  theme  fo  bloody-fac'd  as  this, 
Conjedhire,  expedation,  and  furmife 
Of  aids  uncertain,  fhould  not  be  admitted. 

Arch.  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for,  indeed. 
It  was  young  Hotfpur's  cafe  at  Shrewfbury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  lord  ;  who  lin'd  himfelf  with  hopcj 
Eating  the  air  on  promife  of  fupply. 
Flattering  himfelf  with  projeft  of  a  power 
Much  fmaller  than  the  fmallefl  of  his  thoughts  2 
And  fo,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death, 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  deflrudion. 

Hast.  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt^ 
To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope- 

Bard.  Yes,  in  this  prefent  quality  of  war ; — 
Indeed  the  inflant  aiftion,  (a  caufe  on  foot,) 
Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  fpring 
We  fee  the  appearing  buds ;  which,  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  fo  much  warrant,  as  defpair. 
That  frofls  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to  buildp 
We  firfl  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  fee  the  figure  of  the  houfe. 
Then  mufl  we  rate  the  coft  of  the  eredion  : 
Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability. 
What  do  we  then,  but  draw  anew  the  model 
In  fewer  offices  ;  or,  at  leaft,  defift 
To  build  at  all  ?  Much  more,  in  this  great  work,^ 
(Which  is,  almofl,  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down^i 
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And  fet  another  up,)  fliould  we  furvey 

The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  model; 

Confent  upon  a  fure  foundation ; 

Queftion  furveyors  ;  know  our  own  eftate. 

How  able  fuch  a  work  to  undergo, 

To  weigh  againft  his  oppolite  ;  or  elfe, 

We  fortify  in  paper,  and  in  figures, 

Ufing  the  names  of  men  inftead  of  men  ; 

Like  one,  that  draws  the  model  of  a  houfe 

Beyond  his  power  to  build  it ;  who,  half  through, 

Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  coft 

A  naked  fubjed  to  the  weeping  clouds, 

And  wafte  for  churlifh  winter's  tyranny. 

Hast.  Grant,  that  our  hopes  (yet  Ukely  of  fair  birth,) 
Should  be  flillborn,  and  that  we  now  pollefs'd 
The  utmoft  man  of  expeftation  ; 
I  think,  we  are  a  body  ftrong  enough. 
Even  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  king. 

Bard.  What !  is  the  king  but  five  and  twenty  thou- 
fand  ?  [dolph. 

Hast.  To  us,  no  more ;  nay,  not  fo  much,  lord  Bar- 
For  his  divifions,  as  the  times  do  brawl. 
Are  in  three  heads  :  one  power  againft  the  French, 
And  one  againft  Glendower ;  perforce,  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us  :  So  is  the  unfirm  king 
In  three  divided ;  and  his  coffers  found 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs. 

Arch.  That  he  fliould  draw  his  feveral  ftrengths  to- 
gether. 
And  come  againft  us  in  full  puiflance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Hast.  If  he  fliould  do  fo. 
He  leaves  his  back  unarmed,  the  French  and  Welih 
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Baying  him  at  the  heels  :  never  fear  that. 

Bard.  Who,  is  it  like,  fhould  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 
Hast.  The  duke  of  Lancafter,  and  Weftmoreland : 
Againft  the  Welfli,  himfelf,  and  Harry  Monmouth  : 
Btft  who  is  fubftituted  'gainft  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Arch.  Let  us  on  ; 
And  publifh  the  occaiion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice. 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited  : — 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unfure 
Hath  he,  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart- 
O  thou  fond  many  !  with  what  loud  applaufe 
l)idft  thou  beat  heaven  with  bleffing  Bolingbroke, 
Before  he  was  what  thou  would'ft  have  him  be  ? 
And  being  now  trimm'd  in  thine  own  defires. 
Thou,  beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him. 
That  thou  provok'ft  thyfelf  to  caft  him  up. 
So,  fo,  thou  common  dog,  didft  thou  difgorge 
Thy  glutton  bofom  of  the  royal  Richard  ; 
And  now  thou  wouldft  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up. 
And  howrft  to  find  it.     What  truft  is  in  thefe  times  ? 
They  that,  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die. 
Are  now  become  enamoured  on  his  grave  ; 
Thou,  that  threw'ft  duft  upon  his  goodly  head. 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  fighing  on 
After  the  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Cry*(i  now,  0  earthy  gvue  us  that  king  again^ 
And  take  tbou  this  !  O  thoughts  of  men  accurfl ! 
Pall,  and  to  come,  feem  beft  ;  things  prefent,  worft. 

MoHTB.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on  ? 

Hast.  We  are  time's  fubjeds,  and  time  bids  be  gone. 

[Ex<unt. 
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act:  IL 

SCENE  I.    London.   A  Street. 

Enter  Hostess  ;  Fjng,  and  bis  boy^  witb  ber  ;  and 

Snar  e  following. 

Host.  Matter  Fang,  have  you  entered  the  adion? 

Fano.  It  is  entered. 

Host.  Where  is  your  yeoman  ?  Is  it  a  lufty  yeoman  ? 
will  a'  ftand  to't  ? 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  ? 

Host.  O  lord,  ay  j  good  matter  Snare, 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  mutt  arreft  fir  John  Falftaff. 

Host.  Yea,  good  matter  Snare ;  I  have  entered  him 
and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  coft  fome  of  us  our  •  lives,  for 
he  will  ttab. 

Host.  Alas  the  day  !  take  heed  of  him  ;  he  ttabb*d 
me  in  mine  own  houfe,  and  that  moft  beaftly  :  in  good 
faith,  a'  cares  not  what  mifchief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon 
be  out :  he  will  foin  like  any  devil ;  he '  will  fpare  nei- 
ther woman,  man,  nor  child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thruft. 

Host.  No,  nor  I  neither ;  PU  be  at  your  elbow. 

Fang.  An  I  but  fift  him  once ;  an  a'  come  but  within 
my  vice  ; 

Host.  I  am  undone  by  his  going  ;  I  warrant  you,  he's 
an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore  : — Good  matter  Fang, 
hold  hini  fure  ; — good  matter  Snare,  let  him  not  'fcape. 
He  comes  continuantly  to  Pye-corner,  (faving  your  man- 
hoods,) to  buy  a  faddle  ;  and  he's  indited  to  dinner  to 
the  lubbar's  head  in  Lumbert-ftreet,  to  matter  Smooth's 

Vol.  m.  JB  b 
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the  filkman :  I  pray  ye,  fince  my  exion  is  entered,  and 
my  cafe  fo  openly  known  to  the  world,  let  him  be 
brought  in  to  his  anfwer.  A  hundred  mark  is  a  long 
loan  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to  bear  :  and  I  have  borne, 
and  borne,  and  borne  ;  and  have  been  fub'd  off,  and 
fub'd  off,  and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that 
it  is  a  {hame  to  be  thought  on.  There  is  no  honefty  in 
fuch  dealing ;  unlefs  a  woman  (hould  be  made  an  afs, 
and  a  beaft,  to  bear  every  knave's  wrong. 

Enter  Sir  John  Falstaff,  Page,  and  Bardolph. 
Yonder  he  comes ;  and  that  arrant  malmfey-nofe  knave, 
Bardolph,  with  him.     Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices, 
mafter  Fang,  and  matter  Snare ;  do  me,  do  me,  do  me 
your  offices. 

Fal.  How  now  ?  who's  mare's  dead  ?  what's  the  mat- 
ter ? 

Fang.  Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuit  of  miftrefs 
Quickly. 

Fal.  Away,  varlets ! — Draw,  Bardolph  ;  cut  me  off* 
the  villain's  head ;  throw  the  quean  in  the  channel. 

Host.  Throw  me  in  the  channel  ?  I'll  throw  thee  in 
the  channel.  Wilt  thou  ?  wilt  thou  ?  thou  baflardly 
rogue  ! — Murder,  murder  !  O  thou  honeyfuckle  villain ! 
wilt  thou  kill  God's  officers,  and  the  king's  ?  O  thou 
honey-feed  rogue  I  thou  art  a  honey-feed  ;  a  man-quel- 
ler,  and  a  woman-queller. 

Fal.  Keep  them  off",  Bardolph. 

Fang.  A  refcue !  a  refcue  ! 

Host*  Good  people,  bring  a  refcue  or  two ^Thou 

wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  do,  do,  thou 
rogue  !  do,  thou  hemp-feed  ! 

Fal.  Away,  you  fcuUion  !  you  rampallian  !  you  fuili- 
larian  !  I'll  tickle  your  cataftrophe. 
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Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  attended. 

Ch.  Just.  What's  the  matter?  keep  the  peace  here,  ho  ! 

Host.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me !  I  befeech  you, 
ftand  to  me  !  [lii^g  l^^re  ? 

Ch.  Just.  How  now,  fir  John  ?  what,  are  you  braw- 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  bufinefs  ? 
You  ftiould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. — 
Stand  from  him,  fellow ;    Wherefore  hang'ft  thou  on 
him  ? 

Host.  O  my  moft  worfhipful  lord,  an't  pleafe  your 
grace,  I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eaftcheap,  and  he  is  arrett- 
ed at  my  fuit. 

Ch.Just.  For  what  fum  ? 

Host,  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  lord ;  it  is  for  all^ 
all  I  have  :  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and  home ;  he 
hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his  : — but 
I  will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll  ride  thee  o'nights^ 
like  the  mare. 

Fj4l.  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  1  have 
any  Vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  Just.  How  comes  this,  fir  John  ?  Fie  !  what  man 
of  good  temper  would  endure  this  tempeft  of  exclama- 
tion ?  Are  you  not  afhamed,  to  enforce  a  poor  widow  to 
fo  rough  a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ? 

Fjl.  What  is  the  grofs  fum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Host.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honefl:  man,  thyfelf,  and 
the  money  too.  Thou  didfl:  fwear  to  me  upon  a  parcel- 
gilt  goblet,  fitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber,  at  the  round 
table,  by  a  fea-coal  fire,  upon  Wednefday  in  Whitfun- 
week,  when  the  prince  broke  thy  head  for  liking  liis  fa* 
ther  to  a  finging-man  of  Windfor  ;  thou  didft  fwear  to 
me  then,  as  I  was  waftiing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and 
make  me  my  lady  thy  wife,    Canft  thou  deny  it  ?  Did 
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not  goodwife  Keech,  the  butcher's  wife,  come  in  then, 
and  call  me  goflip  Quickly  ?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mefs 
of  vinegar ;  telling  us,  fhe  had  a  good  difh  of  prawns ; 
whereby  thou  didft  defire  to  eat  fome ;  whereby  I  told 
thee,  they  were  ill  for  a  green  wound  ?  And  didft  thou 
not,  when  flie  was  gone  down  flairs,  defire  me  to  be  no 
more  fo  familiarity  with  fuch  poor  people ;  faying,  that 
ere  long  they  fhould  call  me  madam  ?  And  didft  thou 
not  kifs  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  fhillings  ?  I  put 
thee  now  to  thy  book-oath  ;  deny  it,  if  thou  canft, 

Fal.  My  lord,  this  is  a  po«r  mad  foul;  and  ftie  fays, 
up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldeft  fon  is  like  you : 
ihe  hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and,  the  truth  is,  poverty 
hath  diftradled  her.  But  for  thefe  foolifti  officers,  I  be- 
feech  you,  I  may  have  redrefs  againft  them. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John,  fir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe  the  falfe  way. 
It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that 
come  with  fuch  more  than  impudent  faucinefs  from  you, 
can  thruft  me  from  a  level  confideration ;  you  have,  as  it 
appears  to  me,  pradifed  upon  the  eafy-yielding  fpirit  of 
this  woman,  and  made  her  ferve  your  ufes  both  in  purfe 
and  perfon. 

Host.  Yea,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Just.  Pr'ythee,  peace : — ^Pay  her  the  debt  you  owe 
her,  and  unpay  the  villainy  you  have  done  with  her;  the 
one  you  may  do  with  fterling  money,  and  the  other  with 
current  repentance. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  without 
reply.  You  call  honourable  boldnefs,  impudent  fauci* 
nefs  :  if  a  man  will  make  courtTy,  and  fay  nothing,  he 
is  virtuous :  No,  my  lord,  my  humble  duty  remember'd, 
I  will  not  be  your  fuitor  ;  I  fay  to  you,  I  do  defire  deli- 
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verance  from  thefe  officers,  being  upoa  hafty  employ- 
ment  in  the  king's  affairs, 

Ch.  Just.  You  fpeak  as  having  powq.r  to  do  wrong  : 
but  anfwer  in  the  effed  of  your  reputation,  and  (atisfy 
the  poor  woman. 

Fal.  Come  hither,  hoftefs.  [Taking  her  afide. 

Enter  Gohter. 

Ch.  Just.  Now,  matter  Gower ;  What  news  ? 

GofT.  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Harry  prince  of  Wales 
Are  near  at  hand :  tlje  reft  the  paper  tells. 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman ; — 

Host.  Nay,  you  faid  fo  before. 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman  j Come,  no  more  words 

of  it. 

Host.  By  this  heavenly  ground  T  tread  on,  I  muft  be 
fain^to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my  din- 
ing-chambers. 

Fal.  GlafTes,  glafles,  is  the  only  drinking :  and  for  thy 
walls, — a  pretty  flight  drollery,  or  the  ftory  of  the  pro- 
4igal,  or  the  CJerman  hunting  iij  water-work,  is  worth  a 
thoufand  of  thefe  bed-hangings,  and  thefe  fly-bitten  ta- 
peftries.  Let  it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canft.  Come,  an 
it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  a  better  wench 
in  England.  Go,  wafli  thy  face,  and  draw  thy  action  : 
Come,  thou  muft  not  be  in  this  humour  with  me ;  doft 
not  know  roe  ?  Come,  come,  I  know  thou  waft  fet  ou  to 
this. 

Hosf.  Pray  thee,  fir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  po- 
bles ;  i'faitb  I  ana  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  ear^ 
neft,  la. 

Fal.  Let  it  alone;  Vll  make  other  £hift>^  you'll  be  a 
fool  ftiU. 

Host.  Well,  yauflwdi  Jia«rc  it,  tbougjb  I  pawij  my  giyym. 

B  b  iij 
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I  hope,  youll  come  to  fupper :  You'll  pay  me  all  toge- 
ther ? 

Fal.  Will  I  live  ? — Go,  with  her,  with  her ;  [To  Bar- 
dolphJ]  hook  on,  hook  on. 

Host.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-fheet  meet   you  at 
fupper  ? 

Fal.  No  more  words ;  let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Hoftels,  Bardolph,  OJp.cers^  and  Boy. 

Ch.  Just.  I  have  heard  better  news. 

Fal.  \VTiat's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Just.  Where  lay  the  king  laft  night  ? 

GofT.  At  Bafinftoke,  my  lord. 

Fal.  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well :  What's  the  news,  my 
lord? 

Ch.  Just.  Come  all  his  forces  back? 

GofF.  No ;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horfe, 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancafter, 
Againft  Northumberland,  and  the  archbiftiop. 

Fal.  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my  noble  lord? 

Ch.  Just.  You  (hall  have  letters  of  me  prefently :  Come, 
go  along  with  me,  good  mafter  Gower, 

Fal.  My  lord ! 

Ch.  Just.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Mafter  Gower,   fliall  I  entreat  you  with  me  to 
dinner  ? 

Gofv.  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here :  I  thank 
you,  good  fir  John. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you 
are  to  take  foldiers  up  in  counties  as  you  go. 

Fal.  Will  you  fup  with  me,  mafter  Gower  ? 

Ch.  yusT.  What  fooUfli  mafter  taught  you  thefe  man- 
ners, fir  John  ? 

Fal.  Mafter  Gower,  if  they  become  nie  not,  he  was  a 
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fool  that  taught  them  me ^This  is  the  right  fencing 

grace,  my  lord  ;  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Ch.  Just.  Now  the  Lord  Ughten  thee !  thou  art  a  great 
fool.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    The  fame.    Another  Street. 
Enter  Prince  HENRr  and  Poins. 

P.  Hen.  Truft  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Poins.  Is  it  come  to  that  ?  I  had  thought,  wearinefs 
durft  not  have  attached  one  of  fo  high  blood. 

P.  Hen.  'Faith,  it  does  me  ;  though  it  difcolours  the 
complexion  of  my  greatnefs  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it 
not  fhow  vilely  in  me,  to  defire  fmall  beer? 

Poins.  Why,  a  prince  fhould  not  be  fo  loofely  ftudied, 
as  to  remember  fo  weak  a  compofition, 

P.  Hen.  Belike -then,  my  appetite  was  not  princely 
got ;  for,  by  my  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor 
creature,  fmall  beer.  But,  indeed,  thefe  humble  confi- 
derations  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  greatnefs.  What 
a  difgrace  is  it  to  me,  to  remember  thy  name  ?  or  to 
know  thy  face  to-morrow  ?  or  to  take  note  how  many 
pair  of  filk  (lockings  thou  haft ;  viz.  thefe,  and  thofe 
that  were  the  peach-col  our 'd  ones  ?  or  to  bear  the  in- 
ventory of  thy  fhirts  ;  as,  one  for  fuperfluity,  and  one 

other  for  ufe  ? ^but  that,  the  tennis-court-keeper  knows 

better  than  I ;  for  it  is  a  Ipw  ebb  of  linen  .with  thee, 
when  thou  keepeft  not  racket  there  ;  as  thou  haft  not 
done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the  reft  of  thy  low-countries 
have  made  a  ftiift  to  eat  up  thy  hoUand :  and  God 
knows,  whether  thofe  tliat  bawl  out  the  ruins  of  thy 
linen,  ftiall  inherit  his  kingdom  :  but  the  midwives  fay, 
the  children  are  not  in  the  fault ;  whereupon  the  world 
increafes,  and  kindreds  are  mightily  ftrengthen*d. 

B  b  iiij 
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Foist.  Hov  ill  it  follows,  alter  too  \xrx  fabovir'd  fo 
hard,  jou  ihoiiid  talk  fo  idlj  r  Tell  mc,  hov  manj  good 
Toimg  princes  would  do  lo,  their  £ithcis  being  ta  fid: 
as  TOUTS  at  this  time  is  r 

P.  HEfi.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  r 

Poiss.  Yes ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Hes.  It  fliail  fenre  amraig  wits  of  no  higher  breed- 
ing than  thine. 

Poins.  Go  to ;  I  (land  the  pnih  of  your  one  thing 
that  you  will  telL 

P.  Hen.  \VTiy ,  I  tell  thee, — ^it  is  not  meet  that  I  ihould 
be  iad,  now  my  &ther  is  iick :  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee, 
(as  to  one  it  pleafes  me,  for  &ult  of  a  better,  to  call  my 
friend,)  I  could  be  fad,  and  (ad  indeed  too. 

Poiss.  Very  hardly,  upon  fuch  a  fubjed. 

P.  Hen.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'ft  me  as  ^  in  the 
devil's  book,  as  thou,  and  Falflaff^  for  obduracy  and  per* 
iiilency  :  Let  the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,,.^ 
my  heart  bleeds  inwardly,  that  my  father  is  fo  fick: 
and  keeping  fuch  vile  company  as  thou  art,  hadi  in  rea« 
ion  taken  from  me  all  oflentation  of  forrow. 

Poins.  The  reafon  ? 

P.  Hen.  What  would'ft  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  ihould 
weep  ? 

Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  mod  princely  hypocrite. 

P.  Hen.  It  would  bf  every  man's  thought :  and  thou 
art  a  blefled  fellow  to  think  as  every  man  thinks ;  never 
a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way  better 
than  thine  :  every  man  would  think  me  an  hypocrite 
indeed.  And  what  accites  your  mofl  wdrfhipful  thought* 
to  think  fo  ? 

Poins.  Why,*  becaufe  you  have  been  fo  lewd,  and  fo 
mugh  engra^d  to  FalftaS*. 
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P.  Hen.  And  to  thee, 

PoiNs.  By  this  light,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I  can  hear 
it  with  my  own  ears :  the  word  that  they  can  fay  of  me 
is,  that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper 
fellow  of  my  hands  ;  and  thofe  two  things,  I  confefs,  I 
cannot  help.    By  the  mafs,  here  comes  Bardolph. 

jP.  Hen.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falftaflf :  he  had 
him  from  me  chriftian ;  and  look,  if  the  fat  villain  have 
not  transformed  him  ape. 

Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Bard.  *Save  your  jgrace  ! 

P.  Hen.  And  yours,  moft  noble  Bardolph  ! 

Bard.  Come,  you  virtuous  afs,  [To  the  Page.]  you 
bafhful  fool,  muft  you  be  bluftung  ?  wherefore  blufh  you 
now  ?  What  a  maidenly  man  at  arms  are  you  become  ? 
Is  it  fuch  a  matter,  to  get  a  pottle-pot's  maidenhead. 

Page.  He  called  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through  a  red 
lattice,  and  I  could  difcem  no  part  of  his  face  from  the 
window  :  at  laft^  I  fpied  his  eyes ;  and,  methought,  he 
had  made  two  holes  in  the  ale-wife's  new  petticoat,  and 
peep'd  through. 

P.  Hen.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorefon  upright  rabbit,  away  4 

Pace.  Away,  you  rafcally  Althea's  dream,  away ! 

P.  Hen.  Inftrud  us,  boy :  What  dream,  boy  ? 

Page.  Marry^  my  lord,  Althea  dreamed  flie  was  deli- 
vered of  a  fire-brand ;  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

P.  Hen.  a  crown's  worth  of  good  interpretation.—^ 
There  it  is,  boy,  IGhes  bim  money. 

PoiNs.  O,  that  this  good  bloflbm  could  be  kept  from 
cankers  ! — Well,  there  is  fixpence  to  preferve  thee. , 

Bard.  An  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among 
you^  the  gallows  ihall  have  wrong. 
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P.  Hen.  And  how  doth  thy  mafter,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Well,  my  lord.  He  heard  of  your  grace's  com- 
ing to  town ;  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

P.  Hen.  Delivered  with  good  refped. — And  how  doth 
the  martlemas,  your  mafter  ? 

Bard.  In  bodily  health,  fir. 

PoiNs.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phyfician : 
but  that  moves  not  him ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies 
not. 

P.  Hen.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me 
as  my  dog :  and  he  holds  his  place ;  for,  look  you,  how 
he  writes. 

PoiNs.  [Reads.]  John  FalftafF,  knight, Every  man 

muft  know  that,  as  oft  as  he  has  occafion  to  name  him- 
felf.  Even  like  thofe  that  are  kin  to  the  king ;  for  they 
never  prick  their  finger,  but  they  fay,  There  is.fome  of 
the  king^s  blood  fpilt :  How  comes  that  ?  fays  he,  that  takes 
upon  him  not  to  conceive  :  the  anfwer  is  as  ready  as  a 
borrower's  cap ;  I  am  the  king's  poor  coujiuyjir. 

P.  Hen.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will 
fetch  it  from  Japhet.    But  the  letter : — 

PoiNS.  Sir  John  FalftafF,  knight,  to  the/on  of  the  king, 
nearejl  his  father,  Harry  prince  of  Wales,  greeting. — ^Why, 
this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Hen.  Peace  ! 

PoiNs.  I  will  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in  brevity : — 
he  fure  means  brevity  in  breath  ;  fhort-winded /  com- 
mend me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and  I  leave  thee.  Be  not 
too  familiar  with  Poins ;  for  he  mifufes  thy  favours  fo  much, 
that  hefwears,  thou  art  to  marry  his  fi/ler  Nell.  Repent  at 
idle  times  as  thou  mayfl,  and fo  farewell. 

Thine,  by  yea  and  no,  {which  is  as  much  as  to 
fay,  as  thou  ufejl  him,)  Jack  FalftafF,  with  my 
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familiars;  John,  with  my  brothers  andji/lers; 
andjir  John,  with  all  Europe. 
My  lord,  I  will  fteep  this  letter  in  fack,  and  make  him 
eat  it, 

P.  Hen.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  words. 
But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned  ?  muft  I  marry  your  fifter  ? 

PoiNS.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfe  fortune  !  but  I 
never  faid  fo. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fools  with  the  time ; 
and  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  fit  in  the  clouds,  and  mock  us. 
^ — Is  your  mafter  here  in  London  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord, 

P.  Hen.  Where  fups  he  ?  doth  the  old  boar  feed  in  the 
old  frank  ? 

Bard.  At  the  old  place,  my  lord ;  in  Eaftcheap. 

P.  Hen.  What  company  ? 

Page.  Ephefians,  my  lord;  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Hen.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  None,  my  lord,  but  old  miftrefs  Quickly,  and 
miftrefs  Doll  Tear-lheet. 

P.  Hen.  What  pagan  may  that  be  ? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  fir,  and  a  kinfwoman 
of  my  maftei's. 

P.  Hen.^  Even  fuch  kin,  as  the  parifh  heifers  are  to  the 
town-bull. — Shall  we  fteal  upon  them,  Ned,  at  fupper  ? 

PoiNS.  I  am  your  fhadow,  my  lord ;  PU  follow  yob. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  you  boy, — and  Bardolph ; — no  word 
to  your  mafter,  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town :  There's  for 
your  filence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue,  fir. 

Page.  And  for  mine,  fir, — T  will  govern  it. 

P. Hen.  Fare  ye  well;  go.  [Exeunt  Bardolph  and P age. ^ 
— ^This  Doll  Tear-ftieet  fliould  be  fome  road. 
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PoiNS.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between 
faint  Alban's  and  London. 

P.  Hen.  How  might  we  fee  FalftafF  beftow  himfelf  to- 
night in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourfelves  be  feen  ? 

PoiNS.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins,  and  aprons,  and 
wait  upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

P.  Hen.  From  a  god  to  a  bull  ?  a  heavy  defcenfion ! 
it  was  Jove's  cafe.  From  a  prince  to  a  prentice  ?  a  low 
transfojnnation  I  that  fliall  be  mine  :  for,  in  every  thing, 
the  purpofc  muft  weigh  with  the  folly.    Follow  me,  Ned. 

lExoiat. 

SCENE  III.    Warkworth.    Before  the  Cq/ile. 

Enter  Northumberland^  Lady  NorthummerlanDp 

and  Ljody  Percy. 

North.  I  pray  thee,  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daughter. 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs  : 
Put  not  you  on  the  vifage  of  the  times. 
And  be^  like  thero^  to  Percy  troublefome. 

Ladt  N.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  fpeak  no  mofie : 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wifdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  fwect  wife,  my  honpur  is  at  pawn ; 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it 

LjDr  P.  O,  yet^  for  God's  fake,  go  not  to  thefe  wars ! 
Tlie  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word. 
When  you  were  more  endeared  to  it  than  now ; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  beajt's  dear  Harry, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  tp  fee  his  fether 
Bring  up  his  powers ;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  perfuaded  you  tp  flay  at  home  ? 
There  were  twp  honpuris  loft ;  yours,  and  your  ixm^s. 
For  yours, — m»y  heavealy  glpry  brighten  it  { 
For  his, — it  fkmk  uppn  him,  a$  the  iwx 
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In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven  :  and,  by  his  light, 

Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 

To  do  brave  ads  ;  he  was,  indeed,  the  glafs 

Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  drefs  themfeives. 

He  had  no  legs,  that  pra6lisy  not  his  gait : 

And  fpeaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  blemifh. 

Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant ; 

For  thofe  that  could  fpeak  low,  and  tardily, " 

Would  turn  their  own  pcrfedion  to  abufe. 

To  feem  like  him  :  So  that,  in  fpeech,  in  gait, 

In  diet,  in  affedions  of  delight, 

In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood. 

He  was  the  mark  and  glafs,  copy  and  book. 

That  fafhion'd  others.     And  him,— O  wondrous  him ! 

O  miracle  of  men  I — ^him  did  you  leave, 

(Second  to  none,  unfeconded  by  you,) 

To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 

In  difad  vantage ;  to  abide  a  field, 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hotfpur's  name 

Did  feem  defenfible : — fo  you  left  him  : 

Never,  O  never,  do  his  ghoft  the  wfong. 

To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 

With  others,  than  with  him  ;  let  them  alone  ; 

The  Marftial,  and  the  archbifhop,  are  ftrong : 

Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers, 

To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotfpur's  neck^ 

Have  talked  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

North.  Befhrew  your  heart, 
Fair  daughter  !  you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  me, 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  overfights. 
But  I  muft  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there ; 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place, 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 
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Ladt  N.  O,  fly  to  Scotland, 
Till  that  the  nobles,  and  the  armed  commons. 
Have  of  their  puiflance  made  a  little  tafl:e. 

Ladt  P.  If  they  get  ground  and  Vantage  of  the  king^ 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  fl:eel. 
To  make  ftrength  ftronger  ;  but,  for  all  our  loves, 
Firfl  let  them  try  themfelves :  So  did  your  fon  ; 
He  was  fo  fufFer'd  ;  fo  came  I  a  widow  ; 
And  never  fliall  have  length  of  life  enough. 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes, 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heaven, 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  hufband.  [mind. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me  :  'tis  with  my 
As  with  the  tide  fwell'd  up  unto  its  height. 
That  makes  a  ftill-fland,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbifliop. 

But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  back  : 

I  will  refolve  for  Scotland  ;  there  am  I, 

Till  time  and  Vantage  crave  my  company.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.    London.    A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head 
Tavern,  in  Eafl:cheap. 
Ente?'  two  Draiters. 

1  Draht.  What  the  devil  haft  thou  brought  there  ? 
apple- Johns  ?  thou  know'ft,  fir  John  cannot  endure  an 
apple-John  ? 

2  Draht.  Mafs,  thou  fay'ft  true  :  The  prince  once  fet 
a  difti  of  apple- Johns  before  him,  and  told  him,  there 
were  five  more  fir  Johns :  and,  putting  off  his  hat,  faid, 
/  will  now  take  my  leave  of  thefejix  dry^  rounds  old,  withered 
knights.  It  anger'd  him  to  the  heart ;  but  he  hath  for- 
got that. 

I  Draif.  ^Vhy  then,  cover,  and  fet  them  down :  And 
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fee  if  thou  canft  find  out  Sneak's  noife  ;  miftrefs  Tear- 
fheet  would  fain  hear  fome  mufick.  Defpatch  : — ^The 
room  where  they  fupp'd,  is  too  hot ;  they'll  come  in 
flraight. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince,  and  Mr.  Poins 
anon :  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkiiis,  and  ap- 
rons ;  and  fir  John  muft  not  know  of  it :  Bardolph  hath 
brought  word. 

1  Draw.  By^the  mafs,  here  will  be  old  utis :  It  will  be 
an  excellent  flratagem. 

2  Draw.  Til  fee,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  \ExiU 

Enter  Hostess  and  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

Host.  Tfaith,  fweet  heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in 
an  excellent  good  temperality  :  your  pulfidge  beats  as 
extraordinarily  as  heart  would  defire ;  and  your  colour, 
I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rofe  :  But,  i'faith,  you 
have  drunk  too  much  canaries  ;  and  that's  a  marvellous 
fearching  wine,  and  it  perfumes  the  blood  ere  one  can 
fay, — What's  this  ?  How  do  you  now  ? 

DoL.  Better  than  I  wasi     Hem. 

Host.  Why,  that's  well  fuid ;  a  good  heart's  worth 
gold.     Look,  here  comes  fir  John. 

Enter  FalstafFj  finging. 

Fal,  When  Arthur  jirji  in  court — Empty  the  Jordan. — 
And  was  a  worthy  king :  [Exit  Drawer.^  How  now,  mif- 
trefs Doll  ? 

Host.  Sick  of  a  calm  :  yea,  good  footh. 

Fal.  So  is  all  her  fed ;  an  they  be  once  in  a  calm, 
they  are  fick.  [give  me  ? 

DoL.  You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 

Fal.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  miftrefs  Doll, 

DoL.  I  make  them !  gluttony  and  difeafes  make  them ; 
I  make  them  not. 
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Fal.  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttony,  you  help 
to  make  the  difeafes,  Doll :  we  catch  of  you,  Doll,  we 
catch  of  you  ;  grant  that,  my  poor  virtue,  grant  that. 

DoL.  Ay,  marry  ;  our  chains,  and  our  jewels. 

Fal.  Your  brooches^  pearls^  and  owcbes  ; — for  to  fervc 
bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know :  To  come  off 
the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  furgery 
bravely ;  to  venture  upon  the  charg'd  chambers  brave* 
ly : 

DoL.  Hang  yourfelf,  you  muddy  conger,  hang  yourfetf! 

Host.  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  faihion  ;  you  two 
never  meet,  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord  :  you  are  both, 
in  good  troth,  as  rheumatick  as  two  dry  toafts  ;  you  can- 
not one  bear  with  another's  confirmities.  What  the 
good^year  !  one  muft  bear,  and  that  muft  be  you  :  [To 
Doll  J]  you  are  the  weaker  veflel,  as  they  fay,  the  emp* 
tier  veffel. 

DoL.  Can  a  weak  empty  veffel  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
hogfhead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bour* 
deaux  fluff  in  him ;  you  have  not  feen  a  hulk  better 

ftuff'd  in  the  hold Come,  I'll  be  friends  with  thee. 

Jack  :  thou  art  going  to  the  wars  ;  and  whether  I  fhaU 
ever  fee  thee  again,  or  no,  there  is  nobody  cares. 
Re-enter  Braifbr. 

Draw.  Sir,  ancient  Piflol's  below,  and  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

DoL.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal !  let  him  not  come 
hither  :  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  rogue  in  England. 

Host.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here  :  no,  by 
my  faith ;  I  muft  live  amongft  my  neighbours ;  I'll  no 
fwaggerers :  I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the  very 
beft  : — Shut  tlje    door  ; — there    comes   no   fwaggerers 
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here  :  I  have  not  liv'd  all  this  while>  to  have  fwaggering 
now : — (hut  the  door,  I  pray  you» 
Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,  hoftefs  ? — 
Host.  Pray  you^  pacify  yourfelf,  fir  John }  there  comes 
no  fwaggerers  here. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear  ?  it  is  mine  ancient. 
Host.  Tilly-fally,  fir  John,  never  tell  me  ;  your  an* 
cient  fwaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  w^as  before 
maftef  Tifick,  the  deputy,  the  other  day  ;  and,  as  he  faid 
to  me, — it  was  no  longer  ago  than  Wednefday  laft,— 
Neighbour  ^ickly,  fays  he ; — mafter  Dumb,  our  minifter, 
was  by  then ; — Neighbour  ^ickly^  fays  he,  receive  tbofc 
that  are  civil;  for^  faith  he,  you  are  in  an  ill  name  ; — now 
he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon  ;  for,  fays  he,  you  are  an 
bonejl  woman,  and  well  thought  on  ;  therefore  take  heed  what 
guejls  you  receive:  Receive,  fays  he,  no  fwaggering  compa-^ 

nions ^There  comes  none  herej — you  would  blefs 

you  to  hear  what  he  faid  : — no.  Til  no  fwaggerers. 

Fal.  He's  no  fwaggerer,  hoftefs  ;  a  tame  cheater,  he  ; 
you  may  ftroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  greyhound  : 
he  will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if  her  feathers 
turn  back  in  any  fliow  of  refiftance. — Call  him  up, 
drawer. 

Host.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honefl: 
man  my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater  :  But  I  do  not  love  fwag- 
gering; by  my  troth,  I  am  the  worfe,  when  one  fays_-i 
fwagger  :  feel,  mafters,  how  I  fhake  ;  look  you,  I  war- 
rant you. 

DoL.  So  you  do,  hoftefs. 

Host.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  truth,  do  I,  an  ^twere  an 
afpen  leaf :  I  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 

Enter  Pistol,  Bardolph,  and  Page. 
Pi  ST.  *Save  you,  fir  John  ! 
Vol.  III.  C  c 
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Fjl.  Welcome,  ancient  Piftol.  Here,  Piftol,  I  charge: 
you  with  a  cup  of  fack :  do  you  difcharge  upon  mine 
hoftefs. 

*  •  PisT.  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  fir  John,  with   two 
bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  piftol-proof,  fir  ;  you  fhall  hardly  offend 
her. 

Host.  Come,  Til  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets  :  IH 
drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  noman^s  plea- 
.'fure,  T. 

PisT.  Then  to  you,  miftrefs  Dorothy  j  I  will  charge 
you. 

DoL.  Charge  me  ?  I  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  companion. 
What !  you  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating^  lack-linen 
mate  !  Away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away  !  I  am  meat  for 
your  matter. 

*  PisT.  I  know  you,  miftrefs  Dorothy. 

DoL.  Away,  you  cut-pur fe  rafcal !  you  filthy  bung,  a- 
way  !  by  this  wine,  Til  thruft  my  knife  in  .your  mouldy 
chaps,  an  you  play  the  faucy  cuttle  with  me.  Away, 
you  bottle-ale  rafcal !  you  balket-hilt  ftale  juggler,  you ! 
.*— Since  when,  I  pray  you,  fir  ? — Wli2tt,  with  two  points 
on  your  ftioulder  ?  much  ! 

PisT.  I  will  murder  your  ruff  for  this. 

Fal.  No  more,  Piftol ;  I  would  not  have  you  go  off 
*  here :  difcharge  yourfelf  of  our  company,  Piftol. 
"  Host.  No,  good  captain  Piftol ;  not  here,  fweet  cap- 
tain. 

DoL.  Captain  !  thou  abominable  damned  cheater,  art 
thou  not  afham'd  to  be  calPd — captain  ?  If  captains  were 
of  my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out,  for  taking 
their  names  upon  yon  before  you  have  earned  them. 
You  a  captain,  you  llave  !  for  what  ?  for  tearing  a  poor 
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whore's  tuff  in  a  bawdy-hcmfe  ?— He  a  captain !  Hang 
.  him,  rogue !  He  lives  upon  mouldy  fteVd  prunes,  and 
dry'd  cakes.  A  captain !  thefc  villains  will  make  the 
word  captain  as  odious  as  the  word  occupy ;  which  was 
an  excellent  good  word  before  it  was  ill  forted :  there* 
fore  captains  had  need  look  to  it. 

BjikD.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  ancient. 

Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  miflrefs  Doll. 

Pisr.  Not  I :  I  tell  thee  what,  corporal  Bardolpfa ;— I 
could  tear  her  : — V\\  be  reveng'd  on  her. 

Pagb.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

Pisr.  ril  fee  her  damn'd  fir  ft ; — to  Pluto's  damned 
lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  with  Erebus  and  tortures  vile 
alfo.  Hold  hook  and  line,  fay  I.  Down !  down,  dogs  i 
down  faitors !  Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Host.  Good  captain  Peefel,  be  quiet;  itisverylate,i'faith; 
I  befeek  you  now,  aggraVate  your  choler. 

PtsT.  Thefe  be  good  humours, indeed !  Shall  packhorfes^ 
And  hollow  pamper'd  jades  of  Afia, 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day. 
Compare  with  Csefars,  and  with  Cannibals, 
And  Trojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  Cerberus  ;  and  let  the  welkin  roar. 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Host.  By  my  troth,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter 
words.  * 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  ancient:  this  will  grow  to  a  brawl 
4non. 

Pisr.  Die  men,  like  dogs ;  give  crowns  like  pins ; 
Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Host.  O'  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fuch  here* 
What  the  good-year !  do  you  think,  I  would  deny  her  ? 
ibr  God's  fake^  be  quiet. 

Ccij 
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PisT.  Then,  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis  t 
Come,  give's  fome  fack. 

Sifortuna  me  torment a^fperato  me  content a.--^ 
Fear  we  broadfides  ?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire : 
Give  me  fome  fack; — and,  fweetheart,  He  thou  there. 

[Laying  dcnvn  bis  /word* 
Come  we  to  full  points  here;  and  are  et  ceterds  nothing?. 

Fal.  Piftol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pisr.  Sweet  knight,  I  kifs  thy  neif :  What !  we  have 
feen  the  feven  ftars. 

DoL.  Thruit  him  down  flairs ;  I  cannot  endure  fuch  a 
fuflian  rafcal. 

Pisr.  Thrufl  him  down  flairs!  know  we  not  Galloway 
hags? 

Fal.  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  fhove-groat 
fhilling :  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he 
fliall  be  nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  flairs. 

Pi^r.  What!  fliall  we  have incifion?  fhall we  imbrue ?-*- 

.  [Snatching  up  bis /word. 
Then  death  rock  me  afleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days  ! 
Why  then,  let  grievous,  ghaflly,  gaping  wounds 
Untwine  the  fiflers  three !  Come,  Atropos,  I  fay ! 

Host.  Here's  goodly  fluff  toward! 
•     Fal.  Give  me  itiy  rapier,  boy. 

DoL.  I  pray  thee.  Jack,  1  pray  thee,  do  not  draw, 

Fal.  Get  you  down  flairs. 

[D?'awing,  and  driving  Pistol  out. 

Host.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult !  Til  forfwear  keeping 
tioufe,  afore  I'll  be  in  thefe  tirrits  and  frights.    So  ;  mur- 

•  der,  T  warrant  now Alas,  alas !   put  up  your  naked 

weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

[Exeurit  Pistol  and  Bardolph. 
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DoL.  I  pray  thee.  Jack,  be  quiet ;  the  rafcal  is  gone. 
Ah,  you  whorfon  little  valiant  villain,  you.  r 

Host.  Are  you  not  hurt  i*the  groin  ?  methought,  he 
made  a  fhrewd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  fir.  The  rafcal's  drunk :  you  have  hurt 
him,  fir,  in  the  (houlder. 

Fal.  a  rafcal !  to  brave  me ! 

DoL.  Ah,  you  fweet  Httle  rogue,  you !  Alas,  poor  ape, 
how  thou  fweat'ft  ?  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face ;— come 
on,  you  whorefon  chops  : — Ah,  rogue !  i'faith,  I  love 
thee.  Thou  art  as  valorous  as  Hedor  of  Troy,  worth 
five  of  Agamemnon,  and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine 
wonhies :  Ah,  villain  ! 

Fal.  a  rafcally  Have !  I  will  tofs  the  rogue  in  ^ 
blanket. 

DoL.  Do,  if  thou  dareft  for  thy  heart :  if  thoudoft,  1% 
canvas  thee  between  a  pair  of  fheets. 

Enter  Mufick. 

Page.  The  mufick  is  come,  fir. 

Fal.  Let  them  play ; — Play,  firs. — Sit  on  my  knee, 
Doll.  A  rafcal  bragging  flave  !  the  rogue  fled  from  me 
like  quickfilver. 

DoL.  rfaith,  and  thou  foUow'dfl:  him  like  a  church. 
Thou  whorefon  little  tidy  Bartholomew  boar-pig,  when 
wilt  thou  leave  fighting  o'days,  and  foining  o'nights,  and 
begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  ? 
.   Enter  behind.  Prince  Henr  y  and  PoiNs^  difguifed  like 

drawers. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  Doll !  do  not  fpeak  Hke  a  death^s 
head  ;  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

Dql.  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  prince  or  ? 
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.  Fal»  a  good  (hallow  young  fellow:  he  would  have 
xnade  a  good  pander,  he  would  have  chipp'd  bread  welL 
'  DoL.  They  fay,  Poins  has  a  good  wit. 

FjiL.  He  a  good  wit?  hang  him,  baboon  I  his  wit  is  as 
thick  as  Tewkfbury  muftard ;  there  is  no  more  conceit 
in  him,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 
:  DoL.  Why  does  the  prince  love  him  fo  then  ? 

Fjl.  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs  ;  and  he 
plays  at  quoits  well ;  and  eats  conger  and  fennel ;  and 
drinks  off  candles'  ends  for  Hapdragons ;  and  rides  the 
wild  mare  with  the  boys ;  and  jumps  upon  joint-ftools  ; 
and  fwears  with  a  good  grace  ;  and  wears  his  boot  very 
fmooth,  like  unto  the  fign  of  the  leg ;  and  breeds  no 
bate  with  telling  of  difcreet  ftories:  and  fuch  other  gam^ 
bol  faculties  he  hath,  that  fhow  a  weak  mind  and  air 
able  body,  for  the  which  the  prince  admits  him:  for  the 
prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another ;  the  weight  of  a  hair  will 
turn  the  fcales  between  their  averdupois* 

P.  Hen.  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have  his  ears 
cut  off? 

FoiNs.  Let's  beat  him  before  his  whore. 
.    P.  Hen.  Look,  if  the  withered  elder  hath  not  his  poll 
clawed  like  a  parrot. 

Poins.  Is  it  not  ftrange,  that  defire  fliould  fo  many 
years  outlive  performance  ? 

Fjl.  Kifs  me,  Doll. 

P.  Hen.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjunction ! 
what  fays  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Poins.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon,  his  man, 
be  not  lifping  to  his  mafter's  old  tables ;  his  note-book, 
his  counfel-keepen 

Fjil.  Thou  doft  give  me  flattering  bufles. 

DoL.  Nay,  truly  j  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moftconftant  heart. 
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Fjl.  I  am  old,  I  am  old 

DoL.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy  young 
boy  of  them  all. 

FjIL.  What  fluff  wilt  have  a  kirtle  of  ?  I  fhall  receive 
money  on  Thurfday  :  thou  fhalt  have  a  cap  to-morrow. 
A  merry  fong,  come:  it  grows  late,  we'll  to  bed.  Thou'li 
forget  me,  when  I  am  gone. 

DoL.  By  my  troth  thou'lt  fet  me  a  weeping,  an  thou 
fay'fl  fo :  prove  that  ever  I  drefs  myfelf  handfome  till 
|thy  return Well,  hearken  the  end. 

Fjil.  Some  fack,  Francis. 

P.  Hen.  Poins.  Anon,  anon,  fir.  [Advancing. 

Fal.  Ha  !  a  baflard  fon  of  the  king's  ^ — And  art  not 
thou  Poins  his  brother  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  thou  globe  of  finful  continents,  what 
a  life  dofl  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  a  better  than  thou  j  I  am  a  gentleman,  thou 
art  a  drawer. 

P.  Hen.  Very  true,  fir  ;  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out 
by  the  ears. 

Host.  O,  the  Lord  preferve  thy  good  grace  !  by  my 
troth,  welcome  to  London. — Now  the  Lord  blefs  that 
fweet  face  of  thine  !  O  Jefu,  are  you  come  .from  Wales? 

Fal.  Thou  whorefon  mad  compound  of  majefly, — ^by 
this  light  flefh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome.      * 

.   [Leaning  bis  baud  upon  Doll. 

DoL.  How  !  you  fat  fool,  1  fcom  you. 

Poins.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge; 
and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

P.  Hen.  You  whorefon  candle-mine,  you,  how  vilely 
did  you  fpeak'of  me  even  now,  before  this  honefl,  virr 
Vnous,  civil  gentlewoman  ^  [troth. 

Host.  Blefling  o*  your  good  heart !  and  fo  fhe  is,  by  jny 

C  c  iiij 
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Fal.  Didft  thou  hear  me  ? 

P.  Hen.  Yes ;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Gads-hill :  you  knew,  I  was  at  your 
back  ;  and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe,  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no  \  not  fo  j  I  did  not  think,  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.  Hen.  I  fhall  drive  you  then  to  confefs  the  wilful 
abufe  ;  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

Fal.  No  abufe,  Hal,  on  mine  honour ;  no  abufe. 

P.  Hen,  Not !  to  difpraife  me  ;  and  call  me — ^pantler, 
and  bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 

Fal.  No  abufe,  HaL 

PoiNs.  No  abufe  ! 

Fal.  No  abufe,  Ned,  in  the  world  ;  honed  Ned,  nond. 
I  difprais'd  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked 
might  not  fall  in  love  with  him: — in  which  doing,  I  have 
done  the  part  of  a  careful  friend,  and  a  true  fubjec^,  and 
thy  father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abufe,  Hal ;— r 
none,  Ned,  none ; — no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Hen.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear,  and  entire  cowr 
nrdice,  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentle- 
woman to  clofe  with  us  ?  Is  (he  of  the  wicked  ?  Is  thine 
hoflefs  here  of  the  wicked  ?  Or  is  the  boy  of  the  wick? 
ed  ?  Or  honeft  Bardolph,  whofe  zeal  burns  in  his  nofe, 
of  the  wicked  ? 

PoiNs.  Anfwer,  thou  dead  elm,  anfwer, 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  prick'd  down  Bardolph  irreco- 
verable ;  and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy-kitchen,  where 
he  doth  nothing  but  roafl  malt-worms.  For  the  boy,— r 
there  is  a  good  angel  about  him ;  but  the  devil  outbids 
him  too. 

P.  Hen.  For  the  women,— — 

Fal.  For  one  of  them,— fhe  is  in  hell  already,  and 
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bums,  poor  foul !    For  the  other, — I  owe  her  money  j 
and  whether  fhe  be  damn'd  for  that,  I  know  not. 

Host.  No,  I  warrant  you. 

Fjl,  No,  I  think  thou  art  not ;  I  think,  thou  art  quit 
for  that :  Marry,  there  is  another  indidment  upon  thee, 
for  fuflfering  flefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  contrary  to 
the  law;  for  the  which,  I  think,  thou  wilt  howl. 

Host.  All  vidiuUers  do  fo :  What^s  a  joint  of  mutton 
or  two,  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Hen.  You,  gentlewoman, 

DoL.  What  fays  your  grace  ? 

FjIL.  His  grace  fays  that  which  his  flefh  rebels  againft* 

Host.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  door  ?  look  to  the  door 
there,  Francis. 

Enter  Peto. 

P.  Hen.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Wefhninfter ; 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  pofts, 
Cojne  from  the  north :  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  overtook,  a  dozen  captains. 
Bare-headed,  fweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns. 
And  afking  every  one  for  fir  John  FalftafE 

P.  Hen.  By  heaven,  Poins,  I  feel  me  much  to  blame. 
So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time ; 
When  temped  of  commotion,  like  the  fouth 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt. 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  fword,  and  cloak  : — Falflaff,  good  night. 
[^Exeunt  P.  Henrt,  Poins,  Peto,  and  Bard. 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  morfel  of  the  night, 
and  we  mull  hence,  and  leave  it  unpick'd^  [Knocking 
peard.}  More  knocking  at  the  door  ? 
Re-enter  S^rjxolph. 
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How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bjrj).  You  muft  away  to  court,  fir,  prefently  ;  a  do* 
zen  captains  flay  at  door  for  you.^ 
:    FjiL.  Pay  the  muficians,  firrah.  [To  the  Page.] Fare- 
well, hoftefs ; farewell,  Doll, You  fee,  my  good 

wenches,  how  men  of  merit  are  fought  after  :    the  un- 
deferver  may  fleep,  when  the  man  of  adion  is  call'd  on. 

Farewell,  good  wenches  : If  I  be  not  fent  away  poft, 

I  will  fee  you  again,  ere  I  go.  / 

DoL.  I  cannot  fpeak ; — If  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burft  : — Well,  fwefet  Jack,  have  a  care  of  thyfelf. 

Fal.  Farewell,  farewell. 

[Exeunt  Falstafp  and  Bardolpr. 

Host.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  thefe 
twenty-nine  years,  come  peafcod-time ;  but  an  honefter, 
and  truer-hearted  man, — ^Well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  [Within.']  Miftrefs  Tear-fheet, 

Host.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  Bid  miftrefs  Tear-fheet  come  to  my  mafler. 

Host.  O  run,  Doll,  run  ;  run,  good  Doll.        [FjceunU 


4cr  in. 

SCENE  I.    J  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Henrx  in  bis  nightgown^  with  a  Page. 

K.  Hen.  Go,  call  the  earls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwick ; 
But,  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  thefe  letters. 

And  well  confider  of  them  :  Make  good  fpeed.. . 

Exit  Page. 
How  many  thoufand  of  my  pooreft  fubjeds 
Are  at  this  hour  afleep ! — Sleep,  gentle  fleep. 
Nature's  foft  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
Th^t  thou  no  moye  xyilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down. 


And  deep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulncfs  ? 

Why  rather,  fleep,  Heft  thou  in  fmoky  C(ibs, 

Upon  uneafy  pallets  ftretching  thee. 

And  hufli'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  flumber  j 

Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great. 

Under  the  canopies  of  coftly  ftate. 

And  luird  with  founds  of  fweeteft  melody  ? 

O  thou  dull  god,  why  lieft  thou  with  the  vile. 

In  loathfome  beds ;  and  leav*ft  the  kingly  couch, 

A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  *larum  bell  ? 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  maft 

Seal  up  the  fhipboy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  furge ; 

And  in  the  vifitation  of  the  winds. 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top. 

Curling  their  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deaTning  clamours  in  the  flippery  clouds. 

That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itfelf  awakes  ? 

Can'ft  thou,  O  partial  fleep !  give  thy  repofe 

To  the  wet  feaboy  in  an  hour  fo  rude ; 

And,  in  tfhe  calmeft  and  mod  ftillefl:  night. 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 

Deny  it  to  a  king  ?  Then,  happy  low,  lie  down ! 

Uneafy  lies  the  head  that"  wears  a  crown. 

Enter  Wjrhtick  and  SvRRET,  ^ 

War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majefty! 

K.  Hen.  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  ? 

War.  'Tis  one  o'clock,  and  pafl:. 

K.  Hen.  Why  then,  good  morrow  to  you  all,  my  lords. 
Have  you  read  o*er  the  letters  that  I  fent  you  ? 

War.  We  have,  my  liege, 

K.  Hen.  Then  you  perceive,  the  body  of  our  kingdom 
How  foul  it  is  I  what  ranl^^  difeafes  gjrow, 
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And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

JVjr.  It  is  but  as  a  body,  yet,  diftcmper'd ; 
Which  to  his  former  ftrength  may  be  reftor'd. 

With  good  advice,  and  Uttle  medicine : 

My  lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cool'd.         [£ite ; 

K.  Hen.  O  heaven  !  that  one  might  read  the  book  of 
And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mountaihs  level,  and  the  continent 
(Weary  of  folid  firmnefs,)  melt  itfelf 
Into  the  fea  !  and,  other  times,  to  fee 
The  bcachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips ;  how  chances  mock^ 
And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 
With  divers  Uquors !  O,  if  this  were  feen. 
The  happieft  youth, — ^viewing  his  progrefs  through^ 
What  perils  paft,  what  erodes  to  enfue, — 
Would  (hut  the  book,  and  fit  him  down  and  die. 
rris  not  ten  years  gone. 

Since  Richard,  and  Northumberland,  great  friends^ 
Did  feafl  together,  and,  in  two  years  after. 
Were  they  at  wars :  It  is  but  eight  years,  fincc 
This  Percy  was  the  man  nearefl  my  foul ; 
Who  like  a  brother  toiPd  in  my  afiairs. 
And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 
Yea,  for  my  fake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard, 
Gave  him  defiance.     But  which  of  you  was  by, 
(You,  coufin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember,)  [To  Warwick. 
When  Richard, — with  his  eye  brim-full  of  tears. 
Then  check'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland, — 
Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy  ? 
Northumberland y  thou  ladder,  by  the  which 
My  coufin  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne  ; — 
Though  then,  heaven  knows,  \  hai;!  no  fuch  ii^tent  i 
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But  that  neceffity  fo  bow'd  the  ftate, 

That  I  and  greatnefs  were  compelPd  to  kifs : — — . 

I'he  timejhall  comCy  thus  did  he  follow  it, 

The  time  will  come^  that  foul  Jin  y  gathering  beady 

Shall  break  into  corruption : — fo  went  on, 

Foretelling  this  fame  time's  condition. 

And  the  divifion  of  our  amity. 

War.  There  is  a  hiftory  in  all  men's  lives, 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceas'd  : 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophecy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life ;  which  in  their  feeds. 
And  weak  beginnings,  lie  intreafured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time ; 
And,  by  the  neceflary  form  of  this. 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfeft  guefs. 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  falfe  to  him. 
Would,  of  that  feed,  grow  to  a  greater, falfenefs; 
Which  fhould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

K.  Hen.  Are  thefe  things  then  neceflities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  neceflities  : — 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us ; 
They  fay,  the  bifliop  and  Northiunberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  flrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord ; 
Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo. 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd  : — Pleafe  it  your  grace^ 
To  go  to  bed ;  upon  my  life,  my  lord. 
The  powers  that  you  already  have  fent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  received 
A  certain  inftance,  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
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Your  majefty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill ; 
And  thefe  unfeafon'd  hours,  perforce,  muft  add 
Unto  your  ficknefs, 

K.  Hen.  I  will  take  your  counfel : 
And,  were  thefe  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand. 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land.         [Exnmt. 

<  ■  ■  ■  ■.■■■* 

SCENE  II.  Court  before  "Jujlice  Shallow^s  Houfe  in 

Glocefterfhire. 
Enter  Shallow  and  Silence^  meeting ;   Movldt^ 
Shadow^  Wart^  Feeble,  Bullcalf,  and  Ser^ 
vantSy  bebittd. 

Seal.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on ;  give  me  your 
hand,  fir,  give  me  your  hand,  fir  :  an  early  ftirrer,  by 
the  rood.     And  how  doth  my  good  coufin  Silence  ? 

SiL.  Good  morrow,  good  coufin  Shallow. 

Shal.  And  how  doth  my  coufin,  your  bedfellow?  and 
your  faireft  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen? 

SiL.  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  coufin  Shallow. 

Shal.  By  yea  and  nay,  fir,  I  dare  fay,  my  coufin  Wil- 
liam is  become  a  good  fcholar :  He  is  at  Oxford,  flUl,  is 
he  not  ? 

SiL.  Indeed,  fir  ;  to  my  coft. 

Shal.  He  muft  then  to  the  inns  of  court  fhortly :  I 
was  once  of  Clement's  inn ;  where,  I  think,  they  will 
talk  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

SiL.  You  were  called — lufty  Shallow,  then,  coufin. 

Shal.  By  the  mafs,  I  was  calPd  any  thing  ;  and  I  would 
have  done  any  thing,  indeed,  and  roundly  too.  There 
was  I,  and  little  John  Doit  of  Staffordftiire,  and  black 
George  Bare,  and  Francis  Pickbone,  and  Will  Squele  a 
Cotfwold  man, — you  had  not  four  fuch  fwinge-bucklers 
in  all  the  inns  of  court  again  :  and,  T  may  fay  to  you, 
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'we  knew  where  the  bonarobas  were ;  and  had  the  beft 
of  them  all  at  commandment.  Then  was  Jack  FalftafF, 
now  fir  John,  a  boy;  and  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray, 
duke  of  Norfolk. 

SiL.  This  fir  John,  coufin,  that  comes  hither  anon  a-' 
bout  foldiers  ? 

Shal.  The  fame  fir  John,  the  very  fame.  I  faw  him 
break  Skogan's  head  at  the  court  gate,  when  he  was  a 
crack,  not  thus  high  :  and  the  very  fame  day  did  I  fight 
with  one  Sampfon  Stockfifti,  a  fruiterer,  behind  GrayV 
inn.  O,  the  mad  days  that  I  have  fpent !  and  to  fee 
Jhow  many  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead  ! 

SiL.  We  ftiall  all  follow,  coufin. 

Shjl.  Certain,  'tis  certain;  very  fure,  very  fure :  death, 
as  the  Pfalraift  faith,  is  certain  to  all ;  all  ftiall  die.  How 
a  good  yoke  of  bullocks  at  Stamford  fair  ? 

SiL.  Truly,  coufin,  I  was  not  there. 

ShjIl.  Death  is  certain. — Is  old  Double  of  your  town 
living  yet  ?  ^ 

SiL.  Dead,  fir, 

ShjIl.  Dead ! — See,  fee  ! — he  drew  a  good  bow ; — And 
dead  I — he  ftiot  a  fine  ftioot : — John  of  Gaunt  lov'd  him 

well,  and  betted  much  money  on  his  head.    Dead  ! he 

would  have  clapped  i'the  clout  at  twelve  fcore ;  and  car- 
ry'd  you  a  forehand  ftiaft  a  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a 
half,  that  it  would  have  done  a  man's  heart  good  to  fee. 
How  a  fcore  of  ewes  now  ? 

SiL.  Thereafter  as  they  be :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes  may 
be  worth  ten  pounds. 

ShjIL.  And  is  old  Double  dead ! 

Enter  Bardolph,  and  one  with  him. 
'   SiL.  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Falfl:aflPs  men,  as  I 
think* 
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Bard.  Good  morrow,  honeft  gentlemen  :  I  befeech 
you,  which  is  juftice  Shallow  ? 

Shjl.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  fir ;  a  poor  efquire  of  this 
county,  and  one  of  the  king's  juftices  of  the  peace :  What 
is  your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captain,  fir,  commends  him  to  you ;  my 
captain,  fir  John  Falftaff :  a  tall  gentleman,  by  heaven, 
and  a  moft  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well,  fir ;  I  knew  him  a  good 
backfword  man :  How  doth  the  good  knight  ?  may  I 
aJk,  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon  ;  a  foldier  is  better  accommodated, 
than  with  a  wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  faid,  in  faith,  fir;  and  it  is  well  faid 
indeed  too.  Better  accommodated  ! — it  is  good ;  yea, 
indeed  is  it :  good  phrafes  are  furely,  and  ever  were,  very 
commendable.  Accommodated  ! — ^it  comes  of  accowr 
modo :  very  good ;  a  good  phrafe. 

Bard.  Pardon  me,  fir ;  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe, 
call  you  it  ?  By  this  good  day,  I  know  not  the  phrafe : 
but  I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  fword,  to  be  a  fol- 
dierlike  word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good  command. 
Accommodated ;  That  is,  when  a  man  is,  as  they  fay, 
accommodated  :  or,  when  a  man  is, — being, — ^whereby, 
—he  may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated ;  which  is  an 
excellent  thing. 

Enter  Fa l staff. 

Shal.  It  is  very  jufl: ! Look,  here  comes  good  fir 

John — Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  your  worlhip's 
good  hand  :  By  my  troth,  you  look  well,  and  bear  your 
years  very  well :  welcome,  good  fir  John. 

Fal.  1  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  mafter  Robert 
Shallow  : — Mafl:er  Sure-card,  as  I  think, 
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IShal.  No,  fir  John ;  it  is  my  coufin  Silence,  in  com- 
miffion  with  me. 

Fal.  Good  mafter  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  fhould  be 
of  the  peace. 

SiL.  Your  good  worftiip  is  welcome. 

Fal.  Fie  !  this  is  hot  weather. — Gentlemen,  have  you 
provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  fufficient  men  ? 

Shal.  Mar-ry,  have  we,  fir.     Will  you  fit  ? 

Fal.  Leume  fee  them,  I  befeech  you. 

Shal.  Where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the 
roll  ?— -Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee.  So,  fo,  fo,  fo :  Yea,  mar- 
ry, fir : — ^Ralph  Mouldy : — let  them  appear  as  I  call ;  let 

them  do  fo,  let  them  do  fo Let  me  fee ;    Where  is 

Mouldy  ? 

MouL.  Here,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Shal.  What  think  you,  fir  John  ?  a  good  limb'd  fel- 
low :  young,  ftrong,  and  of  good  friends. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

MouL.  Yea,  an't  pleafe  you. 

Fal.  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  ufed. 

^H^x.  Ha,  ha,ha!  mofl:  excellent,  i'faith  !  things,  that 
are  mouldy,  lack  ufe  :  Very  fingular  good  !.^n  faith^ 
well  faid,  fir  John  ;  very  well  faid. 

Fal.  Prick  him.  [To  Shallow.    ^ 

MouL.  I  was  prick'd  well  enough  before,  an  you  could 
have  let  me  alone  :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now, 
for  one  to  do  her  hufbandry,  and  her  drudgery :  you  need 
not  to  have  prick'd  me ;  there  are  other  men  fitter  td 
go  out  than  L 

Fal.  Go  to ;  peace.  Mouldy,  you  fhall  go.  Mouldy, 
it  is  time  you  were  fpent. 

MouL.  Spent ! 

Shal.  Peace,  fellow,  peace ;  (land  afide ;  Know  yoi:^ 

Vol.  IIL  D  d 
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where  you  are  ? — For  the  other,  fir  John  : — let  me  fee ; 
— Simon  Shadow ! 

Fjl.  Ay,  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under :  he's 
like  to  be  a  cold  foldier. 

Shal.  Where's  Shadow? 
.   ShjId.  Here,  fir. 

Fal.  Shadow,  whofe  fon  art  thou  ? 

Shjd.  My  mother's  fon,  fir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  fan!  like  enough;  and  thy  father's 
fhadow :  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  fiiadow  of  the 
male :  It  is  often  fo,  indeed ;  but  not  much  of  the  fa- 
ther's fubftance. 

Shal.  Do  you  like  him,  fir  John  ? 

Fal.  Shadow  will  ferve  for  fummer, ^prick  him  ;— 

for  we  have  a  number  of  Shadows  to  fill  up  the  mufter- 
book. 

Shal.  Thomas  Wart ! 

Fal.  Where's  he  ? 

Wart.  Here,  fir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yea,  fir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  fir  John  ? 

Fal.  It  were  fuperfluous  ;  for  his  apparel  is  built  up- 
on his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  fl:ands  upon  pins:  prick 
him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — you  can  do  it,  fir  ;  you  can  do 
it :  I  commend  you  well. — Francis  Feeble  ! 

Fee.  Here,  fir. 

Fal.  What  trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

Fee.  a  woman's  tailor,  fir. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  fir  ? 

Fal.  You  may :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor,  he 
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would  hav6  pricked  you. ^Wilt  thou  make  as  many 

holes  in  an  enemy's  battle,  as  thou  haft  done  in  a  wo- 
man's petticoat  ? 

Fee.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  fir ;  you  can  have  no 
more. 

FjIL.  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tailor  !  well  faid,  cou- 
rageous Feeble  !  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful 
dove,  or  moft  magnanimous  moufe. — ^Prick  the  woman's 
tailor  well,  matter  Shallow ;  deep,  mafter  Shallow. 

Fes.  I  would.  Wart  might  have  gone,  fir. 

Fjl.  I  would,  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor;  that  thou 
might^ft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot 
put  him  to  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  fo 
many  thoufands :  Let  that  fuffice,  moft  forcible  Feeble. 

Fee.  It  ftiall  fuffice,  fir, 

Fjl.  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble.— Who  is 
next  ? 

Shjl.  Peter  Bull-calf  of  the  green  ! 

FjfL.  Yea,  marry^  let  us  fee  Bull-calf. 

Bull.  Here,  fir. 

Fjl.  'Fore  God,  a  Ukely  fellow ! — Come^  prick  me 
Bull-calf,  till  he  roar  again. 

Bull.  O  lord!  good  my  lord  captain, — 

Fjl.  What,  doft  thou  roar  before  thou  art  prick'd  ? 

Bull.  O  lord,  fir  !  I  am  a  difeas'd  man. 

Fjl.  What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

Bull.  A  whorefon  cold,  fir ;  a  cough,  fir ;  which  I 
caught  with  ringing  in  the  king's  aftairs,  upon  his  coro- 
nation day,  fir.  ^  * 

Fal.  Come,  thou  ftialt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown;  we 
will  have  away  thy  cold ;  and  I  will  take  fuch  order, 
that  thy  friends  ftiall  ring  for  thee.-Js  here  all  ? 

Shjl.  Here  is  two  more  call'd  than  your  number; 
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you  muft  have  but  four  here,  fir ; — and  fo,  I  pray  you, 
go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot 
tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth,  maf- 
ter  Shallow. 

ShjIL.  O,  fir  John,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay  all 
night  in  the  windmill  in  faint  George^s  fields  ? 
.    Fjl.  No  more  of  that,  good  mafler  Shallow,  no  more 
of  that. 

Shjl.  Ha,  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane  Night- 
worjc  alive  ? 

Fal.  She  lives,  mafler  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

Fal.  Never,  never :  fhe  would  always  fay,  fhe  could 
not  abide  matter  Shallow. 

Shal.  By  the  mafs,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart. 
She  was  then  a  bona-roba.    Doth  fhe  hold  her  own  well? 

Fal.  Old,  old,  mafler  Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay,  fhe  mufl  be  old;  fhe  cannot  choofe  but  be 
old ;  certain,  fhe's  old ;  and  had  Robin  Night-work  by 
old  Night-work,  before  I  came  to  Clement's-inn. 

SiL.  That*s  fifty-five  year  ago. 

Shal.  Ha,  coufin  Silence,  that  thou  hadft  fcen  that 
that  this  knight  and  I  have  feen  ! — Ha,  fir  John,  faid  I 
well? 

Fal.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  mafler 
Shallow. 

Shal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have ;  in 
faith,  fir  John,  we  have ;  our  watch-word  was,  Hemy  boys! 
---Come,  let's  to  dinner ;  come,  let's  to  dinner  : — O,  the 
^ays  that  we  have  feen  ! — Come,  come. 

[Exeunt  Falstaff,  Shallojv,  and  Silence. 

Bull.  Good  mafl€rcorporateBardolph,flandmy  friend; 


KING  HENRY  ir.  42  I 

and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  (hillings  in  French  crowns  for 
you.  In  very  truth,  fir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hang'd,  fir,  as  go: 
and  yet,  for  mine  own  part,  fir,  I  do  not  care ;  but,  ra- 
ther, becaufe  I  am  unwilling,  and,  for  mine  own  part, 
have  a  defire  to  fl:ay  with  my  friends ;  elfe,  fir,  I  did  not 
care,  for  mine  own  part,  fo  much, 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  Hand  afide. 

MouL.  And  good  matter  corporal  captain,  for  my  old 
dame's  fake,  ft  and  my  friend  :  fhe  has  nobody  to  do  any 
thing  about  her,  when  I  am  gone ;  and  (he  is  old,  and 
cannot  help  herfelf :  you  ftiall  have  forty,  fir. 

Bard.  Go  to ;  ftand  afide. 

Fee.  By  my  troth  I  care  not ; — a  man  can  die  but 
once ; — ^we  owe  God  a  death  ; — I'll  ne'er  bear  a  bafe 
mind: — an't  be  my  deftiny,  fo;  an't  be  not,  fo:  No 
man's  too  good  to  ferve  his  prince ;  and,  let  it  go  which 
way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year,  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  faid ;  thou'rt  a  good  fellow. 

Fee.  'Faith,  I'll  bear  no  bafe  mind. 

Re-enter  Falstafp,  and  Justices. 

Fal.  Come,  fir,  which  men  (hall  I  have  ? 

Shal.  Four,  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you : — I  have  three  pound  to 
free  Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 

Fal.  Go  to  ;  well. 

Shal.  Come,  fir  John,  which  four  will  you  have  ? 

Fal.  Do  you  choofe  for  me. 

Shal.  Marry  then, — Mouldy,  Bull-calf,  Feeble,  and 
Shadow. 

Fal.  Mouldy,  and  Bull-calf: — For  you,  Mouldy,  ftay 
at  home  ftill ;  you  are  paft  fervice  : — and,  for  your  part, 
BuU-calf, — grow  till  you  come  unto  it;  I  will  none  of 
you. 
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Shal.  Sir  John,  fir  John,  do  not  yourfelf  wrong ;  they 
are  your  likelieft  men,  and  I  would  have  you  ferv'd  with 
the  beft. 

Fal.  Will  you  tell  me,  mafter  Shallow,  how  to  choofe 
a  man  ?  Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the  flature, 
bulk,  and  big  aflemblance  of  a  man !  Give  nae  the  fpi- 
rit,  mafter  Shallow Here's  Wart ; — you  fee  what  a  rag- 
ged appearance  it  is :  he  fhall  charge  you,  and  difcharge 
you,  with  the  motion  of  a  pewterer's  hammer ;  come  oflf, 
and  on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gibbets-on  the  brewer's 
bucket.  And  this  fame  half-faced  fellow.  Shadow,— give 
me  this  man ;  he  prefents  no  mark  to  the  enemy ;  the 
foeman  may  with  as  great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  pen- 
knife :  And,  for  a  retreat, — how  fwiftly  will  this  Feeble, 
the  woman's  tailor,  run  off?  O,  give  me  the  fpare  men, 
»nd  fpare  me  the  great  ones, — Put  me  a  caliver  into 
Wart's  hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  traverfe ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fal.  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver.  So : — ^very  well : 
, — go  to  :^-very  good : — exceeding  good. — O,  give  me  al- 
ways a  little,  lean,  old,  chapp'd,  bald-fhot. — ^Well  faid, 
i'faith  Wart ;  thou'rt  a  good  fcab :  hold,  there's  a  tefter 
for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft's-mafter,  he  doth  not  doit 
right.  I  remember  at  Mile-end  green,  (when  I  lay  at 
Clement's- inn  ,-r-I  was  then  fir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  fhow,) 
there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow,  and  'a  would  manage  you 
his  piece  thus :  and  'a  would  about,  and  about,  and  come 
you  in,  and  come  you  in :  rab^  toby  tab,  would  'a  fay ; 
bounce,  would  'a  fay ;  and  away  again  would  'a  go,  and 
again  would  'a  come  : — I  fhall  never  fee  fuch  a  fellow. 

Fal.  Thefe  fellows  will  do  well,  mafter  Shallow Go4 

l^eep  you,  mafter  Silence ;  I  will  not  ufe  many  words  vith 
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you : — Fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both :  I  thank  you :  I 
muft  a  dozen  mile  to-night. — Bardolph,  give  the  foldiers 
coats. 

Seal.  Sir  John,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your 
afl^irs,  and  fend  us  peace !  As  you  return,  vifit  my  houfe; 
let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed :  peradventure,  I 
will  with  you  to  the  court. 

Fal.  I  would  you  would,  mafter  Shallow. 

Seal.  Go  to ;  I  have  fpoke,  at  a  word.    Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Shalloht  and  Silence. 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  On,  Bardolph  ; 
lead  the  men  away.  [Exeunt  Bardolph,  Recruits,  ^r.] 
As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off  thefe  juftices :  I  do  fee  the 
bottom  of  juftice  Shallow.  Lord,^  lord,  how  fubjedt  we 
old  men  are  to  this  vice  of  lying !  This  fame  ftarv'd 
juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate  to  me  of  the  wild- 
nefs  of  his  youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done  about 
TumbuU-ftreet ;  and  every  third  word  a  lie,  duer  paid  to 
the  hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do  remember  him 
at  ClementVinn,  like  a  man  made  after  fupper  of  a 
cheefe -paring  :  when  he  was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the 
world,  like  a  fork'd  radifti,  with  a  head  fantaftically  carv- 
ed upon  it  with  a  knife :  he  was  fo  forlorn,  that  his  di- 
menfions  to  any  thick  fight  were  invifible :  he  was  the 
very  Genius  of  famine  ;  yet  lecherous  as  a  monkey,  and 
the  whores  called  him — mandrake :  he  came  ever  in  the 
rearward  of  the  faftiion ;  and  fung  thofe  tunes  to  the 
over-fcutch'd  hufwives  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whiftle, 
and  fware — they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  good-nights. 
And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger  become  a  fquire ;  and 
talks  as  familiarly  of  John  of  Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  been 
fworn  brother  to  him  ;  and  I'll  be  fworn  he  never  faw 
him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard ;  and  then  he  burft  his 
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head,  for  crowding  among  the  marfhall's  men*  I  iaw  it ; 
and  told  John  of  Gaunt,  he  beat  his  own  name :  for  you 
might  have  trufs'd  him,  and  all  his  apparel,  into  an  ecl- 
fkin ;  the  cafe  of  a  treble  hautboy  was  a  manfion  for  him, 
a  court ;  and  now  has  he  land  and  beeves.  Well  ;  I  will 
be  acquainted  with  him,  if  I  return :  and  it  fhall  go  hard, 
but  I  will  make  him  a  philofophcr's  two  flones  to  mc  : 
If  the  young  dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  pike,  I  fee  no 
reafon,  in  the  law  of  nature,  but  I  may  fnap  at  him. 
Let  time  ftiape,  and  there  an  end.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  I.    ji  Forejiin  YovkQiiTt. 
Enter  the  Arcbbijbop  of  ToRKy  MoivBRAr^  Hastings, 

and  Others. 

uiRCH.  What  is  this  foreft  calPd  ? 

Hast.  'Tis  Gualtree  foreft,  an't  fhall  pleafe  your  grace. 

Arch.  Here  ftand,  my  lords ;  and  fend  difcoverers  forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Hast.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 

Arch.  'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends,  and  brethren  in  thefe  great  afl^irs, 
I  muft  acquaint  you  that  I  have  received 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland  ; 

Their  cold  intent,  tenour  and  fubftance,  thus  : 

Here  doth  he  wifli  his  perfon,  with  fuch  powers 
As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quality. 
The  which  he  could  not  levy ;  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland  :  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
That  your  attempts  may  overlive  the  hazard, 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  oppofite* 
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Mown.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch 
And  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces.  [ground, 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Hast.  Now,  what  news  ? 

Mess.  Weft  of  this  foreft,  fcarcely  oflf  a  mile, 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy  : 
And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thoufand, 

MoHTB.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field.  ^ 
Enter  Westmoreland. 

Arch.  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

MoHTB.  I  think,  it  is  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland- 

West.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general. 
The  prince,  lord  John  and  duke  of  Lancafter. 

Arch.  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland,  in  peace  j 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

West.  Then,  my  lord. 
Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  fubftance  of  my  fpeech.     If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itfelf,  in  bafe  and  abjed  routs. 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage. 
And  countenanced  by  boys,  and  beggary ; 
I  fay,  if  damn'd  commotion  fo  appeared. 
In  his  true,  native,  and  moft  proper  (hape, 
You,  reverend  father,  and  thefe  noble  lords. 
Had  not  been  here,  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurredhon 
With  your  fair  honours.     You,  lord  archbifhop, — 
Whofe  fee  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintained ; 
Whofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch'd  ; 
Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd  } 
Whofe  white  inveftments  figure  innocence, 
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The  dove  and  very  blefled'fpirit  of  peace, — 
Wherefore  do  you  fo  ill  tranflate  yourfelf. 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace. 
Into  the  harfh  and  boift^rous  tongue  of  war  ? 
Turning  youj:  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  blood. 
Your  pens  to  lances ;  and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet,  and  a  point  of  war  ? 

Arch.  Wherefore  do  I  this  ?-^fo  the  queftion  flands. 
Briefly  to  this  end  :— We  are  all  difeas^d  ; 
And,  with  our  furfeiting,  and  wanton  hours. 
Have  brought  ourfelves  into  a  burning  fever. 
And  we  muft  bleed  for  it :  of  which  difeafe 
Our  late  king,  Richard,  being  infeded,  died.  . 
But,  my  moft  noble  lord  of  Weftmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phyfician ; 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace. 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men : 
But,  rather,  fhow  a  while  like  fearful  war. 
To  diet  rank  minds,  fick  of  happinefs  ; 
And  purge  the  obftrudions,  which  begin  to  ftop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  juftly  weighed 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  fuflfer, 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  oflfences. 
We  fee  which  way  the  ftream  of  time  doth  run. 
And  are  enforced  from  our  moft  quiet  fphere 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occafion  : 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  griefs. 
When  time  fhall  ferve,  to  Ihow  in  articles  ; 
Which,  long  ere  this,  we  ofFer'd  to  the  king. 
And  might  by  no  fuit  gain  our  audience  : 
When  we  are  wrong'd,  and,  would  unfold  our  griefs. 
We  are  denied  accefs  unto  his  per  foil. 
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Even  by  thofe  men  that  mod  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 
(Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 
With  yet-appearing  blood,)  and  the  examples 
Of  every  minute's  inftance,  (prefent  now,) 
Have  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  arms : 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 
But  to  eftablifh  here  a  peace  indeed. 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

West.  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  king  ? 
Wh^t  peer  hath  been  fuborn'd  to  grate  on  you  ? 
That  you  fhould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  feal  divine, 
And  confecrate  commotion's  bitter  edge  ? 
^  Arch.  My  brother  general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brother  born  an  houfehold  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

West.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrefs ; 
Or,  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

MowB.  Why  not  to  him,  in  part ;  and  to  us  all. 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before  ; 
And  fufier  the  condition  of  thefe  times 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

West.  O  my  good  lord  Mowbray, 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  neceflities. 
And  you  fliall  fay  indeed, — it  is  the  time. 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me. 
Either  from  the  king,  or  in  the  prefent  time. 
That  you  ftiould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on :  Were  you  not  reftor'd 
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To  all  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  fignories, 

Your  noble  and  right-well-remember'd  father's  ? 

MojVB.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  loft. 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd,  and  breath'd  in  me  ? 
The  king,  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  ftate  flood  then. 
Was,  force  perforce,  compelled  to  baniih  him  ; 
And  then,  when  Harry  Bolingbroke,  and  he, — 
Being  mounted,  and  both  roufed  in  their  feats. 
Their  neighing  courfers  daring  of  the  fpur. 
Their  armed  ftaves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down. 
Their  eyes  of  fire  fparkling  through  fights  of  fteel. 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together  ; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  flaid 
My  father  from  the  breaft  of  BoUngbroke, 
O,  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder  down, 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  ftafF  he  threw  : 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf ;  and  all  their  lives. 
That,  by  indidment,  and  by  dint  of  fword. 
Have  fince  mifcarried  under  Bolingbroke.  f what  : 

West.  You  fpeak,  lord  Mowbray,  now  you  know  not 
The  earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  mod  valiant  gentleman  ; 
Who  knows,  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have  fmil'd  ? 
But,  if  your  father  had  been  vidor  there, 
He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry  : 
For  all  the  country,  in  a  general  voice, 
Cry'd  hate  upon  him  ;  and  all  their  prayers,  and  love. 
Were  fet  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on. 
And  blefs'd,  and  grac'd  indeed,  more  than  the  king. 
But  this  is  mere  digrefllon  from  my  purpofe.— • 
Here  come  I  from  our  princely  general, 
To  know  your  griefs  ;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace. 
That  he  will  give  you  audience :  and  wherein 
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It  fliall  appear  that  your  demands  are  juft, 
You  fhall  enjoy  them  j  every  thing  fet  off, 
That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  enemies* 

MowB.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offer ; 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

West.  Mowbray,  you  overwecn,  to  take  it  fo ; 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear : 
For,  lo  !  within  a  ken,  our  antiy  lies  ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours. 
Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  ufe  of  arms, 
Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  caufe  the  beft ; 
Then  reafon  wills,  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good  : — 
Say  you  not  then,  our  oflFer  is  compelled. 

MowB.  Well,  by  my  will,  we  Ihall  admit  no  parley. 

West.  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  oflfence  t 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Hast.  Hath  the  prince  John  a  full  commifHon, 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father, 
To  hear,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  fhall  fland  upon  ? 

West.  That  is  intended  in  the  general's  name  : 
I  mufe,  you  make  fo  flight  a  queflion. 

Arch.  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Weflmoreland,  this 
fchedule  : 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances  :— 
Each  feveral  article  herein  redrefs'd  ; 
All  members  of  our  cauf6,  both  here  and  hence. 
That  are  infinew'd  to  this  adion. 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubflantial  form ; 
And  prefent  execution  of  our  wills 
To  us,  and  to  our  purpofes,  confign'd ; 


4^0  SECOND   PART  OF 

Wee  ome within  our  awful  banks  again, 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

West.  This  will  I  (how  the  general.  Pleafe  you,  lords^ 
In  fight  of  both  our  battles  we  may  meet : 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  heaven  fo  frame  ! 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  fwords 
Which  muft  decide  it. 

Arch.  My  lord,  we  will  do  fo.  [Exit  West. 

MopTB.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofom,  tells  me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  ftand. 

Hast.  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peaCe 
Upon  fuch  large  terms,  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  conditions  (hall  confift  upon, 
Our  peace  fhall  ftand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

MoivB.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  fhall  be  fuch. 
That  every  flight  and  falfe-derived  caufe. 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  reafon, 
Shall,  to  the  king,  jtafte  of  this  aftion  : 
That,  were  our  royal  faiths  martyrs  in  love. 
We  ftiall  be  winnow'd  with  fo  rough  a  wind, 
That  even  our  com  ftiall  feem  as  light  as  chaff. 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Arch.  No,  no,  my  lord;  Note  this, — the  king  is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances  : 
For  he  hath  found, — to  end  one  doubt  by  death. 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean  j 
And  keep  no  telltale  to  his  memory, 
That  may  repeat  and  hiftory  his  lofs 
To  new  remembrance  :  For  full  well  he  knows,. 
He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  land, 
As  his  mifdoubts  prefent  occafion : 
His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends, 
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That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 
He  doth  unfaften  fo,  and  (hake  a  friend. 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  oflFenfive  wife, 
That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  ofier  ftrbkes ; 
As  he  is  ftriking,  holds  his  infant  up, 
And  hangs  refolv'd  corredion  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Hast.  Befides,  the  king  hath  wafted  all  his  rods 
On  late  oflfenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inftruments  of  chaftifement  : 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  fanglefs  lion. 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Arch.  'Tis  very  true  ; — 
And  therefore  be  affur'd,  my  good  lord  marfhal, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well. 
Our.  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  imited, 
Grow  ftronger  for  the  breaking. 

MojvB.  Be  it  fo. 
Here  is  returned  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland. 
Re-enter  Westmoreland. 

West.  The  prince  is  here  at  hand :    Pleafeth  your 
lordftiip. 
To  meet  his  grace  juft  diftance  'tween  our  armies  ? 

MofFB.  Your  grace  of  York,  in  God's  name  then^fet- 
forward. 

Arch.  Before,  and  greet  his  grace : — ^mylord,  we  come. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.     Another  part  of  the  Foreji. 
Enter y  from  one'Jide^  Mowbray^   the  Archbishop^ 
Hastings,  and  Others :  from  the  other  fide  y  Prince 
John <f  Lancaster,  Westmoreland,  Officers, 
and  Attendants. 
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P.  John.  You  are  well  encounter'd  here,  my  couf 
Mowbray : — 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbifhop ;— • 

And  fo  to  you,  lord  Haftings,— and  to  all 

My  lord  of  York,  it  better  fhow'd  with  you. 

When  that  your  flock,  aflembled  by  the  bell. 

Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 

Yquf  expofition  on  the  holy  text ; 

Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man. 

Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum. 

Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 

That  man,  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 

And  ripens  in  the  funfliine  of  his  favour. 

Would  he  abufe  the  countenance  of  the  king. 

Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 

In  (hadow  of  fuch  greatnefs !  With  you,  lord  biifaop. 

It  is  even  fo  : — ^Who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken. 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  God  ? 

To  us,  the  fpeaker  in  his  parliament ; 

To  us,  the  imagined  voice  of  Gk>d  himfelf ; 

The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer. 

Between  the  grace,  the  fanftities  of  heaven, 

And  our  dull  workings ;  O,  who  (hall  believe. 

But  you  mifufe  the  reverence  of  your  place  ; 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven, 

As  a  falfe  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name, 

In  deeds  difhonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up. 

Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 

The  fubjeds  of  his  fubftitute,  my  father  ; 

And,  both  againft  the  peace  of  heaven  and  hini. 

Have  here  up-fwarm'd  them. 

Arch.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancafter, 
I  am  not  here  againft  your  father's  peace ; 
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But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland, 

The  time  miforder'd  doth,  in  common  fenfe, 

Crowd  us,  and  crufli  us,  to  this  monftrous  form, 

To  hold  our  fafety  up,     I  fent,  your  grace 

The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief; 

The  which  hath  been  with  fcorn  (hov'd  from  the  court^ 

Whereon  this  Hydra  fon  of  war  is  born  ; 

Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep. 

With  grant  of  our  mod  juft  and  right  defires  ; 

And  true  obedience,  of  this  madnefs  cur'd. 

Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majefty. 

MofVB,  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  laft  ma,n. 

Hast.  And  though  we  here  fall  dowji, 
We  have  fupplies  to  fecond  our  attempt ; 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  fliall  fecond  them  : 
And  fo,  fuccefs  of  mifchief  fhall  be  born  ; 
And  heir  from  heir  fhall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
Whiles  England  fhall  have  generation. 

P.  John.  You  are  too  fhallow,   Haflings,  much  too 
fhallow, 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

West.  Pleafeth  your  grace,  to  anfwer  them  diredly. 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

P.  John.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well : 
And  fwear  here  by  the  honour  of  my  blood, 
My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miflook ; 
And  fome  about  him  have  too  lavifhly 

Wrefted  his  meaning,  and  authority 

My  lord,  thefe  griefe  fhall  be  with  fpeed  redrefs'd ; 
Upon  my  foul,  they  fhall.  If  this*may  pleafe  you, 
Difcharge  your  powers  unto  their  feveral  counties^ 
As  we  will  ours  :  and  here,  between  the  armies, 

Vol.  III.  E  e 
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Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace  ; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thcpfe  tokens  home^ 
Of  our  reftored  Idve,  and  amity. 

Arch.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thdc  redrefles. 

P.  John.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  wordi 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  grace. 

Hast.  Go,  captain,  [To  an  Officer.]  and   deliver  to 
the  army 
This  news  of  peace;  let  them  have  pay,  and^rt : 
I  know,  it  will  well  pleafe  them ;  Hie  thee,  captain. 

[Exit  OFFtcEi. 

Arch.  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Weftmoreland. 

West.  I  pledge  your  grace :    And,  if  you  knew  whil 
pains 
i  have  beftow'd,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace. 
You  would  drink  freely  :  but  my  love  to  you 
Shall  (how  itfelf  more  openly  hereafter. 

Arch.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

West.  I  am  glad  of  it — 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  coufin,  Mowbray. 

MofVB.  You  wifh  me  health  in  very  happy  feafon  ; 
For  I  am,  on  the  fudden,  fomething  ill. 

Arch.  Againft  ill  chances,  men  are  ever  merry  ) 
But  heavinefs  foreruns  the  good  event. 

West.  Therefore  be  merry,  coz ;  fince  fudden  ibrrow 
Serves  to  fay  thus, — Some  good  thing  comes  to-morrow* 

Arch.  Believe  me,  I  am  paffing  light  in  fpirit. 

MofFB.  So  much  the  worfe,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

[Shouts  "dukbiM. 

P.  JoH^.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered ;  Hark,  kow 
they  fhout ! 

MonrB.  l^is  had  been  cheerful,  after  viSory. 

Arch.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conqueft  i 
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For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdued, 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

P.  "John.  Gk>,  my  lord, 
And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too.— 

.    {Exit  JVBSTMORSLJtNS). 

And,  good  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  trains 
March  by  us ;  that  we  may  perufe  the  men 
We  Ihould  have  cop'd  withal. 

JsiCH.  Go,  good  lord  Haftings, 
And,  ere  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by. 

[Exit  HJ STINGS. 

P.  John.  I  truft,  lords,  we  (hall  lie  to-night  together.— 
Reenter  Westmoreland. 
Now,  coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  army  ftill  ? 

West.  The  leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to  (land, 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 

P.  John.  They  know  their  duties. 
Ke-tnter  Hastings. 

Hast.  My  lord,  our  army  is  difpers'd  already : 
Like  youthful  fteers  unyok'd,  they  take  their  courfes 
Eaft,  weft,  north,  fouth  ;  or,  like  a  fchool  broke  up. 
Each  hurries  toward  his  home,  and  fporting-place. 

West.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Haftings ;  for  the  which 
I  do  arreft  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treafon : — 
And  you,  lord  archbiftiop, — and  you,  lord  Mowbray,--^ 
Of  capital  treafon  I  attach  you  both^ 

MofFB.  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable  ? 

West.  Is  your  aflembly  fo  ? 

jIrch.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 

P.  John.  I  pawn'd  thee  none  : 
I  promised  you  redrefs  of  thefe  fame  grievances. 
Whereof  you  did  complain  ;  which,  by  mine  honour^ 
I  will  perform  with  a  moft  chriftian  care. 

Eeij 
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>Iisc  fsr  rtbrl-:c  irii  :'r>  iC3  3&  yocrsu 

FctjcIj  '::.r:- rii  hitrt.  ir^i  rociirily  tex  hence.— 
5cnk£:  inp  ccr  crTrr-^,  pcn'^e  lie  \r.i^erd  nrxv  ; 
HcaTt:!^  asjd  ncc  tdt^.  baih  six-lT  rocixtir  cohI;^^^^— 
Sonie  z'^:ird  dide  rr:Lrcor5  ta  rbe  blDct  or  Afarh  ; 
Treaioin'i  rr:ic  bed.  27,  d  jicLier  zp  g/  brynrh        ££Eflnr. 

SCLSE  lil,  Avx'z^r per:  :it^^  Ftt^^ 
jtiarzrsj.    Lxci^rj  ii^j-.    ilv  tr  FalzTA  j  j  uXti  Co  i.  £  riL  1, 

f-^£.  Wliai'i  your  iiimie,  tLi :  of  ^rhar  condition  arc 
Tou ;  ziA  of  vhii  plice,  I  pray  r 

Cole.  I  am  a  LnigL:,  :lr  :  aini  my  naaic  is — Ccdorik 
of  the  diie. 

J*^!^.  Well  then,  Cjl^vlle  is  your  name;  a  knight  is 
your  degree  ;  and  your  place^  the  dale :  Colevile  fliall 
lliil  be  your  name  ;  a  tr^tor  your  degree  ;  and  the  dun- 
geon your  place, a  place  deep  enough ;  fo  ihall  you 

ftill  be  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole.  Ait  not  you  fir  John  Falftaff  ? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  fir,  whoe'er  I  am.  Do  ye 
yield,  fir  r  or  fiiail  I  Iweat  for  you  ?  If  I  do  fweat,  they 
are  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy  death: 
therefore  roufe  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do  obferv* 
ance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole.  I  think,  you  are  fir  John  Falftaff;  and,  in  that 
thought,  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of 
mine ;  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any  other 
word  but  my  name.  An  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  in- 
diffcrency,  I  were  fimply  the  moft  adlive  fellow  in  Eu- 
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rope  :  my  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes  me. — 
Here  comes  our  generaL 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancaster^  West morelanjx^ 

and  Others. 

P.  John.  The  heat  is  paft,  follow  no  further  now  ; — 

Call  in  the  powers,  good  coufin  Weftmoreland. 

[Exit  West. 
Now,  FalflafF,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come  : — 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life. 
One  time  or  other  break  fome  gallows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  forry,  my  lord,  but  it  fhouldbe  thus  : 
I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward 
of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow,  an  arrow,  or  a 
bullet  ?  have  I,  in  my  ppor  and  old  motion,  the  expe- 
dition of  thought  ?  I  have  fpeeded  hither  with  the  very 
extremeft  inch  of  poflibility ;  I  have  founder'd  nine^ 
fcore  and  odd  pofts  :  and  here,  travel-tainted  as  I  ant, 
have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate  valour,  taken  fir  John 
Colevile  of  the  dale,  a  moft  furious  knight,  and  valorous 
enemy  :  But  what  of  that  ?  he  faw  me,  and  yielded ; 
that  I  may  juftly  fay  with  the  hook-nofed  fellow  of  Rome, 
1  came,  faw,  and  overcame. 

P.  John.  It  was  more  of  his  courtefy  than  your  de- 
serving. 

Fal.  I  know  not  ;  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him  : 
and  I  befeech  your  grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the  reft 
of  this  day's  deeds  ;  or,  by  the  lord,  I  will  have  it  in  a 
particular  ballad  elfe,  with  mine  own  picture  on  the  top 
of  it,  Colevile  kifling  my  foot :  To  the  which  courfe  if 
I  be  enforced,  if  you  do  not  all  fhow  like  gilt  two-pences 
to  me;  and  I,  in  the  clear  (ky  of  fame,  o'erfliine  you  as 
much  as  the  full  moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  element, 
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nirhich  fliow  like  pins'  heads  to  her ;  believe  not  the'orord 
of  the  noble :  Therefore  let  me  have  right,  and  lei  de- 
fert  mount. 

P.  John.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount* 

Fal.  Let  it  fliine  then. 

P.  John.  Thine's  too  thick  to  fhine. 

Fal.  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  lord,  that  may  do 
me  good,  and  call  it  ^i^hat  you  will. 

P.  John.  Is  thy  name,  Colevile  ? 

Cole.  It  is,  my  lord. 

P.  John.  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevile  ? 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  fubjed  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are. 
That  led  me  hither  :  had  they  been  ruPd  by  me. 
You  (hould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have, 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves :  butthoo, 
like  a  kind  fellow,  gaveft  thyfelf  away ;  and  I  thank  thcc 
for  thee. 

Re-enter  Westmoreland. 

P.  John.  Now,  have  you  left  purfuit  ? 

West.  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  rfay^d* 

P.  John.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates. 
To  York,  to  prefent  execution  : — 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence ;  and  fee  you  guard  him  (ure. 

[Exeunt  fome  with  CoLxniE^ 
And  now  defpatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords  ; 
1  hear,  the  king  my  father  is  fore  fick : 

Our  news  fhall  go  before  us  to  his  majefty, 

Which,  coufin,  you  (hall  bear, — to  comfort  him  ; 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you.  - 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  togothrougli 
Glofterfhire :  and,  when  you  come  to  court,  iland  mj 
poocl  lor^,  'pray,  in  your  good  report. 
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P.  John.  Fare  you  well,  F^lftaff:  I,  in  my  condition. 

Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  deferve,  [f^xif. 

Fal.  I  would,  you  had  but  the  wit ;  'twere  better  tbau 

your  dukedom Good  faith,  this  fame  young  fober* 

blooded  boy  doth  not  love  me  ;  uor  a  man  cannot  make 
him  laugh ; — but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine. 
There's  never  any  of  thefe  demufp  boys  come  to  any 
proof:  for  thin  drink  doth  fo  over-CQol  their  blood,  and 
making  many  fifh-meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kin4  of 
male  green-ficknefs ;  and  then,  when  they  marry,  they 
get  wenches :  they  are  generally  fools  and  cowards  j — . 
which  fome  of  us  fliould  be  too,  but  for  inflammatioQ, 
A  good  ftierris-fack  hath  a  twofold  operation  in  it.     It; 
afcends  me  into  the  brain;  dries  ijie  there  ^11  the  foplijBi, 
and  dull,  and  crudy  vapours  which  environ  it :  makes  i% 
apprehenfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and 
deledable  fliapes  ;  which  delivered  o'er  to  the  voice,  (the 
tongue,)  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent  wit.  The 
fecond  property  of  your  excellent  fherris  is,— the  warm-t- 
ing of  the  blood  ;  which,  before  cold  and  fettled,  left  the 
liver  white  and  pale,  which  is  the  badge  of  pufillanimity 
and  cowardice :  but  the  fherris  warms  it,  and  makes  it 
courfe  from  the  inwards  to  thie  psirt*  extreme.     It  illu-r 
mineth  the  face  ;  which,  as  a  beacon,  gives  warning  tQ 
all  the  reft  of  this  little  kingdom,  man,  to  arm ;  and  theni 
the  vital  commoners,  and  inland  petty  fpirits,  mufter  me 
all  to  their  captain,  the  heart ;  who,  great,  and  puflPd  up 
with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  courage ;  and  this  var 
lour  comes  of  flierris  :  So  that  ikill  in  the  weapon  is  no-r 
thing,  without  fack ;  for  that  fets  it  a-work  :  and  leam^ 
ing,  a  mere  hoard  of  gold  kept  by  a  devjj ;  till  iack  cqm^ 
mences  it,  and  fets  it  in  ad  and  ufc.     Hereof  comeis 
it,  that  prince  Harry  is  valiant ;  fgr  the  cold  blood  hf  di4 
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naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  fterilc, 
and  bare  land,  manured,  hufbanded,  and  tilled,  with  ex- 
cellent endeavour  of  drinking  good,  and  good  Here  of 
fertile  flierris ;  that  he  is  become  very  hot,  and  valiant. 
If  I  had  a  thoufand  fons,  the  firft  human  principle  I 
would  teach  them,  fhould  be, — to  forfwear  thin  pota- 
tions, and  addift  themfelves  to  fack. 

Enter  Bardolph. 
How  now,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go.  Til  through  Glofter£hire ;  and 
there  will  I  vifit  Mr.  Robert  Shallow,  efquire :  I  have 
him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb, 
and  fhortly  will  I  feal  with  him.  Come  away.      \^Ejceunt. 

SCENE  IV.    Weftminfter.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  JiENRr,  Clarence^  Prince  Humphret^ 

Wa  RfTJCKy  and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  lords,  if  heaven  doth  give  fuccefsfid  end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
"We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields. 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fandtify'd. 
Oyr  navy  is  addrefs*d,  our  power  colleded, 
Our  fubftitutes  in  abfence  well  invefted, 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wifti : 
Only,  we  want  a  little  perfonal  ftrength ; 
And  paufe  us,  till  thefe  rebels,  now  a  foot. 
Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  government. 

War.  Both  which,  we  doubt  not  but  your  majefty 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

K.  Hen.  Humphrey,  my  fon  of  Glofter, 
Where  is  the  prince  your  brother  ?  [ Windfor. 

P.  HvMPH.  I  think,  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord,  at 
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K.  Hen.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

P.  Humph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord.  [him  ? 

K.  Hen.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence,  with 
;   P.  Humph.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  he  is  in  prefence  here. 

Clj.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  ? 

K.  Hen.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 
How  chance,  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thy  brother  ? 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  doft  negled  him,  Thomas ; 
Thou,  haft  a  better  place  in  his  aflfedion. 
Than  all  thy  brothers  :  cherifli  it,  my  boy ; 
And  noble  offices  thou  may'ft  eflfed 
Of  mediation,  After  I  am  dead. 
Between  his  greatnefs  and  thy  other  brethren : — 
Therefore,  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love  : 
Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace. 
By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefs  of  his  will. 
For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  obferv'd  ; 
He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
Open  as.  day  for  melting  charity : 
Yet  notwithftanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint ; 
As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day. 
His  temper,  therefore,  muft  be  well  obferv'd  : 
CJiide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently. 
When  you  perceive  his  blood  incUn'd  to  mirth  : 
But,  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope ; 
Till  that  his  paflions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confpund  themfelves  with  working.  Learn  this,  Thomas, 
And  thou  flialt  prove  a  flicker  to  thy  friends ; 
A  hoop  of  gold,  to  bind  thy  brothers  in  j 
That  the  united  veflel  of  their  blood. 
Mingled  with  venom  of  fuggeftion, 
^As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  poyr  it  in,) 
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Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 
As  aconitum,  or  ra(h  gunpowder. 

Clj.  I  (hall  obferve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

K.  Hen.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windfor  with  him, 

Thomas  ? 

Clj.  He  is  not  there  to-day  ;  he  dines  in  London. 

K.  Hex.  And  how  accompanied?  can*ft  thou  tell  that? 

CljI.  With  Poins,  and  other  his  continual  ibliowers» 

K.  Hen.  Moft  fubjed  is  the  fatteft  foil  to  weeds  ; 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth. 
Is  overfpread  with  them :  Therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  itfelf  beyond  the  hour  of  death ; 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  fhape^ 
In  forms  imaginary,  the  unguided  days. 
And  rotten  times,  that  you  (hall  look  upon 
When  I  am  fleeping  with  my  anceftors. 
For  when  his  headftrong  riot  hath  no  curb. 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counfellors. 
When  means  and  lavifh  manners  meet  together, 
O,  with  what  wings  fhall  his  affe6kions  fly 
Towards  fronting  peril,  and  opposed  decay ! 

War.  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite ; 
The  prince  but  ftudies  his  companions, 
Like  a  flrange  tongue  :  wherein,  to  gain  the  language,    . 
rris  needful,  that  the  moft  immodeft  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd ;  which  once  attain'd. 
Your  highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  further  ufe. 
But  to  be  known,  and  hated.     So,  like  grofs  terms^ 
The  prince  will,  in  the  perfednefs  of  time, 
Caft  off  his  followers :  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  live. 
By  which  his  grace  muft  mete  the  lives  of  others  ; 
Turning  paft  evils  to  advantages. 
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K.  ffsN.^Tis  feldom,  when  the  bee  doth  leave  her  comb 
In  the  dead  carrion.— Who's  here  ?  Weftmoreland  ? 
Enter  Westmoreland. 
West.  Health  to  my  fovereign !  and  new  happinefk   * 
Added  to  that  that  1  am  to  deUver ! 
Prince  John,  your  fon,  doth  kifs  your  grace's  hand : 
Mowbray,  the  bifliop  Scroop,  Haftings,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  correftion  of  your  law ; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  fword  unfheath'd. 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  every  where. 
The  manner  how  this  adion  hath  been  borne. 
Here,  at  more  leifure,  may  your  highnefs  read ; 
With  every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K.  Hen.  O  Weftmoreland,  thou  art  a  fummer  bird. 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  Winter  fings 
The  lifting  up  of  day.     Look  !  here's  more  news. 
Enter  Hakcourt. 
Har.  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majefty ; 
And,  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall 
As  thofe  that  I  come  to  tell  you  of  J 
The  earl  Northumberland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  Englifh,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  fheriflf  of  Yorkfhire  overthrown : 
The  maimer  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 
This  packet,  pleafe  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K.  Hen.  And  wherefore  ihould  thefe  good  news  make 
me  fick  ? 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full. 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouleft  letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  ftomach,  and  no  food, — 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health ;  or  clfe  a  feaft. 
And  takes  away  the  ftomach,— fuch  are  the  rich. 
That  hs^ve  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not,  / 
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I  fliould  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news ; 

And  now  my  fight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy  : 

O  mc  !  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill.  [Swoons. 

P.  Humph.  Comfort,  your  majefty  I 

Cla.  O  my  royal  father  ! 

West.  My  fovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourfelf,  look  up! 

War.  Be  patient,  princes  ;  you  do  know,  thefe  fits 
Are  with  his  highnefs  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air ;  he'll  flraight  be  weU. 

Cla.  No,  no  ;  he  cannot  long  hold  out  thefe  pangs : 
The  inceflant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure,  that  fhould  confine  it  in. 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out. 

P.  Humph.  The  people  fear  me ;  for  they  do  obfervc 
Unfather'd  heirs,  and  loathly  births  of  nature  : 
The  feafons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  fome  months  afleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 

Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between : 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chronicles. 
Say,  it  did  fo,  a  little  time  before 
That  .our  great  grandfire,  Edward,  fick'd  and  died. 

War.  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recovers. 

P.  Humph.  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  fome  other  chamber  :  foftly,  'pray. 

[ftbey  convey  the  King  to  an  inner  part  of  the  room,  and 
place  him  on  a  bed. 
Let'there  be  no  noife  made,  my  gentle  friends  ; 
Unlefs  fome  dull  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whifper  mufick  to  my  weary  fpirit. 

War.  Call  for  the  mufick  in  the  other  room. 
K.  Hen.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 
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War.  Lefs  noife,  lefs  noife. 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Hen.  Who  faw  the  duke  of  Clarence  ? 

Cla.  1  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heavinefs.       [broad ! 

JP.  Hen.  How  now !   rain  within  doors,  and  none  a- 
How  doth  the  king  ? 

P.  Humph.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  ? 
Tell  it  him. 

P.  Humph.  He  altered  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P./feiNT.  Ifhebefick 
With  joy,  he  will  recover  without  phyfick. 

War.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  lords : — fweet  prince, 
fpeak  low ; 
The  king  your  father  is  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  \vithdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Will't  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

P.  Hen.  No  ;  I  will  fit  and  watch  here  by  the  king. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Prince  Henry. 
Wliy  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow. 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bedfellow  ? 
O  polifh'd  perturbation  !  golden  care ! 
That  keep'ft  the  ports  of  flumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night !— fleep  with  it  now ! 
Yet  not  fo  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet. 
As  he,  whofe  brow,  with  homely  biggin  bound, 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.   -  O  majefty  ! 
When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft  fit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day. 
That  fcalds  with  fafety.    By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather,  which  ftirs  not  : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  down 
Perforce  muft  move. — My  gracious  lord !  my  father  !-t- 
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This  fleep  is  found  indeed  ;  this  is  a  fleep. 

That  from  this  golden  rigol  hath  divorced 

So  many  Englifh  kings.    Thy  due,  from  nw. 

Is  tears,  and  heavy  forrows  of  the  blood  ;  | 

Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendemefs. 

Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly ; 

My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  imperial  prown  ; 

Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood. 

Derives  itfelf  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  fits, — 

[Puttif^  it  om  Ins  beal 
Which  heaven  fliall  guard  :  And  put  the  world's  whole 

ftrength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  fliall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  from  me  :  This  from  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left:  to  me.  [EsaU 

K.  Hen.  Warwick  \  Glofter !  Clarence  \ 
Re-enter  Warwick^  and  the  rejl. 

Cla.  Doth  the  king  call  ? 

War.  What  would  your  majefty?    How  £ires  your 
grace  ? 

K.  Hen.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  lords? 

Cla.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,  my  liege. 
Who  undertook  to  fit  and  watch  by  you.         £fec  him  : 

K.  Hen.  The  prince  of  Wales  ?  Where  is  he  ?  let  me 
He  is  not  here. 

War.  This  door  is  open ;  he  is  gone  this  way, 

P.  Humph.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where 
we  flayM.  [pillow? 

K.  Hen.  Where  is  the  crown  ?  who  took  it  from  my 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K.  Hen.  The  prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence :— go,  feek  him 
Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe  [out. 

My  fleep  my  death  ?— — 
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Find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick;  chide  him  hither. 

[Exit  Warwick. 
This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  difeafe, 
And  helps  to  end  me.— See,  fons,  what  things  you  arc  1 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt. 
When  gold  becomes  her  objed  ! 
For  this  the  foolilh  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleep  with  thoughts,  their  brains  widi 
Their  bones  with  induflry ;  [care. 

For  this  they  have  engrofled  and  pil'd  up 
The  Cankered  heaps  of  ftrange^achieved  gold ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invefl 
Their  fons  with  arts,  and  martial  exercifes  : 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  fweets ; 

Our  thighs  pack'd  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey. 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive ;  and,  like  the  bees. 
Are  murdered  for  our  pains.     This  bitter  tafte  ^ 

Yield  his  engroiTments  to  the  ending  father. — 

Re-^rrter  Warwick. 
Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  ftay  fo  long 
Till  his  friend  ficknefs  hath  determined  me  ? 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next  room, 
Wafhing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  iti  great  Ibrrow, 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quaflPd  but  blood. 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  walh'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Hen.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  crown  ? 
Re-enter  Prince  Henr  r. 
Lo,  where  he  comes. — Come  hither  to  me,  Harry : — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Lxeunt  Clarence^  Prince  Humph  ret  ^  Lords^  ^c. 
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P.  Hen.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  agtiiil. 

K.  Hen.  Thy  wifh  was  father,  Harry,  to  that  thought 
I  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Doft  thou  fo  hunger  for  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  inveft  thee  with  mine  honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  !  O  foolifli  youth  ! 
Thou  feek'ft  the  greatnefs  that  will  overwhebn  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little  ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind. 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  :  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  haft  ftol'n  that,  which,  after  fome  few  hours. 
Were  thine  without  offence  ;  and,  at  my  death. 
Thou  haft  feaPd  up  my  expectation : 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,  thou  lov'dft  me  not. 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  aflured  of  it. 
Thou  hid'ft  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts  ; 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart. 
To  flab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What !  canft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyfelf  j 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear,     . 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears  that  ftiould  bedew  my  hearfe. 
Be  drops  of  balm,  to  fandify  thy  head  : 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft  ; 
Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms. 
Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees ; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form, 
Harry  the  fifth  is  crown'd  : — Up,  vanity  ! 
Down,  royal  ftate  !  all  you  fage  counfellors,  hence  ! 
And  to  the  Englifli  court  aflemble  now, 
From  every  region,  apes  of  idlenefs ! 
Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcujn : 
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Have  you  a  ruffian,  that  will  fwear,  drink,  dance, 
Revel  the  night ;  rob,  murder,  and  commit 
The  oldeft  fins  the  neweft  kind  of  ways  ? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 
England  fhall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt ; 
England  fhall  give  him  office,  honour,  might  : 
For  the  fifth  Harry  from  curbed  licence  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  reftraint,  and  the  wild  dog 
Shall  flefti  his  tooth  in  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  fick  with  civil  blows ! 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do,  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wildemefs  again. 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants  ! 

P.  Hen.  O,  pardon  me,  my  liege  !  but  for  my  tears, 

[Kneeling. 
The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech, 

1  had  foreftaird  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  courfe  of  it  fo  far.     There  is  your  crown  ; 
And  He  that  wears  the  crown  immortally. 
Long  guard  it  yours !  If  I  ifFe6l  it  more, 
Than  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renown. 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife, 
(Which  my  moft  true  and  inward  duteous  fpirit 
Teacheth,)  this  proftrate  and  exterior  bending ! 
Heaven  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  majefty, 
How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart !  if  I  do  feign, 

O,  let  me  in  my  prefent  wildnefs  die ; 
And  never  live  to  ftiow  the  incredulous  world 
The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed  ! 
Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead. 
Vol.  III.  F  f 
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(And  dead  almoft,  my  liege,  to  think  you  vrerc,^ 

I  fpake  unto  the  crown,  as  having  fenfe. 

And  thus  upbraided  it.     Tie  care  on  tbee  depending^ 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father  ; 

T!herefore^  thouy  bejl  of  gold ^  art  worji  of  gold. 

Other y  lefs  fine  in  carat ^  is  more  precious^ 

Treferving  life  in  med cine  potable : 

But  thoUy  mojl  finCy  mojl  honour^ d^  moft  renowned ^ 

Hajl  eat  thy  bearer  up.     Thus,  my  moft  royal  liege, 

Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head  > 

To  try  with  it, — as  with  an  enemy. 

That  had  before  my  face  murdered  my  father, 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infed  my  blood  with  joy. 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  pride  ; 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did,  with  the  leaft  afFedion  of  a  welcome. 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it. 

Let  God  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head  ! 

And  make  me  as  the  pooreft  vaflal  is. 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it ! 

K.  Hen.  O  my  fon  ! 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind,  to  take  it  hence. 
That  thou  might'ft  win  the  more  thy  father's  love. 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither,  Harry,  fit  thou  by  my  bed ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel 
That  ever  I  (hall  breathe.     Heaven  knows,  my  fon. 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indired  crook'd  ways, 
I  met  this  crown ;  and  I  myfelf  know  well, 
How  troublefome  it  fat  upon  my  head  : 
To  thee  it  (hall  defcend  with  better  quiet, 
JBetter  opinion,  better  confirmation ; 
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For  all  the  foil  of  the  achievement  goes 

With  me  into  the  earth.     It  feera'd  in  me, 

But  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  with  boifterous  hand ; 

And  I  had  many  living,  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it  by  their  afliftances ; 

Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel,  and  to  bloodflied. 

Wounding  fuppofed  peace  :  all  thefe  bold  fears, 

Thou  fee'ft,  with  peril  I  have  anfwered  : 

For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  fcene 

Ading  that  argument ;  and  now  my  death 

Changes  the  mode  :  for  what  in  me  was  purchased. 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  fort ; 

So  thou  the  garland  wear'ft  fucceffively. 

Yet,  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  fure  than  I  could  do, 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green ; 

And  all  thy  friends,  which  thou  muft  make  thy  friends^ 

Have  but  their  flings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out } 

By  whofe  fell  working  I  was  firft  advanced, 

And  by  whofe.  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 

To  be  again  difplac'd  :  which  to  avoid, 

I  cut  them  off;  and  had  a  purpofe  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land  ; 

Left  reft,  and  lying  ftill,  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  unto  my  ftate.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  courfe,  to  bufy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  quarrels  ;  that  adion,  hence  borne  out^ 

May  wafte  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 

More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wafted  fo, 

That  ftrength  of  fpcech  is  utterly  denied  me^ 

How  I  came  by  the  crown,  O  God,  forgive  ! 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live  ! 

P.  Hen.  My  gracious  liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 

Ffij 
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Then  plain,  and  right,  mull  my  pofleflion  be  : 
Which  I,  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainft  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Prince  John  o/*  Lancafler,  WARfriCK,  Lords^ 

and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lan* 
cafter.  [father ! 

P.  John.  Health,  peace,  and  happinefs,  to  my  royal 

K.  Hen.  Thou  bring'ft  me  happinefs  and  peace,  fon 
John ; 
But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  withered  trunk  :  upon  thy  fight. 

My  worldly  bufinefs  makes  a  period. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 

P.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Warwick  ! 

K.  HeNu  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  firft  did  fwoon  ? 

Wjr.  'Tis  caird  Jerufalem,  my  noble  lord.  [end. 

K.  Hen.  Laud  be  to  God  I — even  there  my  life  mull 
It  hath  been  prophefied  to  me  many  years, 
I  fhould  not  die  but  in  Jerufalem ; 
Which  vainly  I  fuppos'd,  the  Holy  Land  : — 
But,  bear  me  to  that  chamber ;  there  I'll  lie  j 
In  that  Jerufalem  fhall  Harry  die.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    Glofterfhire.   A  Hall  in  SHJLLOHr's  Houfc. 

Enter  Shallow^  Falstaff^  Bardolph,  and  Page. 

Shal.  By  cock  and  pye,  fir,  you  fhall  not  away  to- 
night,  What,  Davy,  I  fay  ! 

Fal.  You  mufl  excufe  me,  mafler  Robert  Shallow. 
Shal.  I  will  not  excufe  you ;  you  Ihall  not  be  excufed; 


KING  HEKRr  IF.  45 


o 


excufes  fhall  not  be  admitted ;  there  is  no  excufe  (hall 
ferve ;  you  fhall  not  be  excufed. — Why,  Davy  ! 

Enter  Djrr. 
Daft.  Here,  fir. 

Shal.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy, — let  me  fee,  Davy ;  let  me 
fee  : — ^yea,  marry,  William  cook,  bid  him  come  hither. 
— Sir  John,  you  fhall  not  he  excufed. 

Daft.  Marry,  fir,  thus  ; — thofe  precepts  cannot  be 
ferved:  and,  again,  fir, — Shall  we  fow  the  headland  with 
wheat  ? 

Shal.  With  red  wheat,  Davy.    But  for  William  coqIc; 

Are  there  no  young  pigeons  ? 

Daft.  Yes,  fir Here  is  now  the  fmith's  note,  for 

fhoeing,  and  plough-irons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  cafl,  and  paid : — fir  John,  you  fhall  not 
be  excufed. 

Daft.  Now,  fir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  mufl  needs 
be  had : — And,  fir,  do  you  mean  to  flop  any  of  Wil- 
liam's wages,  about  the  fack  he  lofl  the  other  day  at 
Hinckley  fair  ? 

Shal.  He  fhall  anfwer  it : Some  pigeons,  Davy ;  a 

couple  of  fhort-legg'd  hens ;  a  joint  of  mutton ;  and  any 
pretty  little  tiny  kickfhaws,  tell  William  cook. 
Daft.  Doth  the  man  of  war  ftay  all  night,  fir  ? 
Shal.  Yes,  Davy,  I  will  ufe  him  well;  A  friend  i'the 
court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  purfe.   Ufe  his  men  well, 
Davy ;  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will  backbite. 

Daft.  No  worfe  than  they  are  back-bitten,  fir ;  for 
they  have  marvellous  foul  linen. 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Davy.  About  thy  bufinefs, 
Davy. 

Daft.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  to  countenance  William 
Vifor  of  Woncot  againfl  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

Ffiij 
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Shal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Davy,  againftthat 
Vifor ;  that  Vifor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my  knowledge. 

Davy,  I  grant  your  worfhip,  that  he  is  a  knave,  fir : 
but  yet,  God  forbid,  fir,  but  a  knave  ihould  have  feme 
countenance  at  his  friend's  requeft.  An  honeft  man, 
fir,  is  able  to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  when  a  knave  is  not.  I 
have  ferv'd  your  worfhip  truly,  fir,  this  eight  years;  and 
if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a  quarter  bear  out  a  knave 
againft  an  honefl:  man,  I  have  but  a  very  little  credit  with 
your  worfliip.  The  knave  is  mine  honefl:  friend,  fir; 
therefore,  I  befeech  your  worfliip,  let  him  be  counte* 
nanced. 

Shal.  Go  to;  I  fay,  he  Ihall  have  no  wrong.  Look 
^bout,  Davy.  [Exit  Daft.]  Where  are  you,  fir  John  ? 
Come,  off  with  your  boots. — Give  me  your  hand,  mafter 
Bardolph. 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worfhip. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee  with  ^\l  my  heart,  kind  mafter  Bar-^ 
dolph: — and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow,  [To  the  Page.] 
Come,  fir  John.  [Exit  S hallo ff. 

Fal.  V\\  follow  you,  good  mafter  Robert  Shallow.  Bar- 
dolph, look  to  our  horfes.  [Exeunt  Bardolph  and  Page.] 
If  I  were  faw'd  into  quantifies,  I  fhould  make  four  dozen 
fuch  bearded  h^rmit's-ftaves  as  mafter  Shallow.  It  is  a 
wonderful  thing,  to  fee  the  femblable  coherence  of  his 
men's  fpirits  and  his :  They,  by  obferving  him,  do  bear 
themfelves  like  fooliih  juftices ;  he,  by  converting  with 
them,  is  tum'd  into  a  jufticeJike  ferving-man :  their 
fpirits  are  fo  married  in  conjundion  with  the  participa- 
tion of  fociety,  that  they  flock  together  in  confent,  hke 
fo  many  wild-geefe.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  mafter  Shallow, 
I  would  humour  his  men,  with  the  imputation  of  being 
near  their  mafter :  if  to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with 
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mailer  Shallow,  that  no  man  could  better  command  his 
fervants.  It  is  certain,,  that  either  wife  bearing,  or  ig- 
norant carriage,  is  caught,  as  men  take  difeafes,  one  of 
another :  therefore,  let  men  take  heed  of  their  company. 
I  will  devife  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow,  to  keep 
prince  Harry  in  continual  laughter,  the  wearing-out  of 
fix  fafhions,  (which  is  four  terms,  or  two  aftions,)  and 
he  fhall  laugh  without  intervallums.  O,  it  is  much,  that 
a  lie,  with  a  flight  oath,  knd  a  jell  with  a  fad  brow,  will 
do  with  a  fellow  that  never  had  the  ache  in  his  flioulders ! 
Op  you  fhall  fee  him  laugh,  till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak 
ill  laid  up.  . 

Shal.  [Wit bin]  Sir  John! 

Fal.  I  come,  mafler  Shallow;  I  cbme,  mafler  Sljallow, 

[Exit  Falstaff. 

SCENE  II.    Weflminfler.    ^  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Warwick,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. 
War.  How  now,  my  lord  chief  juflice?  whither  away? 
Ch.  Just.  How  doth  the  king? 
War.  Exceeding  well;  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 
Ch.  Just.  I  hope,  not  dead. 
War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature ; 
And,  to  our  purpofes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Just.  I  would,  his  majefly  had  call'd  me  with 
him  : 
The  fervice  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed,  I  think,  the  yoimg  king  loves  you  not. 
Ch.  Just.  I  know,  he  doth  not ;  and  do  arm  myfelf. 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time  ; 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideoufly  upon  me 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafy. 

Ffiiij 
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Enter  Prince  John,  Prince  HumphreTj    Clarence^ 
Westmoreland,  and  Others. 

War.  Here  come  the  heavy  iffue  of  dead  Harry : 
O,  tliat  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen ! 
How  many  nobles  then  fhould  hold  their  places. 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile  fort ! 

Gh.  Just.  Alas !  I  fear,  all  will  be  overturned. 

P.  John.  Good  morrow,  coufin  Warwick. 

P.  Humph.  Cla.  Good  morrow,  coulin. 

P.  John.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember;  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk.  [heavy! 

P.  John.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us 

Ch.  JusX'  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier! 

P.  Humph.  O,  good  my  lord,  you  have  loft  a  friend, 
indeed : 
^nd  I  dare  fwear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow ;  it  is,  fure,  your  own. 

P.  John.  Though  no  man  be  aflur'd  what  grace  to  find, 
You  ftand  in  coldeft  expedation  : 
I  am  the  forrier  ;  'would,  'twere  otherwife. 

Cla.  Well,  you  muft  now  fpeak  fir  John  FalftafFfair; 
Which  fwims  againft  your  ftream  of  quality. 

Ch.  Just.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour, 
Led  by  the  impartial  condudl  of  my  foul ; 
And  never  ftiall  you  fee,  that  I  will  beg 

A  ragged  and  foreftalFd  remiflion 

If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  king  my  mafter  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

W^R.  Here  comes  the  prince. 

Enter  King  Hen RT  V^ 
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Ch.  Just.  Good  morrow ;  and  heaven  fave  your  ma- 
jefty  ! 

King.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  majefly, 
Sits  not  fo  eafy  on  me  as  you  think. — 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefs  with  fome  fear ; 
This  is  the  EngUfh,  not  the  Turkifh  court ; 
Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceeds. 
But  Harry  Harry :  Yet,  be  fad,  good  brothers. 
For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you ; 
Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on. 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.    Why  then,  be  fad  : 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 
Than  a  joint  burden  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  affur'd, 
ril  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too  ; 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love.  Til  bear  your  -cares. 
Yet  weep,  that  Harry's  dead  ;  and  fo  will  I : 
But  Harry  lives,  that  fhall  convert  thofe  tears, 
By  number,  into  hours  of  happinefs. 

F.  John,  l^c.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  majefly. 

King.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me : — and  you  mofl; 

[7i  the  Ch.  Just. 
You  are,  I  think,  affur'd  I  love  you  not. 

Ch.  Just.  I  am  affur'd,  if  I  be  meafur'd  rightly, 
Your  majefty  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

King.  No  ! 
How  might  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon 
The  immediate  heir  of  England  !  Was  this  eafy  ^ 
May  this  be  wafh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Cfi.  Just.  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfon  of  your  father; 
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The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me : 

And,  in  the  adminiftration  of  his  law, 

Whiles  I  w^  bufy  for  the  commonwealth. 

Your  highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  place. 

The  majefty  and  power  of  law  and  juftice, 

The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  prefented. 

And  ftruck  me  in  my  very  feat  of  judgement ; 

Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 

I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 

And  did  commit  you.    If  the  deed  were  ill. 

Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland. 

To  have  a  fon  fet  your  decrees  at  nought ; 

To  pluck  down  juftice  from  your  awful  bench  ; 

To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword 

That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  of  your  perfon  : 

Nay,  more  ;  to  fpum  at  your  moft  royal  image. 

And  mock  your  workings  in  a  fecond  body. 

Queftion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours ; 

Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fon  : 

Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  profan'd, 

See  your  moft  dreadful  laws  fo  loofely  flighted^ 

Behold  yourfelf  fo  by  a  fon  difdained ; 

And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part, 

And,  in  your  power,  foft  filencing  your  fon  : 

After  this  cold  confiderance,  fentence  me  ; 

And,  as  you  are  a  king,  fpeak  in  your  ftate, — 

What  I  have  done,  that  mift)ecame  my  place, 

My  perfon,  or  my  liege's  fovereignty. 

King.  You  are  right,  juftice,  and  you  weigh  this  well; 
Therefore  ftill  bear  the  balance,  and  the  fword : 
And  I  do  wifli  your  honours  may  increafe, 
Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  fon  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 
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So  ftiall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father^s  words  ;— 

Happy  am  /,  that  have  a  man  Jo  bold^ 

T^bat  dares  dojujlice  on  my  proper  fon  : 

And  not  lefs  happy  ^  having  fucb  afon^ 

l^bat  would  deliver  up  bis  greatnefsfo 

Into  the  bands  ofjujiice — ^You  did  commit  me : 

For  which,  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

The  unflained  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear ; 

With  this  remembrance, — ^That  you  ufe  the  fame 

"With  the  Uke  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  fpirit, 

As  you  have  done  'gainft  me.    There  is  my  hand ; 

You  fhall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth : 

My  voice  (hall  found  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear ; 

And  I  will  floop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well-pradis'd,  wife  directions 

And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you  ; — 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave. 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  afFedtions ; 
And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  I  furvive. 
To  mock  the  expedation  of  the  world ; 
To  fruftrate  prophecies ;  and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  feeming.    The  tide  of  blood  in  me 
Hath  proudly  flowed  in  vanity,  till  now  : 
Now  doth  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  fea ; 
Where  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  ftate  of  floods. 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majefty. 
Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament : 
And  let  us  choofe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel, 
That  the  great  body  of  our  ftate  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  beft-govem'd  nation ; 
That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 
As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us ; 
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In  which  you,  father,  fhall  have  foremoft  hand.— 

[To  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite. 
As  I  before  remembered,  all  our  ftate : 
And  (God  conligning  to  my  good  intents,) 
No  prince,  nor  peer,  fhall  have  juft  caufe  to  fay, — 
Heaven  fhorten  Harry's  happy  life  one  day.         ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    Glofterfliire.    "Tie  Garden  o/S hallo ar's 

Houfe. 
Enter  Falstjff,  Shalloht,  Silence,  BardolpHj 
the  Page,  and  Daft. 
Shal.  Nay,  you  fhall  fee  mine  orchard  :  where,  in  an 
arbour,  we  will  eat  a  lafl  year's  pippin  of  my  own  graf- 
fing,  with  a  difh  of  caraways,  and  fo  forth  ; — come,  cou- 
lin. Silence  ; — and  then  to  bed.  [a  rich. 

Fal.  Tore  God,,  you  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and 
Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren;  beggars  all,  beggars  all, 
fir  John  : — marry,  good   air. — Spread,  Davy  ;  fpread, 
Davy  :  well  faid,  Davy. 

Fal.  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  good  ufes  ;  he  is  your 
ferving-man,  and  your  hufbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  var- 

let,  fir  John By  the  mafs,  I  have  drunk  too  much  fack 

at  fupper  : a  good  varlet.    Now  fit  down,  now  fit 

down  : — come,  coufin. 

SiL.  Ah,  firrah  !  quoth-a, — ^we  fhall 
Do  nothing  but  eat,  and  make  good  cheer,  [Singing. 

And  praife  heaven  for  the  merry  year ; 
WhenfleJJj  is  cheap  and  females  dear. 
And  lujly  lads  roam  here  and  there. 
So  merrily. 
And  ever  among  fo  merrily. 
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Fal.  There's  a  merry  heart ! — ^Good  mafter  Silence, 
rU  give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Seal.  Give  mafter  Bardolph  fome  wine,  Davy. 

Davy.  Sweet  fir,  fit ;  {Seating  Bardolph  and  the  Page 
at  another  table.']  Til  be  with  you  anon : — moft  fweet  fir, 

fit Mafter  page,  good  mafter  page,  fit :  proface ! 

What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink.     But  you 
muft  bear  ;  The  heart's  all.  [Exit. 

Shal.  Be  merry,  mafter  Bardolph ; — and  my  little  fol- 
dier  there,  be  merry. 

SiL.  Be  merry ^  be  merry y  my  wife^s  as  all;        [Singing. 

For  women  arejljrews^  botbjhort  and  tall:  > 

'7//  merry  in  hall^  when  beards  wag  all^ 
And  welcome  merry  Jhrove-tide. 

Be  merry  y  be  merry  j  &c. 

Fal.  I  did  not  think,  mafter  Silence  had  been  a  man 
of  this  mettle. 

SiL .  Who  I  .^  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once,  ere  now. 
Ke- enter  Davy. 

Davy.  There  is  a  difli  of  leather-coats  for  you. 

{Setting  them  before  Bardolph. 

Shal.  Davy, — 

Davy.  Your  worftiip  ? — I'll  be  with  you  ftraight.   [To 
Bard.]^—A  cup  of  wine,  fir? 

SiL.  A  cup  oj  winCj  thafs  brijk  and  fine  ^  [Singing, 

And  drink  unto  the  lemon  mine; 

And  a  merry  heart  lives  long^. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  mafter  Silence. 

SiL.  And  we  ftiall  be  merry ; — ^now  comes  in  the  fweet 
of  the  night. 

Fal.  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  mafter  Silence ! 

SiL.  Fill  the  cup  and  let  it  come; 

r II  pledge  you  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 
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Sfiji.  Honefl  Bardolph,  welcome :  If  thou  want'ft  any 
thing,  and  wilt  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heart. — ^Welcome, 
my  little  tiny  thief;  [To  the  Page.]  and  welcome,  indeed, 
too. — ^1*11  drink  to  mailer  Bardolph,  and  to  all  the  ca- 
valeroes  about  London. 

D4rY.  I  hope  to  fee  London  once  ere  I  die. 
Bamjo.  An  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy, — 
Shal.  By  the  mafs,  you'll  crack  a  quart  together.  Hi! 
will  you  not,  mailer  Bardolph  ? 
Bard.  Yes,  iir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Sbal.  I  thank  thee : ^The  knave  will  ilick  by  thee,  I 

can  aifure  thee  that :  he  will  not  out ;  he  is  true  bred« 
Bard.  And  TU  ilick  by  him,  iir. 
Seal.  Why,  there  fpoke  a  king.    Lack  nothing :  be 
merry.  [Knocking  beard.']  Look  who's  at  door  there :  Ho! 
who  knocks  ?  [Exit  Daft. 

Fal.  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

[To  SiLENCBy  who  drinks  a  bumper. 
SiL.  Do  me  rigbt,  [Singing. 

And  dub  me  knight : 
Samngo. 
Is't  not  fo  ? 
Fal.  Tis  fo. 

SiL.  Is't  fo  ?  Why,  then  fay,  an  old  man  can  do  fome- 
what. 

Re-enter  Davt. 
Davy.  An  it  pleafe  your  worihip,  there's  one  Piflol 
come  from  the.court  with  news. 

Fal.  From  the  court  ?  let  him  come  in.— 
Enter  Pistol. 
How  now,  Piilol  ? 

Pisr.  God  fave  you,  fir  John ! 

Fal.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Piilol  ? 
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Fisr.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  to  good. 
— Sweet  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greateft  men 
in  the  realm. 

SiL.  By'r  lady,  I  think  'a  be  ;  but  goodman  Puflf  of 
Barfon. 

Pisr.  PufF? 
Puff  in  thy  teeth,  moft  recreant  coward  bafe  ! — 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Piftol,  and  thy  friend. 
And  helter-fkelter  have  I  rode  to  thee ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  Uke  a  man  of  this 
world. 

Pisr.  A  foutra  for  the  world,  and  worldlings  bafe  ! 
I  fpeak  of  Africa,  and  golden  joys. 

Fal.  O  bafe  AiTyrian  knight,  what  is  thy  news  ? 
Let  king  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

SiL.  And  Robin  Hoody  Scarlet ^  and  John.  [Sings. 

PisT.  Shall  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  } 
And  fhall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then,  Piftol,  lay  thy  head  in  furies'  lap. 

Shal.  Honeft  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pisr.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  fir  ; — If,  fir,  you  come  with 
news  from  the  court,  I  take  it,  there  is  but  two  ways ; 
either  to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  fir,  un- 
der the  king,  in  fome  authority. 

Pisr.  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  ?  fpeak,  or  die. 

Shal.  Under  king  Harry. 

Pisr.  Harry  the  fourth  ?  or  fifth  ? 

Shal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Pisr.  A  foutra  for  thine  office  ! — 
Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king ; 

a 
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Harry  the  fifth's  the  man.     I  fpeak  the  truth  : 
When  Piftol  lies,  do  this ;  and  fig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal.  What !  is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

PisT.  As  nail  in  door  :  the  things  I  fpeak,  are  juft. 

Fal.  Away,  Bardolph ;  faddle  my  horfe. — Mailer  Ro- 
bert Shallow,  choofe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land, 
'tis  thine. — Piftol,  I  will  double  charge  thee  with  digni- 
ties. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  I — I  would  not  take  a  knighthood 
for  my  fortune. 

Pisr.  What,  I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

Fal.  Carry  mafter  Silence  to  bed. — Mafter  Shallofw, 
my  lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  fortune's  ftew- 
ard.  Get  on  thy  boots  ;  we'll  ride  all  night : — O,  fweet 
Piftol : — Away,  Bardolph.  [^Exit  Bard.] — Come,  Piftol, 
utter  more  to  me  ;  and,  withal,  devife  fomething  to  do 

thy felf  good Boot,  boot,  mafter  Shallow;  I  know,  the 

young  king  is  (ick  for  me.  Let  us  take  any  man's  horfes; 
the  laws  of  England  are  at  my  commandment.  Happy 
are  they  which  have  been  my  friends ;  and  woe  to  my 
lord  chief  juftice  ! 

PisT.  Let  vultures  vile  feize  on  his  lungs  alfo  ! 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led,  fay  they  : 
Why,  here  it  is;  Welcome  thefe  pleafant  days.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.   London.    A  Street. 
Enter  Beadles,  dragging  in  Hojlefs  ^uicxlt^  and 

Doll  T'ear-sjiieet. 
Host.  No,  thou  arrant  knave  ;  I  would  I  might  die, 
that  I  might  have  thee  hang'd :  thou  haft  drawn  my 
flioulder  out  of  joint. 

I  Bead.  The  conftables  have  deliver'd  her  over  to  mc; 
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and  {he  fhall  have  whipping-cheer  enough,  I  warrant 
her:  There  hath  b^en  a  man  or  two  lately  kiU'd  about  her. 

DoL.  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie.  Come  on ;  FU 
tell  thee  what,  thou  damn'd  tripe-vifaged  rafcal ;  an  the 
child  I  now  go  with,  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft  better  thou 
hadft  ftruck  thy  mother,  thou  paper-faced  villain- 

BosT.  O  the  lord,  that  fir  John  were  come  !  he  would 
make  this  a  bloody  day  to  fomebody.  But  I  pray  God, 
the  fruit  of  her  womb  mifcarry  ! 

I  Bead.  If  it  do,  you  fhall  have  a  dozen  of  cufhipns 
again ;  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  you 
both  go  with  me ;  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you  and 
Piftol  beat  among  you. 

DoL.  ril  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  cenfer ! 
I  will  have  you  as  foundly  fwinged  for  this,  you  blue- 
bottle-rogue I  you  filthy  famifli'd  correftioner  !  if  you 
be  not  fwinged.  Til  forfwear  half-kirtles. 

I  BEjiD.  Come,  come,  you  (he  knight-errant ;  come.  ^ 

.    Host.  O,  that  right  fliould  thus  overcome  might! 
Well ;  of  fufFerance  comes  eafe. 

DoL.  Come,  you  rogue,  come ;  bring  me  to  a  juftice. 

Host.  Ay ;  come,  you  fl:arved  blood-hound. 

DoL.  Goodman  death  !  goodman  bones !  - 

Host.  Thou  atomy  thou ! 

DoL.  Come,  you  thin  thing ;  come,  you  rafcal ! 

I  Bead.  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 

-  — — • m^''  '  * 

SCENE  V  A  public  place  near  Weftminfter  Abbey. 
Enter  two  GROOMs^Jirewing  rujbes. 

1  Groom.  More  ruflies,  more  ruflies. 

2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  founded  twice. 

I  Groom.  It  will  be  two  o'clock  ere  they  come  from 
the  coronation  :  Defpatch,  defpatch.      [Exeunt  Grooms. 
Vol.  III.  G  g  ^ 
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Enter  Fjlstaff,  Shall:'  r,  Fi3  tol,  Bardolpb^ 

and  iU  race. 

Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  mailti  iXobert  Shallow;  I  will 
make  the  king  do  you  grace  :  I  will  leer  upon  him,  as 
*a  comes  by ;  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that  he 
will  give  me. 

Pisr.  God  blefs  thy  lungs,  good  knight ! 

Fal.  Come  here,  Piftol ;  ftand  behind  me.. — O,  if  I 
had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have 
beftow'd  the  thoufand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  [7i 
Shallow.^  But  'tis  no  matter ;  this  poor  fhow  doth 
better  :  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I  had  to  fee  him. 

Seal.  It  doth  fo. 

Fal.  It  fhows  my  eameflnefs  of  affedion^ 

Seal.  It  doth  fo. 

f'AL.  My  devotion. 

Seal.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

Fal.  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night ;  and  not  to 
deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to 
ihift  me. 

Sea^..  It  is  moft  certain. 

Fal.  But  to  ftand  flained  with  travel,  and  fweating 
with  defire  to  fee  him :  thinking  of  nothing  elfc  ;  put- 
ting all  afiairs  elfe  in  oblivion  ;  as  if  there  were  nothing 
clfe  to  be  done,  but  to  fee  him. 

PisT.  ^isfentper  idem,  for  ad/que  boe  nihil  e/l :  Tis  al^ 
in  every  part. 

Seal.  'Tis  fo,  indeed. 

Pisr.  My  knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noble  liver^ 
And  make  thee  rage. 

Thy  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts. 
Is  in  bafe  durance,  and  contagious  prifpn ; 
Haurd  thither 
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By  moft  mechanical  and  dirty  hand : — 

Rouze  up  revenge  from  ebon  den  with  fell  Alefto's  fnake, 

For  Doll  is  in ;  Piftol  fpeaks  nought  but  truth. 

Fjl.  I  will  deliver  her. 

[Sbouts  within^  and  the  trumpets  found. 

P/^r.  There  roar'd  the  fea,  and  trumpet-clangor  founds. 

Enter  the  King,  and  bis  Train,  the  Chief  Justice 
among  tbem. 

Fal.  God  fave  thy  grace,  king  Hal !  my  royal  Hal ! 

Pisr.  The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  moft  royal 
imp  of  fame  ! 

Fal.  God  fave  thee,  my  fweet  boy ! 

King.  My  lord  chief  juftice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man. 

Ch.  Just.  Have  you  your  wits  ?  know  you  what  'tis 
you  fpeak  ? 

Fal.  My  king !  my  Jove !  I  fpeak  to  thee,  my  heart ! 

King.  I  know  thee  not,  old  man :  Fall  to  thy.  prayers  j 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool,  and  jefter ! 
I  have  long  dream'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man, 
So  furfeit-fweird,  fo  old,  and  fo  profane ; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  defpife  my  dream. 
Make  lefs  thy  body,  hence,  and  more  thy  grace ; 
Leave  gormandizing  ;  know,  the  grave  doth  gape 
For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men  : — 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jeft ; 
Prefume  not,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was  : 
For  heaven  doth  know,  fo  fhall  the  world  perceive. 
That  I  have  turn-d  away  my  former  felf ; 
So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  doft  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been. 
Approach  me  ;  and  thou  fhalt  be  as  thou  waft, 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots : 
Till  then,  I  banifli  thee,  on  pain  of  death, — 

Ggij 
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As  I  have  done  the  reft  of  my  mifleaders, — 
Not  to  come  near  our  perfon  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow- 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 
And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourfelves. 
We  will, — according  to  your  ftrength,  and  qualities,— 
Give  you  advancement. — Be  it  your  charge,  my  lord. 
To  fee  performed  the  tenor  of  our  word. — 
Set  on.  {Exeunt  King^  and  bis  T'rain. 

Fjl.  Mafter  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound. 

Shal.  Ay,  marry,  fir  John  ;  which  I  befeech  you  to 
let  me  have  home  with  me. 

Fal.  That  can  hardly  be,  niafter  Shallow.  Do  not 
you  grieve  at  this  ;  I  fljall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him: 
look  you,  he  muft  feem  thus  to  the  world.  Fear  not 
your  advancement  i  I  will  be  the  man  yet,  that  fhall 
make  you  great. 

Shal.  I  cannot  perceive  how;  unlefs  you  give  mc 
your  doublet,  and  fluflF  me  out  with  flraw.  1  befeech 
you,  good  fir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my 
thoufand. 

Fal.  Sir,  I  w  ill  be  as  good  as  my  word  :  this-  that  you 
heard,  was  but  a  colour. 

Shal.  A  colour,  I  fear,  that  you  will  die  in,  fir  John, 

Fal.  Fear  no  colours  ;  go  with  me  to  dinner.    Come, 
lieutenant  Pifl:ol ; — cpme,  Bardolph  :— ^I  fhall  be  fent  for 
foon  at  night. 
Re-enter  Prince  John,  the  Chief  Justice,  Officers,\^c^ 

Ch.  Just.  Go,  carry  fir  John  Falfl:a{Fto  the  Fleet  j 
Take  all  his  company-along  with  him. 

Fal.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Ch.  Just.  I  cannot  now  fpeak :  I  will  hear  you  fooiu 
T^ke  them  away. 
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PiST.  Si  fort  una  me  tormenta^  fpero  me  content  a. 

[Exeunt  Fal.  Shjl.  Pist.  Bard.  Page,  and  Officers. 
P.  John.  1  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  king's  : 

Be  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 

Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for ; 

But  all  are  banifti'd,  till  their  converfations 

Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  world. 
Ch.  Just.  And  fo  they  are. 

P.  John.  The  king  hath  calPd  his  parliament,  my 
Ch.  Just.  He  hath.  [lord* 

P.  John.  I  will  lay  odds, — ^that,  ere  this  year  expire, 

We  bear  our  civil  fwords,  and  native  fire. 

As  far  as  France  :  I  heard  a  bird  fo  fing, 

Whofe  mufick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'4  the  king. 

Come,  will  you  hence  ?  [Exeunt. 


<^'8iii 


EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN   BY   A  DANCER. 

FiRsty  fny  fear ;  thcn^  my  courffy :  laft^  my  fpeecb.  Uj 
fear  is^  your  difpleafure ;  my  courffy^  my  duty ;  and  aj 
Jpcech^  to  beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a  good  fpttch 
noWy  you  undo  me  :  for  what  I  have  to  fay  ^  is  of  mine  cm 
making ;  and  wbat^  indeed^  Ifbould  fay^  ivill^  I  doubt  ^  prvcc 
mine  own  marring.  But  to  the  purpofe^  andfo  to  the  venture, 
m^^e  it  known  to  you,  (as  it  is  very  well,)  I  ivas  lately  here 
in  tbe  end  of  a  difpleafing  play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  //, 
and  to  promife  you  a  better.  I  did  mean,  indeed^  to  pay  yoi 
ivitb  tbis ;  wbicb,  if,  like  an  ill  venture,  it  come  unluciilj 
home,  I  break,  and  you,  my  gentle  creditors,  hfe.  Here,  I 
pronufed  you,  I  would  he,  and  bere  I  commit  my  body  to  your 
mercies  :  bate  me  fome,  and  I  will  pay  youfome^  and^  as  mo^ 
debtors  do,  promife  you  infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me^  will  jm 
command  me  to  vfe  my  legs  ?  and  yet  tbat  were  but  ligbt  pay- 
ment,— to  dance  out  of  your  debt.  But  a  good  con/cience  will 
TTiake  any  poffible  fcdis faction,  and  fo  will  L  All  tbe  gentk* 
women  bere  bave  forgiven  me  ;  if  tbe  gentlemen  will  not,  then 
the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the  gentlewomen,  wbicb  was 
never  feen  before  infuch  an  ajfembly. 

One  word  more,  I  hefeecb  you.  If  you  be  not  too  much 
cloyed  with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author  will  continue  tbe 
Jlory,  with  Sir  John  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  with  fcif 
Katharine  of  France  :  where,  for  any  thing  I  know,  Faljlaff 
fhall  die  of  a  fweat ,  unlefs  already  be  be  kiWd  with  your 
hard  opinions  ;fur  Qldcaflle  died  a  martyr,  and  tbis  is  not  tbe 
man.  My  tongue  is  weary ;  when  my  legs  are  too,  I  will 
bid  you  good  night :  and  fo  kneel  down  before  you  ; — but^  i> 
deed,  to  pray  for  the  queen. 
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Perfons  reprejented. 

King  Henry  the  Fifth. 
DukeofGlofter,      1     ,      ,  ,    ^. 

Duke  of  Bedford.    \   brothers  to  the  Ktng. 

Duke  of  Exeter,  uncle  to  the  King. 

Duke  of  York,  coujin  to  the  King. 

Earls  of  Salifbury,  Weftmoreland,  and  Warwick 

Archbiihop  of  Canterbury. 

Biftiop  of  Ely. 

Earl  of  Cambridge,  ") 

Lord  Scroop,  >    confpirators  againjl  the  King. 

Sir  Thomas  Grey,     j 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Gower,  Fluellan,  Mackmorris, 

Jamy,  officers  in  king  Henry's  army. 
Bates,  Coiftt;  Williams,  y&M^rj  in  the  fame. 
Nym,  Bardolph,  Vi{{o\,'  formerly  fervants  to  Falllaff,  now 

foldiers  in  the  fame, 
^oy^fervant  to  them.     A  Herald.    Chorus. 

Charles  the  Sixth,  king  of  France. 

Lewis,  the  Dauphin. 

Dukes  of  Burgundy,  Orleans,  and  Bourbon. 

The  Conftable  of  France. 

Rambures,  and  Grandpree,  French  Lords. 

Governor  of  Harfleur.     Montjoy,  a  French  Herald. 

Ambaffadors  to  the  king  o/* England. 

Ifabel,  queen  of  France. 
Katharine,  daughter  o/' Charles  and  IfabeL 
Alice,  a  lady  attending  on  the  princefs  Katharine. 
Quickly,  PiftoFs  wife,  an  hojlefs. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Officers,  French  and  Englifh  Soldiers,  Mejfeih 
gers,  and  Attendants. 

Tibe  SCENE,  at  the  beginning  of  the  play  lies  in  England  j 
but  afterwards  wholly  in  France. 
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Enter  Chorus. 
O,  for  a  mufe  of  fire,  that  would  afdend 
The  brighteft  heaven  of  invention  ! 
A  kingdom  for  a  ftage,  princes  to  ad, 
And  monarchs  to  behold  the  fwelling  fcene  ! 
Then  fhould  the  warlike  Harry,  like  himfelf, 
AlTume  the  port  of  Mars  ;  and,  at  his  heels, 
Leaih'd  in  like  hounds,  fhould  famine,  fword,  and  fire> 
Crouch  for  employment.     But  pardon,  gentles  all, 
The  flat  unraifed  fpirit,  that  hath  dar*d, 
On  this  unworthy  fcafFold,  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  objed :  Can  this  Cockpit  hold 
The  vafty  fields  of  France  ?  or  may  we  cram, 
WJithin  this  wooden  O,  the  very  cafques, ' 
That  did  aflfright  the  air  at  Agincourt  ? 
O,  pardon !  fince  a  crooked  figure  may 
Atteft,  in  Uttle  place,  a  million  ; 
And  let  us,  cyphers  to  this  great  accompt. 
On  ypur  imaginary  forces  work  : 
Suppofe,  within  the  girdle  of  thefe  walls     ^ 
Are  now  confin'd  two  mighty  monarchies, 
Whofe  high  upreared  and  abutting  fronts 
The  perilous,  narrow  ocean  parts  afunder. 
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Piece  out  our  imperfecKons  with  your  thoughts  ; 

Into  a  thouland  parts  divide  one  man. 

And  make  imaginary  puiflance  : 

Think,  when  we  talk  of  horfes,  that  you  fee  them 

Printing  their  proud  hoofs  i'  the  receiving  earth  : 

For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  mull  deck  our  kings^ 

Carry  them  here  and  there  ;  jumping  o'er  times  ; 

Turning  the  accompUfhment  of  many  years 

Into  an  hourglafs  :  For  the  which  fupply. 

Admit  me  chorus  to  this  hiftory  ;  « 

WTho,  prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray. 

Gently  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  play. 

j^cr  I. 

SCENE  I.  London,  jin  Antechamber  in  the  Kin^s  Palace. 
Enter  the  Archhijhop  of  Can  terbur  r,  and  Bijbop  of  El  r. 

Cant.  My  lord.  Til  tell  you, — that  felf  bill  is  urg'd. 
Which,  in  the  eleventh  year  o'  the  laft  king's  reign 
Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  pafs'd. 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  pufh  it  out  of  further  queflion. 

Elt.  But  how,  my  lord,  fhall  we  refift  it  iiow  ? 

Cant.  It  mud  be  thought  on.    If  it  pafs  againfl  us. 
We  lofe  the  better  half  of  our  pofleflion  : 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  teflament  have  given  to  the  church. 
Would  they  ftrip  from  us ;  being  valued  thu^,— 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  king's  honour. 
Full  fifteen  earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  knights ; 
Six  thoufand  and  two  hundred  good  efquires  j 
And,  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age,. 
Of  indigent  faint  fouls,  pad  corporal  toil. 
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A  hundred  almshoiifes,  right  well  fupply'd ; 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the  king,  befide, 

A  thoufand  pounds  by  the  year  :  Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely.  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.  Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely.  But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant.  The  king  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard. 

Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

Cant.  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promised  it  not. 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  father's  body. 
But  that  his  wildnefs,  mortified  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too :  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 
Confideration  like  an  angel  came. 
And  whipped  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him ; 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradife. 
To  envelop  and  contain  celeflial  fpirits. 
Never  was  fuch  a  fudden  fcholar  made : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 
"With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcouring  faults  j 
Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilfulnefs 
So  foon  did  lofe  his  feat,  and  all  at  once, 
As  in  this  king. 

Ely.  We  are  blefTed  in  the  change. 

Cant.  Hear  him  but  reafon  in  divinity. 
And,  all- admiring,  with  an  inward  wifh 
You  would  defire,  the  king  were  made  a  prelate : 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  afl^irs, 
You  would  fay,— it  hath  been  all-in-all  his  fludy  : 
Lift  his  difcourfe  of  war,  and  you  fhall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  rendered  you  in  mufick : 
Turn  him  to  any  caufe  of  policy. 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe. 
Familiar  as  his  garter  j  that,  when  he  fpeaks, 
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The  air,  a  chartered  libertine,  is  flill. 

And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men*s  ears. 

To  fteal  his  fweet  and  honey'd  fentences ; 

So  that  the  art  and  pra6tick  part  of  life 

Muft  be  the  miftrefs  to  this  theorick : 

Which  is  a  wonder,  how  his  grace  fhould  glean  if. 

Since  his  addition  was  to  courfes  vain  : 

His  cpmpanies  unlettered,  rude,  and  (hallow ; 

His  hours  fiU'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  (ports  ; 

And  never  noted  in  him  any  ftudy, 

Any  retirement,  any  fequeftration 

From  open  haunts  and  popularity, 

Eir.  The  ftrawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle; 
And  wholefome  berries  thrive,  and  ripen  beft. 
Neighboured  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality  : 
And  fo  the  prince  obfcur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildnefs  ;  which,  no  doubt. 
Grew  like  the  fummer  grafs,  fafteft  by  night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  muft  be  fo  :  for  miracles  are  ceas'd ; 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  means^ 
How  things  are  perfeded. 

Elt.  But,  my  good  lord. 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  commons  ?  Doth  his  majefty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cant.  He  feems  indifferent ; 
Or,  rather,  fwaying  more  upon  our  part. 
Than  cherifhing  the  exhibiters  againft  us : 

For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  majefty, 

Upon  our  fpiritual  convocation ; 
And  in  regard  of  caufes  now  in  hand, 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large, 
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As  touching  France, — ^to  give  a  greater  fum 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predeceflbrs  part  withal. 

Eir.  How  did  this  offer  feem  received,  my  lord  ? 

C^AT.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  njajefty; 
Save,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  I  perceived,  his  grace  would  fain  have  done,) 
The  leverals,  and  unhidden  pafTages, 
Of  his  true  titles  to  fome  certain  dukedoms ; 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  and  feat  of  France, 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  grandfather. 

Elt.  What  was  the  impediment  that  broke  this  ojBT? 

Cant.  The  French  ambaflador,  upon  that  inftant, 
Crav'd  audience  :  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come. 
To  give  him  hearing  :  Is't  four  o'clock  ? 

Eir.  It  is, 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embally ; 
Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  guefs,  declare. 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeak  a  word  of  it. 

Elt.  rU  wait  upon  you  ;  and  I  long  to  hear  it. 

\Excunt. 

SCENE  11.    The  fame.    ^  Room  qf  State  in  tie /am. 

Enter  Kin^  Hen RT,  Gloster,  Bedford^  Exeter^ 

Warwick,  Westmoreland,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Hen.  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury  ? 

ExE.  Not  here  in  prefence* 

K.  Hen.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

West.  Shall  we  call  in  the  ambaflador,  my  liege  ? 

K.  Hen.  Not  yet,  my  coufin  ;  we  would  be  refolv'd, 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  fome  things  of  weight. 
That  tafk  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 
f^r^ter  the  Archbijbop  of  Can  T ERE  UR  r,  and  Bi/bop  rf  El  n 
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Cant.  God,  and  his  angels,  guard  your  facred  throne, 
And  make  you  long  become  it ! 

K.  Hen.  Sure,  we  thank  vou. 
My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed ; 
And  juftly  and  religioufly  unfold, 
Why  the  law  Salique,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  fhould,  or  fhould  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithful  lord. 
That  you  fhould  fafhion,  wrefl,  or  bow  your  reading. 
Or  nicely  charge  your  underflanding  foul 
With  opening  titles  mifcreate,  whofe  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth ; 
For  God  doth  know,  how  many,  now  in  health. 
Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation 
Of  what  your  reverence  fhall  incite  us  to: 
Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  perlbn. 
How  you  awake  the  fleeping  fword  of  war ; 
We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed  : 
For  never  two  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend, 
Without  much  fall  of  blood  ;  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  fore  complaint,  ^ 

'Gainfl  him,  whofe  wrongs  give  edge  unto  the  fwords 
That  make  fuch  wafte  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration,  fpeak,  my  lord : 
And  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 
Tliat  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  confcience  wafh*d 
As  pure  as  fin  with  baptifm.  [peers. 

Cant.  Then  hear  me,  gracious  fovereign, — and  you 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  fervices. 
To  this  imperial  throne ; — ^There  is  no  bar 
To  make  againft  your  highnefs'  claim  to  France, 
But  this,  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond,*.^ 
ia  tcrrgm  Sojicam  mulieres  ne  fuccedant^  . 


fciNG  HENRr  r.  479 

No  woman  fhallfucceed  in  Sdlique  land: 

Which  Salique  land  the  French  unjuftly  gloze. 

To  be  the  realm  of  France,  arid  Pharamond 

The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 

Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm. 

That  the  land  Salique  lies  in  Germany, 

Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elbe  : 

Where  Charles  the  great,  having  fubdued  the  Saxons^ 

There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French ; 

Who,  holding  in  difdain  the  German  women. 

For  fome  difhoneft  manners  of  their  life, 

Eftablifli'd  there  this  law, — ^to  wit,  no  female 

Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  land ; 

Which  Salique,  as  I  faid,  'twixt  Elbe  and  Sala, 

Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd — ^Meifen. 

Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salique  law 

Was  not  devifed  for  the  realm  of  France : 

Nor  did  the  French  poflefs  the  Salique  land 

Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 

After  defundion  of  king  Pharamond, 

Idly  fuppos'd  the  founder  of  this  law ; 

Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 

Four  hundred  twenty-fix  ;  and  Charles  the  great 

Subdued  the  Saxons,  and  did  feat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala,  in  the  year 

Eight  h\mdred  five.     Befides,  their  writers  fay. 

King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Childerick, 

Did,  as  heir  general,  being  defcended 

Of  Blithild,  which  was  daughter  to  king  Clothair, 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 

Hugh  Capet  alfo, — ^that  ufurp'd  the  crown 

Of  Charles  the  duke  of  Lorain,  fole  heir  male 

Pf  the  true  line  and  flock  of  Charles  the  great,-^ 

4 


48a  SfNG  HJSNRT   r-k 

To  fine  his  title  with  fome  (how  of  truth, 
(Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught,) 
Convey'd  himfelf  as  heir  to  the  lady  Lingare, 
Daughter  to  Charlemaiji,  who  was  the  fon 
To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  fon 
Of  Charles  the  great.     Alfo  king  Lewis  the  tenths 
Who  was  fole  heir  to  the  ufurper  Capet, 
.Cquld  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confcience. 
Wearing  the  crown  of  France,  till  fatisfy'd 
That  fair  queen  Ifabel,  his  grandmother. 
Was  Uneal  of  the  lady  Ermengare, 
Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  duke  of  Lorain  : 
By  the  which  marriage,  the  Une  of  Charles  the  great 
Was  re-ujiited  to  the  crown  of  France. 
So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fun. 
King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim. 
King  Dbwis  his  fatisfadtion,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female : 
So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day ; 
Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law. 
To  bar  your  highnefs  claiming  from  the  female  j 
And  rather  choofe  to  hide  them  in  a  net, 
Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles 
Ufurp'd  from  you  |md  your  progenitors.  [claim? 

K.  Hen.  May  I,  with  right  and  confcience,  make  this 
Cant.  The  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  fovereign ! 
For  in  the  book  of  Numbers  is  it  writ, — 
When  the  fon  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Defcepd  unto  the  daughter.     Gracious  lord. 
Stand  for  your  own  ;  unwind  your  bloody  flag  ; 
Look  back  unto  your  mighty  anceftors : 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandfire's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim  j  invoke  his  warlike  fpirit, 
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And  your  great  uncle^s,  Edward  the  black  prince ; 

Who  on  the  French  ground  play 'd  a  tragedy. 

Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France  ; 

Whiles  his  moft  mighty  father  on  a  hill 

Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 

Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility. 

O  noble  Englifh,  that  could  entertain 

With  half  their  forces  the  full  pride  of  France ; 

And  let  another  half  (land  laughing  by. 

All  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  adion ! 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of'thefe  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puiflant  arm  renew  their  feats  : 
You  are  their  hpir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne ; 
The  blood  and  courage,  that  renowned  them. 
Runs  in  your  veins  ;  and  my  thrice  puiflant  liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-mom  of  his  youth, 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprizes. 

ExB.  Your  brother  kings  and  monarchs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  exped  that  you  fhould  roufe  yourfelf. 
As  did  the  former  lions  of  your  blood. 

West.  They  know,  your  grace  hathcaufe,  and  means, 
and  might ; 
So  hath  your  highnefs  ;  never  king  of  England 
Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  fofaied^ ; 
Whofe  hearts  have  left  their  iKuUes  lire  in  England, 
And  lie  paviUon*d  in  the  fields  of  France, 

Cant.  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  liege. 
With  blood,  and  fword,  and  fire,  to  win  your  right : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  fpirituality 
Will  raife  your  highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  fum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  anceftors* 

K.  Hen.  We  muft  not  only  arm  to  invade  the  French  j 

Vol,  III.  H  h 
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But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Againfi  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  b9 
With  all  advantagesu 

Cjnt.  They  of  thofe  marches,  gracious  fovereigii. 
Shall  be  a  wall  fufficient  to  defeixd 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K.  Hex.  We  do  not  me^n  the  courfing  fnatchers  only. 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  (till  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us  ; 
For  you  (hall  read,  that  my  great  grandfather^ 
Nevei:  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfumifli'd  kingdom 
Came  pouring,  like  the  tide  into  a  breacji. 
With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his^  force ; 
Galling  the  gleaned  kuid  with  hot  eflays ; 
Girding  with  grievous  liege  callles,  and  towns  ; 
That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 
Hatk  fliook,  and  trembled  at  the  ijl  neighbourhood. 

Cjnt.  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harmed. 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herfel^, —         [m.y  liege: 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France^ 
And  fhe  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles. 
She  hath  herfelf  not  only  well  defended. 
But  taken,  and  ii^pounded  as  a  ftray. 
The  king  of  Scots.;  whom  fee  did  fend  to  France, 
To  fill  king  Edward's  fame  with  prifoner  kings  j 
And  make  your  chronicle,  as  rich  with  praiie. 
As  is  the  ooze  and'  bottom  of  the  fea 
With  funken  wreck  and  fumleis  treafuries. 

West.  But  there's  a  iaying,  very  old  and  true^-^iir 
If  that  you  will  France  win, 
Tien  with  Scotland Jirji:  begin: 
for  once  the  eagle  England  being  in.  prey^ 


To  her  unguarded  nefl  the  weafel  Scot 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs  j 
Playing  the  moufe,  in  abfence  of  the  cat, 
To  fpoil  and  havock  more  than  Ihe  can  eat. 

ExE,  It  follows  then,  the  cat  muft  flay  at  borne  : 
Yet  that  is  but  a  cursed  neceffity  j 
Since  we  have  locks  to  fafeguard  neceflaries. 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad. 
The  advifed  head  defends  itfelf  at  home : 
For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  concent  j 
Congruing  in  a  full  and  natural  clofe, 
Like  mufick; 

Cjnt.  True  :  therefore  doth  heaven  divide 
The  flate  of  man  in  divers  fundions. 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion ; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obedience  ;  for  fo  work  the  honey  bees  ; 
Creatures,  that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  ad  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
They  have  a  king,  and  officers  of  forts  : 
Where  fome,  like  magiflrates,  corrcdt  at  home  J 
Others,  Uke  merchants,  venture  tradeabroad ; 
Others,  like  foldiers,  armed  in  their  ftmgs. 
Make  boot  upon  the  fummer's  velvet  buds ; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor  : 
Who,  bufy'd  in  his  majefly,  furvcys 
The  finging  mafons  building  roofi  of  gold  j 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey ; 
The  poor  mechanick  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate ; 

Hh  ij 


484  tING  HENRY  n 

The  fad-ey'd  juftice,  with  his  furly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone.     I  this  infer, — 
That  many  things,  having  full  reference 
To  one  concent,  may  work  contrarioufly  ; 
As  many  arrows,  loofed  feveral  ways. 
Fly  to  one  mark ; 

As  many  feveral  ways  meet  in  one  town  ; 
As  many  frefli  ftreams  run  in  one  felf  fea  > 
As  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  center ; 
So  may  a  thoufand  adions,  once  afoot. 
End  in  one  purpofe,  and  be  all  well  borne 
Without  defeat.     Therefore  to  France,  my  liege 
Divide  your  happy  England  into  four ; 
Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 
And  you  with  all  (hall  make  all  Gallia  fhake. 
If  we,  with  thrice  that  power  left  at  home. 
Cannot  defend  our  own  door  from  the  dog. 
Let  us  be  worried  ;  and  our  nation  lofe 
The  name  of  hardinefs,  and  policy. 

K.  Hen.  Call  in  the  meflengers  fent  from  the  Dauphin 
[Exit  an  Attendant.     He  King  afcends  bis  throne. 
Now  are  we  all  refolv'd :  and, — ^by  God's  help  ; 
And  yours,  the  noble  finews  of  our  power, — 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe. 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces :  Or  there  we'll  fit. 
Ruling,  in  large  and  ample  empery. 
O'er  France,  and  all  her  almoft  kingly  dukedoms  j 
Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 
Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them  : 
Either  our  hiftory  fliall,  with  full  mouth. 
Speak  freely  of  our  adls  ;  or  elfe  our  grave. 
Like  Turkifli  mute,  fhall  have  a  tonguelefs  mouth , 
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Not  worfhipp'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

Enter  Am^assadoks  o/* France. 
Now  we  are  well  prepared  to  know  the  pleafure 
Of  our  fair  coufin  Dauphin  ;  for,  we  hear, 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  king. 

Amb.  May  it  pleafe  your  majefty,  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  ijre  have  in  charge  ; 
Or  fhall  we  fparingly  fhow  you  far  off 
The  Dauphin's  meaning,  and  our  embafly  ? 

K.  Hen.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  Chriftian  king ; 
Unto  whofe  grace  our  paflion  is  as  fubjedl. 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prifons  : 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainnefs, 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then,  in  few. 
Your  highnefs,  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predeceflbr,  king  Edward  the  third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  claim,  the  prince  our  matter 
Says, — that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth ; 
And  bids  you  be  advised,  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galUard  won ; 
You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there : 
He  therefore  fends  you,  meeter  for  your  fpirit. 
This  tun  of  treafure ;  and,  in  lieu  of  this, . 
Defires  you,  let  the  dukedoms,  that  you  claim. 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  fpeaks. 

K.  Hen.  What  treafure,  uncle  ? 

ExE.  Tennis-balls,  my  liege-  [us  j 

K.  Hen.  We  are  glad,  the  Dauphin  is  fo  pleafant  with 
His  prefent,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  you  for : 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  thefe  balls, 
We  will,  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  fet, 
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Shall  ftrike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard : 

Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  wrangler, 

That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 

With  chaces.     And  we  underftand  him  well. 

How  he  comes  o*er  us  with  our  wilder  days. 

Not  meafuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 

We  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  England  ; 

And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  ourfelf 

To  barbarous  licence  ;  As  'tis  ever  common. 

That  men  are  merrieft  when  they  are  from  home. 

But  tell  the  Dauphin, — I  will  keep  my  ftate  ; 

Be  like  a  king,  and  fhow  my  fail  of  greatnefs. 

When  I  do  roufe  me  in  my  throne  of  France  : 

For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  majefty. 

And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working-days  ; 

But  I  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory, 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 

Yea,  ftrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 

And  tell  the  pleafant  prince, — this  mock  of  his 

Hath  tum*d  his  balls  to  gun-ftones ;  and  his  foul 

Shall  ftand  fore  charged  for  the  wafteful  vengeance 

That  ftiall  fly  with  them  :  for  many  a  thoufand  widows 

Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  hufbands; 

Mock  mothers  from  their  fons,  mock  caftles  down ; 

And  fome  are  yet  ungotten,  and  unborn. 

That  (hall  have  caufe  to  curfe  the  Dauphin's  fcom. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal ;  And  in  whofe  name. 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  I  am  coming  on, 

To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well- hallo w'd  caufe. 

So,  get  you  hence  in  peace  ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 

His  jeft  will  favour  but  of  fhallow  wit. 
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When  thoufands  weep,  mdrie  than  did  kugh  at  it. — 

Convey  them  with  fafe  condud Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Ambassadors. 

ExE.  This  was  a  mfeirry  meflage. 

K.  Hen.  We  hope  to  make  thfe  fender  blulh  at  it. 

[Defceitds  from  bis  throne. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour^ 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition  : 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us,  but  France  } 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  beforfe  our  bufinefs. 
Therefore,  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  wars 
Be  foon  colleded  ;  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may^  with  reafonable  fwiftnefs,  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings  ;  for,  God  before^ 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore^  let  every  man  now  tafk  his  thought  j 
That  this  fair  adion  may  oh  foot  be  brought.     [^Exeunt. 


ACT'  IL 
Enter  Chorus. 

Chor.  Now  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 
And  filken  dalUance  in  the  wardrobe  lies ; 
Now  thrive  the, armourers,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  folely  in  the  breaft  of  every  man  : 
They  fell  the  pafture  now,  to  buy  the  horfe ; 
Following  the  mirror  of  all,Chriftian  kings. 
With  winged  heels,  as  Englflh  Mercuries. 
For  now  fits  Expedlation  in  the  air ; 
And  hides  a  fword,  from  hilts  unto  the  point, 
With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets, 
Promis'd  to  Harry ^  and  his  followers. 
The  French,  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 
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Of  this  mod  dreadful  preparation. 

Shake  in  their  fear  ;  and  with  pale  poUcy 

Seek  to  divert  the  Englifh  purpofes. 

O  England ! — model  to  thy  inward  greatnefs. 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart, — 

What  might'ft  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do. 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

But  fee  thy  fault !  France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A  neft  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  he  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns  :  and  three  corrupted  men, — • 

One,  Richard  earl  of  Cambridge  ;  and  the  fecond, 

Henry  lord  Scroop  pf  Mafliam  ;  and  the  third. 

Sir  Thomas  Grey  knight  of  Northumberland, — 

Have,  for  the  gilt  of  France,  (O  guilt,  indeed  I) 

Confirmed  confpiracy  with  fearful  France  ; 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  kings  muft  die, 

(If  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promifes,) 

Ere  he  take  ftiip  for  France,  and  in  Southampton. 

Linger  your  patience  on  ;  and  well  digeft 

The  abufe  of  diftance,  while  we  force  a  play. 

The  fum  is  paid  ;  the  traitors  are  agreed  ; 

The  king  is  fet  from  London ;  and  the  fcene 

Is  now  tranfported,  gentles,  to  Southampton  : 

There  is  the  playhoufe  now,  there  muft  you  fit  : 

And  thence  to  France  (hall  we  convey  you  fafe. 

And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  feas 

To  give  you  gentle  pafs  j  for,  if  we  may. 

We'll  not  offend  one  ftomach  with  our  play. 

But,  till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  till  then. 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  fluft  our  fgene.  [JExd. 


SCENE  I.    The  fame.   Eaftcheap. 
Enter  NrM  and  Bardolph, 
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Bard.  Well  met,  corporal  Nym. 

NrM.  CJood  morrow,  lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard.  What,  are  ancient  Piftol  and  you  friends  yet  ? 

NrM.  For  my  part,  I  care  not :  I  fay  little ;  but 
when  time  fhall  ferve,  there  fhall  be  fmiles  ; — ^but  that 
fhall  be  as  it  may,  I  dare  not  fight ;  but  I  will  wink, 
and  hold  out  mine  iron  :  It  is  a  fimple  one  ;  but  what 
though  ?  it  will  toaft  cheefe  ;  and  it  will  endure  cold  as 
another  man's  fword  will :  and  there's  the  humour  of  it. 

Bard.  I  will  beftow  a  breakfaft,  to  make  you  friends ; 
and  we'll  be  all  three  fwom  brothers  to  France  :  let  it 
be  fo,  good  corporal  Nym, 

NrM.  Taith,  I  will  live  fo  long  as  I  may,  that's  the 
certain  of  it ;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will 
do  as  I  may  :  that  is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to 
Nell  Quickly :  and,  certainly,  flie  did  you  wrong ;  for 
you  were  troth-plight  to  her. 

NrM.  I  cannot  tell ;  things  muft  be  as  they  may : 
men  may  fleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about 
them  at  that  time  ;  and,  fome  fay,  knives  have  edges. 
It  muft  be  as  it  may :  though  patience  be  a  tired  mare, 
yet  flie  will  plod.  There  muft  be  conclufions.  Well,  I 
cannot  tell. 

Enter  Pistol  and  Mrs.  ^iCKir. 

Bard.  Here  comes  ancient  Piftol,  and  his  wife  : — good 
corporal,  be  patient  here. — How  now,  mine  hoft  Piftol  ? 

Pisr.  Bafe  tike,  call'ft  thou  me — ^hoft  ? 
Now,  by  this  hand  I  fwear,  I  fcom  the  term ; 
Nor  fliall  my  Nell  keep  lodgers.    • 

^iCK.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long :  for  we  cannot 
lodge  and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that 
Jive  boneftly  by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be 
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thought  we  keep  a  bawdy-houfc  ftraight,  {Nru  drms 
bis/word.']     O  well-a-day,  lady,  if  he  be  not  drawn  now ! 

0  Lord!  here's  corporal  Nyni*s — ^now  (hall  we  have 
wilful  adultery  and  murder  committed.  Good  lieuten- 
ant Bardolph, — good  corporal,  offer  nothing  here. 

Ntm.  Pifli ! 

PisT.  Pifh  for  thee,  Iceland  dog !  thou  prick-ear'd  cur 
of  Iceland ! 

S^iCKn  Good  corporal  Njon,  Ihow  the  valour  of  a  maiii 
and  put  up  thy  fword. 

Ntm.  Will  you  fhog  off?  I  would  have  yoxx/olus. 

[Sbeatbiiig  bisjwori. 

Pisr.  Solus^  egregious  dog  ?  O  viper  vile  ! 
Thtfolus  in  thy  moft  marvellous  face  ; 
Thtfolus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  thro&t, 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy ; 
And,  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafty  mouth ! 

1  do  retort  xh^folus  in  thy  bowels : 
For  I  can  take,  and  Piftors  cock  is  Up, 
And  ilafhing  fire  will  follow. 

NrM.  I  am  not  Barbafon ;  you  cannot  conjure  me,  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indiflferently  well :  If  you 
grow  foul  with  me,  Piftol,  I  will  fcour  you  with  my  ra- 
pier, as  I  may,  in  fair  terms  :  if  you  would  walk  off,  I 
would  prick  your  guts  a  little,  in  good  terms,  as  I  may ; 
and  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Pisr.  O  braggard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight ! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near  ; 
Therefore  exhale.  [Pistol  and  Nm  drmo. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what^I  fay  : — he  that  ftrikes 
the  firft  ftroke,  I  will  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a 
foldier.  [Dtal»s. 

PiBf.  An  oath  of  mickle  might ;  atid  fury  flfall  Ante. 
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Give  me  thy  fift,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give ; 
Thy  fpirits  are  moft  tall. 

Ntm.  I  will  cut  thy  throat,  one  time  or  other,  in  fair 
terms  ;  that  is  the  humour  of  it.  [gain. 

PisT.  Coupe  le  gorge,  that's  the  word  ? — I  thee  defy  a- 

0  hound  of  Crete,  think'fl  thou  my  fpoufe  to  get  ? 
No  ;  to  the  fpital  go, 

And  from  the  powdering  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  kite  of  Creflid's  kind, 
Doll  Tear-flieet  fhe  by  name,  and  her  efpoufe  : 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  quondam  Quickly 
For  the  only  fhe ;  and — Pauca,  there's  enough. 

Enter  the  Bor. 

Boy.  Mine  hoft  Piftol,  you  muft  come  to  my  matter, 
—and  you,  hoftefs ; — he  \s  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed^ 
—Good  Bardolph,  put  thy  nofe  between  his  iheets,  and 
do  the  office  of  a  warming-pan  :  'faith,  he's  very  ill- 

Bjrd.  Away,  you  rogue. 

^iCK.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding 
one  of  thefe  days :  the  king  has  kill'd  his  heart — ^Good 
hufband,  come  home  prefently. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  ^icklt  and  Bor. 

Bard.  Come,  (hall  I  make  you  two  friends  ?  Wc 
muft  to  France  together ;  Why,  the  devil,  fhould  we 
keep  knives  to  cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

PisT.  Let  floods  o'erfwell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl  on  ! 

NrM.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  fhilUngs  I  won  of  you 
at  betting  ? 

Pisr.  Bafe  is  the  flave  that  pays. 

NrM.  That  now  I  will  have ;  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Pisr.  As  manhood  fliall  compound  ;  Pufli  home. 

Bard.  By  this  fword,  he  that  makes  the  firft  thruft, 
I'll  kill  him  ;  by  this  fword,  I  will. 
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Fist.  Sword  is  anoath,and  oaths  muft  have  their  courfe. 

Bard.  Corporal  Nym,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be 
friends :  an  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with 
me  too.    Pr'ythee,  put  up. 

Ntm.  I  (hall  have  my  eight  (hillings,  I  won  of  you  at 
betting  ? 

PisT.  A  noble  fhalt  thou  have,  and  prcfent  pay  ; 
And  liquor  likewife  will  1  give  to  thee. 
And  friendlhip  fhall  combine,  and  brotherhood  : 
m  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  fhall  live  by  me ; — 
Is  not  this  juft  ? — ^for  I  fhall  futler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Ntm.  I  fhall  have  my  noble  ? 

Fist.  In  cafh  mofl  juflly  paid. 

Ntm.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of  it. 
Re-enter  Mrs.  S^uicklt. 

^iCK.  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quick- 
ly to  fir  John :  Ah,  poor  heart !  he  is  fo  fhaked  of  a 
burning  quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  mofl  lamentable  to 
behold.    Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

iVrikf.  The  king  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  knight, 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Fist.  Nym,  thou  hafl  fpoke  the  right ; 
His  heart  is  fraded,  and  corroborate. 

Nym.  The  king  is  a  good  king :  but  it  mufl  be  as  it 
may  ;  he  pafTes  fome  humours,  and  careers. 

Fisr.  Let  us  condole  the  knight ;  for,  lambkins,  wc 
will  Uve.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.   Southampton.   Ji  CounciUCbamber. 
Enter  Exeter,  Bedford^  and  Westmoreland. 
Bed.  'Fore  God,  his  grace  is  bold,  to  trufl  thefe  traitors. 
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LxE.  They  (hall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

West.  How  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves  \ 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bofoms  fat. 
Crowned  with  faith,  and  conftant  loyalty. 

Bed.  The  king  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend. 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

ExE.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 
Whom  he  hath  cloyed  and  grac'd  with  princely  favours, — 
That  he  fhould,  for  a  foreign  purfe,  fo  fell 
His  fovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery ! 
T^rumpet founds.    Enter  King  Henrt,  Scroop^  Cam- 
BRiDGEy  Gret,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Hen.  Now  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Cambridge, — and  my  kind  lord  of  Mafham,— • 

And  you,  my  gentle  knight, ^give  me  your  thoughts: 

Think  you  not,  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us. 
Will  cut  their  paflage  through  the  force  of  France  ; 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  atSk, 
For  which  we  have  in  head  aflembled  them  ? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  liege,  if  each  man  do  his  bed. 

K.  Hen.  I  doubt  not  that :  fince  we  are  well  perfuaded. 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence. 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours; 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifh 
Succefs  and  conqueft  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd,  and  lov'd. 
Than  is  your  majefty ;  there's  not,  I  think,  a  fubjed. 
That  fits  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  fhade  of  your  government. 

Grey.  Even  thofe,  that  were  your  father's  enemies. 
Have  fteep'd  their  galls  in  honey  ;  and  do  ferve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeaL 

K.  Hen.  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thankfidnefs  j 
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And  (hall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand, 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  defert  and  merit. 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scroop.  So  fervice  fhall  with  fteeled  finews  toil ; 
And  labour  fhall  refrefti  itfelf  with  hope, 
To  do  your  grace  incefiant  fenrices. 

K.  Hen.  We  judge  no  lefs.— Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Enlarge  the  man  committed  yefterday. 
That  raiPd  againft  our  perfon  :  we  confidcr, 
It  wi^s  excefs  of  wine  that  fet  him  on  ; 
And,  on  his  more  advice,  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That*s  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity : 
Let  him  be  pimifli'd,  fovereign  ;  left  example 
Breed,  by  his  fuflferance,  more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

K.  Hen.  O,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam.  So  may  your  highnefs,  and  yet  punifh  too. 

Grey.  Sir,  you  fhow  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life, 
After  the  tafte  of  much  corredlion. 

K.  Hen.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orifons  Againft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  feults,  proceeding  on  diftemper, 
Shall  not  be  winked  at,  how  (ball  we  ftretch  our  eye. 
When  capital  crimes,  chew*d,  fwallow^df,  and  digefted. 
Appear  befo^re  us  ? — We'll  yet  enlarge  that  man*. 
Though  Cambridge,  Scroop,  andGrey, — in  their  dear  caic, 
And  tender  prefervation  of  our  perfon, — 
Would  have  him  puniflt^d.  And  nowto  our  French  cauies; 
Who  are  the  late  commifEoners  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord ; 
Your  highnefs  bade  me  aft  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,  my  liege. 

Grey.  And  me,  ray  ToysX  fovereign*  [yours  ;— 

.    JEl  Hbn.  Then,  Richaird,  earl  of  Caiiibridge,  there  i^ 
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There  yours,  lord  Scroop  of  Maiham ;.— and^  fir  knight. 
Grey  of  Northumberland,  this  fame  is  yours : — 
Read  them  ;  and  know,  I  know  your  worthinefs. — 
My  lord  of  Weftmoreland, — and  uncle  Exeter, — 

We  will  aboard  to-night ^Why,  how  now,  gentlemen  ? 

What  fee  you  in  thoCe  papers,  that  you  lofe 
So  much  complexion  ? — look  ye,  how  they  change  ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper. — Why,  what  read  you  there. 
That  hath  fo  cowarded  and  chas'd  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  ? 

Cjm.  I  do  confefi  my  feult ; 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  highnefs'  mercy. 

Gret.  Scroop.  To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K.  Hen.  The  mercy,  that  was  quick  in  us  but  hitc. 
By  your  own  counfel  is  fupprefs'd  and  kili'd  : 
You  muft  not  dare,  for  Ihame,  to  talk  of  mercy  ; 
For  your  own  reafons  turn  into  your  bofoms. 
As  dogs  upon  their  mailers,  worrying  them.— 
See  you,  my  princes,  and  my  noble  peers, 
Thefe  Englifh  monllers !  My  lord  of  Cambridge  here,— ^ 
You  know,  how  apt  our  love  was,  to  accord 
To  fumifli  him  with  all  appertinents 
Belonging  to  his  honour ;  and  this  man 
Hath,  for  a  few  light  cr6wns,  lightly  conlpir'd. 
And  fwom  unto  the  pradices  of  France,  ' 

To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton  :  to  the  which. 
This  knight, — ^no  leis  for  bounty  bound  to  us 
Than  Cambridge  is,^Jiath  likewife  fwom. — But  O! 
What  fliaH  I  lay  to  thee,  lord  Scroop  ;  thou  cruel, 
Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhuman  creature  ! 
Thou,  that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfels,  . 
That  knew'ft  the  very  bottom  of  my  foul, 
That  almojEk  might'ft  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 
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Would'fl  thou  have  pradis'd  on  me  for  thy  ufe  ? 

May  it  be  pofllble,  that  foreign  hire 

Could  out  of  thee  extradt  one  fpark  of  evil. 

That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'tis  fo  ftrange. 

That,  though  the  truth  of  it  ftands  oflf  as  grofs 

As  black  from  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 

Treafon,  and  murder,  ever  kept  together. 

As  two  yoke-devils  fwom  to  either's  purpofe. 

Working  fo  grofsly  in  a  natural  caufe. 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them  : 

But  thou,  'gainft  all  proportion,  didft  bring  in 

Wonder,  to  wait  on  treafon,  and  on  murder : 

And  whatfoever  cunning  fiend  it  was. 

That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepofteroufly, 

H'ath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence : 

And  other  devils,  that  fugged  by  treafons. 

Do  botch  and  bungle  up  damnation 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetched 

From  gliftering  femblances  of  piety ; 

But  he,  that  tempered  thee,  bade  thee  ftand  up. 

Gave  thee  no  inftance  why  thou  fhould'ft  do  treafon, 

Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 

If  that  fame  Daemon,  that  hath  gulPd  thee  thus. 

Should  with  his  Hon  gait  walk  the  whole  world. 

He  might  return  to  vafty  Tartar  back. 

And  tell  the  legions — I  can  never  win 

A  foul  fo  eafy  as  that  Englifhman's. 

O,  how  haft  thou  with  jealoufy  infeded 

The  fweetnefs  of  affiance !  Show  men  dutiful  ? 

Why,  fo  didft  thou  :  Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 

Why,  fo  didft  thou :  Come  they  of  noble  family  ? 

Why,  fo  didft  thou  :  Seem  they  religious  ? 

Why,  fo  didft  thou  :  Or  are  they  fpare  in  diet ; 
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Free  from  grofs  paffion,  or  of  mirth,  or  anger ; 
Conftant  in  fpirit,  not  fwerving  with  the  blood  ; 
Garnifh'd  and  deck'd  in  modeft  complement ; 
Not  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear. 
And,  but  in  purged  judgement,  trufting  neither  ? 
Such,  and  fo  finely  boulted,  didft  thou  feem  : 
And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot. 
To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,  and  bed  indued. 
With  fome  fufpicion.    I  will  weep  for  thee  ; 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 
Another  fall  of  man. — Their  faults  are  open, 
Arreft  them  to  the  anfw'fer  of  the  law  ; — 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  pradices  ! 

ExE.  I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  oF 
Richard  carl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Henry 
lord  Scroop  of  Maftiam. 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grey,  knight  of  Northumberland. 

Scroop.  Our  purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcover'd ; 
And  I  repent  my  fault,  more  than  my  death ; 
Which  I  befeech  your  highnefs  to  forgive. 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

CjIM.  For  me, — the  gold  of  France  did  not  feduce ; 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive. 
The  fooner  to  effedt  what  I  intended  : 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention ; 
Which  I  in  fufterance  heartily  will  rejoice, 
Befeeching  God,  and  you,  to  pardon  me. 

Gret.  Never  did  faithful  fubjeft  more  rejoice 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  treafon, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o*er  myfelf, 
Prevented  from  a  daimied  enterprize  : 

Vol.  in.  I  i 
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My  fault,  but  riot  my  body,  pardon,  fovereign. 

K.  Hen.  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy !  Hear  your  fenteoce. 
You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  royal  perfan. 
Joined  with  an  enemy  proclaimed,  and  from  his  coffers 
Received  the  golden  feameft  of  our  death  $ 
Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  king  to  flaugbter. 
His  princes  and  his  peers  to  fervitude. 
His  fubjeSs  ta  oppreffion  and  contempt. 
And  his  whole  kingdofm  unto  defalation. 
Touching  pur  perfon,  feek  we  no  revenge  f 
jBut  we  our  kingdom's  fafety  muft  fa  tender, 
Whofe  ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.   Giet  you  therefore  Ikence, 
l^oor  miferable  wretches,  to  yotir  death  : 
The  tafie  whereof,  God,  of  his  mercy,  give  you 
Patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences ! — Bear  them  bence^ 

[Exeunt  Cot^ptrotors^  guarded. 
Now,  lords^  for  France ;  the  enterprize  whercosf 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  Uke.  glorious^ 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war  ; 
Since  God  fo  gracioufiy  hath  brougl^t  to  light 
This  dangerous  treafon,  lurking  in  our  way. 
To  hinder  our  beginnings,  we  doubt  not  now. 
But  every  rub  is  fraoothed  on  our  way. 
Then,  forth,  dear  countrymen}  let  us  deliver 
Our  puiflance  into  tjhe  hand  of  God, 
Putting  it  ftraight  in  expedition. 
Cheerly  to  fea  ;  the  figns  of  war  advance : 
No  king  of  England,  if  not  king  of  France.        [ijceunt, 

SCENE  HI.    London.    Mrs.  ^ic kit's  Hou/i  in  Eaft- 

cheap. 
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Enter  Pisroi,  Mrs.  ^iCKzr,  Ntm,  Bardolph, 

and  Bor. 

^iCK.  Pr^ythee,  honey-fweet  hufband,  let  me  bring 
thee  to  Staines. 

PisT.  No  ;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yem. — 
Bardolph,  be  blith; — ^Njrm,  roufc  thy  vaunting  veins  ; 
Boy,  briftle  thy  courage  up ;  for  FalftafFhe  is  dead. 
And  we  muft  yem  therefore. 

Bard.  *Would,  I  were  with  him,  wherefome^er  he  is, 
either  in  heaven,  or  in  hell ! 

^iCKi  Nay,  fure,  he's  not  in  hell ;  he's  in  Arthur's 
bofom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bofom.  'A  made  a 
finer  end,  and  went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  chriftom 
child ;  'a  parted  even  juft  between  twelve  and  one, 
e'en  at  turning  o'the  tide :  for  after  I  faw  him  fumble 
with  the  fheets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and  fmile  upon  his 
fingers'  ends,  I  knew  there  was  but  one  way ;  for  his  nofe 
was  as  fharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled  of  green  fields. 
How  now,  fir  John  ?  quoth  I :  what,  man  !  be  of  good 
cheer.  So  'a  cried  out — Gk>d,  God,  God !  three  or  four 
times  :  now  I,  to  comfort  him,  bid  him,  'a  (hould  not 
think  of  God ;  I  hoped>  there  was  no  need  to  trouble 
himfelf  with  any  fuch  thoughts  yet :  So,  'a  bade  me  lay 
more  clothes  on  his  feet :  I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed, 
and  felt  them,  and  they  were  as  cold  as  any  (lone ;  then 
I  felt  to  his  knees,  and  fo  upward,  and  upward,  and  all 
was  as  cold  as  any  ftone. 

Ntm.  They  fay,  he  cried  out  of  fack. 

^iCK.  Ay,  that  'a  did. 

Bard.  And  of  women. 

^ir/cr.  Nay,  that  'a  did  not. 

Bor.  Yes,  that  'a  did ;  and  faid,  they  were  devils  io,« 
carnate. 
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^iCK.  'A  could  never  abide  camatioii ;  'twas  a  colour 
he  never  lik*d. 

Bor.  'A  {aid  once,  the  devil  would  have  him  about 
women. 

^icK.  *A  did  in  fome  fort,  indeed,  handle  women  : 
but  then  he  was  rheumatick ;  and  talk'd  of  the  whore  of 
Babylo'i. 

Bor.  Do  you  not  remember,  'a  faw  a  flea  ftick  upon 
Bardolph's  nofe  ;  and  'a  faid  it  was  a  black  (bul  burning 
in  hc:ll-fire  ? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone,  that  maintained  that 
fire :  that's  all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  fervice. 

NrM.  Shall  we  (hog  off?  the  king  will  be  gone  from 
Southampton. 

Pi  ST.  Come,  let's  away. — My  love,  give  me  thv 
lips. 

Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables  : 
Let  fenfes  rule ;  the  word  is.  Pitch  and  pay; 
Truft  none ; 

For  oaths  are  ftraws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes. 
And  hold-faft  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck ; 
Therefore,  caveto  be  thy  counfellon 
Go,  clear  thy  chryftals. — Yoke-fellows  in  arms. 
Let  us  to  France  !  like  horfe-leeches,  my  boys  ; 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,  the  very  blood  to  fuck ! 

Bor.  And  that  is  but  unwholefome  food,  they  fay. 

Pisr.  Touch  her  foft  mouth,  and  march. 

Bard.  Farewell,  hoftefs.  \Jmfing  her. 

Ntm.  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humouf  of  it ;  but 
adieu. 

Pjst.  Let  houfewifery  appear;   keep  clofe,   I  thee 
command. 

^iCK.  Farewell ;  adieu.  lExeant. 
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SCENE  IV.    France.    j4  Room  in  the  French  Kin/s  Palace. 
Enter  tie  French  King  attended;  the  Dauphin^  the 

Duke  0/  BuRGUNDT,  tbe  Constable,  and  Others. 

Fr.  King.  Thus  come  the  Englifh  .with  full  power 
upon  us ; 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  anfwer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  dukes  of  Berry,  and  of  Bretagne, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans,  fhall  make  forth, — 
And  you,  prince  Dauphin, — with  all  fwift:  defpatch, 
To  line,  and  new  repair,  our  towns  of  war. 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant  ; 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce, 
As  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulf. 
It  fits  us  then,  tp  be  as  provident 
As  fear  may  teach  us,  out  of  late  examples 
Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglecfted  EngUih 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  moft  redoubted  father. 
It  is  moft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  foe  : 
For  peace  itfelf  fhould  not  fo  dull  a  kingdom, 
(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  queftion,) 
But  that  defences,  mufters,  preparations. 
Should  be  maintain'd,  affembled,  and  colleded. 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation . 
Therefore,  I  fay,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth. 
To  view  the  fick  and  feeble  parts  of  France : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  Ihow  of  fear ; 
No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bufied  with  a  Whitfun  morris-dance : 
For,  my  good  liege,  (he  is  fo  idly  king'd. 
Her  fcepter  fo  fantaftically  borne 
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Nor  from  the  duft  of  old  pblivion  rak'd. 

He  fends  you  this  mod  memorable  line,     [jGives  apapcr. 

In  every  branch  truly  demonftrative ; 

Willing  you,  overlook  this  pedigree : 

And,  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 

From  his  moft  fam'd  of  famous  anceftors, 

Edward  the  third,  he  bids  you  then  refign 

Your  crown  and  kingdom,  indire6Uy  held 

From  him  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Fr.  King.  Or  elfe  what  follows  ? 

ExE.  Bloody  conftraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  crowu 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it ; 
And  therefore  in  fierce  temped  is  he  coming. 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove  ; 
(That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel ;) 
And  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown ;  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  fouls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vafty  jaws  :  and  on  your  head 
Turns  he  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries. 
The  dead  men's  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans. 
For  hufbands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers. 
That  fhall  be  fwallow'd  in  this  controverfy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threatening,  and  my  meflage; 
Unlefs  the  Dauphin  be  in  prefence  here. 
To  whom  exprefsly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr.  King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  further: 
To-morrow  fhall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  of  England. 

Dau.  For  the  Dauphin, 
I  ftand  here  for  him ;  What  to  him  from  England  ? 

ExE.  Scorn,  and  defiance ;  flight  regard,  contempt^ 
A»d  any  thing  that  may  not  mifbecome 
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The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  fays  my  king :  and,  if  your  father's  highnefs 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large. 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  fent  his  majefty. 
He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  anfwer  for  it. 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  trefpafs,  and  return  your  mock 
In  fecond  accent  of  his  ordnance, 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply, 
It  is  againft  my  will :  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England ;  to  that  end» 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  prefent  him  with  thofe  Paris  balls. 

ExE.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  (hake  for  it, 
Were  it  the  miftrefs  court  of  mighty  Europe : 
And,  be  afTur'd,  you'll  find  a  difference, 
(As  we,  his  fubjeds,  have  in  wonder  found,) 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days. 
And  thefe  he  mailers  now ;  now  he  weighs  time. 
Even  to  the  utmoft'^rain  ;  wliich  you  (hall  read 
In  your  own  lofles,  if  he  flay  in  France. 

Fr.  King.  To-morrow  fhall  you  know  our  mind  at  fuU. 

LxE.  Defpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,  lead  that  our  king 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queflion  our  delay ; 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already.  [ditions : 

Fr.  King.  You  (hall  be  foon  defpatch'd,  with  fair  con- 
A  night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe, 
To  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence,  [Exeunt. 


Enter  Chorus. 
Chqr.  Thus  with  imagined  wing  our  fwift  fcene  flies, 
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In  motion  of  no  Ids  celerity 

Than  that  of  thought.    Suppofe,  that  jou  have  leeii 

The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 

Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 

With  filken  ftreamers  the  young  Phcebus  fiuining* 

Play  with  your  fancies  ;  and  in  them  behold. 

Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  (hipboys  climbing^ : 

Hear  the  fhrill  whiftle,  which  doth  order  give 

To  founds  confus'd :  behold  the  threaden  ikils^ 

Borne  with  the  invifible  and  creeping  wind^ 

Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrowM  fern. 

Breading  the  lofty  furge  :  O,  do  but  think. 

You  (land  upon  the  rivage»  abd  behold 

A  city  on  the  inconftant  billows  dancing  ; 

For  fo  appears  this  fleet  majeftical. 

Holding  due  courfe  to  Hartfleur.     Follow,  follow ! 

Grapple  your  minds  to  flemage  of  this  navy  ; 

And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight,  fill]. 

Guarded  with  grandfires,  babies,  and  old  women. 

Either  pad,  or  not  arrived  to,  pith  and  puiilanee : 

For  who  is  he,  whole  chin  is  but  enrichM 

With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 

Thefe  cuU'd  and  choice-^lrawn  cavaliers  to  France  > 

Work,  work,  your  thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  iiege ; 

Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages. 

With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfleur. 

Suppofe  the  ambaflador  from  the  French  comes  back  j 

Tells  Harry — that  the  king  doth  oflfer  him 

Katharine  his  daughter  j  and  with  ter,  to  dowry. 

Some  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms. 

The  offer  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  gunner 

With  linflock  now  the  devilifh  cannon  touches, 

[Alarum  i  and  chambers  go  off. 
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And  dovrn  goes  all  before  them.     Still  be  kind. 

And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.     [Exit. 

SCENE  L    7'be/atne.    Before  tUrAtur. 
Alarums.    Enter  King  HsNRTp  Exbtbk^  Bedford, 

Glostxr^  and  Soldiers^  witbfcaRng  ladders. 
K^  Hen.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends^ 
once  more  ; 
Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  our  EngUfli  dead ! 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  nun. 
As  modeft  ftillnefs,  and  humility  2 
But  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  our  ears. 
Then  imitate  the  adion  of  the  tiger  ; 
Stiffen  the  finews,  fummon  up  the  blood, 
Difguife  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage : 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  afpedl ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head. 
Like  the  brafs  cannon  ;  let  the  brow  overwhelm  it. 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'erhang  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 
Swiird  with  the  wild  and  wafteful  ocean. 
Now  fet  the  teeth,  and  ftretch  the  noftril  wide ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  fpirit 
To  his  full  height ! — On,  on,  you  nobleft  Englifhn 
Whofe  blood  is  fet  from  fathers  of  war-proof ! 
Fathers^  th^t,  like  fp  many  Alexanders, 
Have,  in  thefe  parts,  fixim  mom  till  even  fought. 
And  fheath'd  their  fwords  for  lack  of  argument, 
Dilhonour  not  your  mothers  ;  now  attefl. 
That  thofe,  whom  you  calPd  fathers,  did  beget  you  ! 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  groflcr  blood, 
And  teach  them  how  to  war  !— ^And  you,  good  ycomen^^ 
\Vhofe  limbs  were  made  in  England,  (how  us  here 
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The  mettle  of  your  paflure  ;  let  us  fwear  . 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding:  which  I  doubt  not; 

Eor  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe, 

That  hath  not  noble  luftre  in  your  eyes. 

I  fee  you  (land  like  greyhounds  in  the  flips. 

Straining  upon  the  dart.     The  gamers  afoot ; 

Follow  your  fpirit :  and,  upon  this  charge, 

Cry — ^God  for  Harry  !  England  !  and  faint  George  ! 

{^Exeunt.  Alarum^  and  chambers  go  off. 

SCENE  II.    The  fame. 
Forces pafs  over;  then  enter  Nrm^  Bardolph^  Pistol, 

and  Bar. 
Bard,  On,  on,  on,  on,  on !  to  the  breach,  to  the 
breach ! 

NrM.  Tray  thee,  corporal,  flay ;  the  knocks  are  too 
hot ;  and,  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe  of  lives: 
the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain-fong 
of  it. 

PisT.  The  plain-fong  is  mofl  jufl ;  for  humours  do 
abound ; 
Knocks  go,  and  come  ;  God's  vaflals  drop  and  die  ; 
And  fword  and  fhield. 
In  bloody  field, 
Doth  win  immortal  fame. 
Bor.  'Would  I  were  in  an  alehoufe*  in  London  ?  I 
would  give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale,  and  fafety. 
PisT,  And  I : 

If  wifhes  would  prevail  with  me. 
My  purpofe  fhould  not  fail  with  me. 
But  thither  would  I  hie. 
Bor.  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly,  as  bird  doth  fing  on 
bough. 
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Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Got's  plood  ! — Up  to  the  preaches,  you  rafcals  ! 
will  you  not  up  to  the  preaches  ?      [Driving  tbemforward. 

Fist.  Be  merciful,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mould  ! 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage ! 
Abate  thy  rage,  great  duke  ! 
Good  bawcock,  bate  thy  rage  !  ufe  lenity,  fweet  chuck  ! 

Ntm.  Thefe  be  good  humours  !_^your  honour  wins 
bad  humours. 

[Exeunt  Ntm,  Pistol,  and  Bardolph,  followed  by 

Flu  ELLEN. 

Bor.  As  young  as  T  am^  I  have  obferved  thefe  three 
fwafliers,  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three :  but  all  they 
three,  though  they  would  ferve.mc,  could  not  be  man 
to  me ;  for,  indeed,  three  fuch  anticks  do  not  amount 
to  a  man*  For  Bardolph, — he  is  white-liver'd,  and  red- 
uced ;  by  the  means  whereof,  'a  feces  it  out,  but  fights 
not.  For  Piftol, — he  hath  a  killing  tongue,  and  a  quiet 
fword ;  by  the  means  whereof  'a  breaks  words,  and 
keeps  whole  weapons.  For  Nym,— he  hath  heard,  that 
men  of  few  words  are  the  bcft  men ;  and  therefore  he 
fcoms  to  fay  his  prayers,  left  'a  (hould  be  thought  a 
coward :  but  his  few  bad  words  are  match'd  with  as  few 
good  deeds ;  for  'a  never  broke  any  man*s  head  but  his 
own  ;  and  that  was  againft  a  poft,  when  he.  was  drunk. 
They  will  fteal^any  thing,  and  call  it, — purchafe.  Bar- 
dolph ftole  a  lute-cafe  ;  bore  it  twelve  leagues,  and  fold 
it  for  three  halfpence.  Nym,  and  Bardolph,  are  fworn 
brothers  in  filching ;  and  in  Calais  they  ftole  a  fire-fho-' 
vel :  I  knew,  by  that  piece  of  fervice,  the  men  would 
carry  coals.  They  would  have  me  as  familiar  with 
men's  pockets,  as  their  gloves  or  their  handkerchiefs ; 
which  makes  much  againft  my  manhood,   if  I  fhould 
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take  from  anothers'  pocket,  to  put  into  mine  ;  for  it  is 
plain  pocketing  up  of  wrongs.  I  muft  leave  them,  and 
feek  fome  better  fervice :  their  villainy  goes  againft  my 
weak  ftomach,  and  therefore  I  mnfl  caft  it  up. 

[Exit  Bor. 
Re-enter  Flub LLEH J  GowKrfolkfanmg. 

Gow.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  muft  come  prefently  to 
the  mines ;  the  duke  of  Glofter  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Flv.  To  the  mines !  tell  you  the  duke,  it  is  not  fb  good 
to  come  to  the  mines :  For,  look  you,  the  mines  is  not 
according  to  the  difciplines  of  the  i«rar ;  the  concavities 
of  it  is  not  fuf&cient ;  for,  look  you,  th'  athveriary  (you 
may  difcufs  unto  the  duke,  look  you,)  is  digt  himfelf 
feur  yards  under  the  countermines :  By  Cheflm,  I  think, 
'a  will  plow  up  all,  if  there  is  not  better  direi^ons. 

Gow.  The  duke  of  Glofter,  to  whom  the  order  of  the 
£ege  is  given,  is  altogether  direded  by  an  Iriflunan }  a 
very  valiant  gentleman,  i'faith. 

Tlv.  It  is  captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not  ? 

Gow.  I  think,  it  be. 

Flv.  By  Chefhu,  he  is  an  afs,  as  in  the  'orld  :  1  will 
verify  as  much  in  his  peard :  he  has  no  more  diredhons 
in  the  true  difciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you,  of  the  Ro4 
man  difciplines,  th^n  is  a  puppy-dog. 

Enter  Macmokkis  and  Jamt,  at  a  dx/iance. 

Gow.  Here  'a  comes ;  and  the  Scots  captain,  captsim 
Jamy,  with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  falorous  gentleman, 
that  is  certain ;  and  of  great  expedition,  and  knowledge^ 
in  the  ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of 
his  diredions :  by  Cheftiu,  he  will  maintain  his  argu« 
ment  as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the  'orld,  in  the 
difciplines  of  the  priftine  wars  of  the  Romans. 
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%f jrr.  I  lay,  gud-day,  captain  Fluellen. 

Flu,  God-den  to  your  worfhip,  goot  captain  Jamy. 

Gqw.  How,  now,  captain  Macmorris  ?  have  you  quit 
the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er  ? 

Mjc.  By  Chrifli  la,  tifli  ill  done:  the  work  ifh  give  over, 
the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my  hand,  I  fwear^ 
and  by  my  father's  foul,  the  work  ifh  ill  done ;  it  iih  give 
over :  I  would  have  blowed  up  the  town,  fo  Girifh  £ave 
me,  la,  in  an  hour.  O,  tilh  ill  done,  tiih  ill  done  ;  hy 
my  hand,  tiih  ill  done  ! 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  pefeech  you  now,  will  you 
voutfafc  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with  you,  as 
partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difciplines  of  the  war, 
the  Roman  wars,  in  the  way  of  argument,  look  you,  and 
friendly  communication  ;  partly,  to  fatisfy  my  opinion, 
and  partly,  for  the  fatisfadtion,  look  you,  of  my  mind,  as 
touchitig^  the  diredion  of  the  military  difcipline  ;  that  is 
the  point. 

Jamt.  It  fall  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captains  bath  : 
and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occa- 
iion ;  that  fall  I,  marry. 

Mac*  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  fo  Chrifh  fave  me:  the 
day  is  hot,  aiid  the  weather^  and  the  wars,  and  the  king, 
and  the  duk^s ;  it  is  no  time  to  difcourfe.  The  town  is 
befe^ch'd,  and  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the  breach ;  and  we 
talk,  and,  by  Chrifh,  do  nothing ;  ^tis  fhame  for  us  all ; 
fo  God  fa^  me,  'tis  fhame  to  fland  flill ;  it  is  fhame,  by 
my  hand :  and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut,  and  works  to  be 
djone  i  and  there  ifh  nothing  done,  fo  Chrifl  fa*  me,  la. 

jAMr.  By  the  mcfs,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  them- 
felves  to  flumber,  aile  do  gude  fervice,  or  aile  ligge  i'the 
grund  for  it ;  ay,  or  go  to  death ;  and  aile  pay  it  as  va- 
loroufly  as  I  may,  that  fal  I  furely  do,  that  is  the  breff 

3  . 
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and  the  long :  Mary,  I  wad  full  fain  heard  fome  queftion 
'tween  you  'tway. 

Flv.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under 
your  corredion,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation 

Mac.  Of  my  nation  ?  What  ifh  my  nation  ?  ifh  a  vil- 
lain, and  a  baflard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rafcal?  What  i(h 
my  nation  ?  Who  talks  of  my  nation  ? 

Flu.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife  than 
is  meant,  captain  Macmorris,  peradventure,  I  fhall  think 
you  do  not  ufe  me  with  that  afFabiUty  as  in  difcretion 
you  ought  to  ufe  me,  look  you ;  being  as  goot  a  man  as 
yourfelf,  both  in  the  difciplines  of  wars,  and  in  the  deri- 
vation of  my  birth,  and  in  other  particularities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  man  as  myfelf :  fo 
Chrifh  fave  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Gow.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  miftake  each  other. 

"J AMY.  Au!  that's  a  foul  fault.  \A  parley  founded. 

Gow.  The  town  founds  a  parley. 
'  Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  when  there  is  more  better 
opportunity  to  be  required,  look  you,  I  will  be  fo  bold 
as  to  tell  you,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  war ;  and  there's 

an  end.  \Exmnt. 

-  --^-  -  --  - .  .  —  -    -     -  —   -  —  —  

SCENE  III.   The  fame.    Before  tie  gates  of  HsLrfLtm. 

"The  GoFERNOUR  and  fome  Citizens  on  the   walls;   the 

Englifh^rr^j"  below.  Enter  King  Henr  r,  and  bis  Traii. 

K.  Hen.  How  yet  refolves  the  governour  of  the  town  ? 
This  is  the  lateft  parle  we  will  admit  : 
Therefore,  to  our  bed  mercy  give  yourfelves  ; 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  deftrudion. 
Defy  us  to  our  worft :  for,  as  I  am  a  foldier, 
(A  name,  that,  in  my  thoughts,  becomes  me  bed,) 
If  I  begin  the  battery  once  again, 
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I  will  not  leave  the  half-achieved  Harfleur, 
Till  in  her  afhes  fhe  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  fliall  be  all  fliut  up ; 
And  the  flefli'd  foldier,— ^-rough  and  hard  of  heart, — 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,  fliall  range 
With  confcience  wide  as  hell ;  mowing  like  grafs 
Your  frefh-fair  virgins,  and  your  flowering  infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war, — 
Array'd  in  flames,  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends, — 
Do,  with  his  fmirch'd  complexion,  all  fell  feats 
EnUnk'd  to  wafte  and  defolation  ? 
What  is't  to  me,  when  you  yourfelves  are  caufe, 
If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 
What  rein  can  hold  hcentious  wickednefs, 
When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 
We  may  as  bootlefs  fpend  our  vain  command 
Upon  the  enraged  foldiers  in  their  fpoil, 
As  fend  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 
To  come  afliore.     Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfleur, 
Take  pity  of  your  town,  and  of  your  people. 
Whiles  yet  my  foldiers  are  in  my  command ; 
Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace 
O'erblows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 
Of  deadly  murder,  fpoil,  and  villainy. 
If  not,  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  fee 
The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  hand 
Defile  the  locks  of  your  ftirill-flirieking  daughters  ; 
Your  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards,  ~ 

And  their  mod  reverend  heads  dafli'd  to  the  walls ; 
Your  naked  infants  fpitted  upon  pikes  ; 
Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 
Do  break  the  clouds,  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry 
Vol-  III.  K  k 
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At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughtermen. 
What  lay  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  ? 
Or,  guilty  in  defence,  be  thus  deftroy'd  ? 

Gov.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end  : 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  fuccour  we  entreated. 

Returns  us that  his  powers  are  not  yet  ready 

To  raife  fo  great  a  fiege.    Therefore,  dread  king^. 
We  yield  our  town,  and  lives,  to  thy  foft  mercy : 
Enter  our  gates  ;  difpofe  of  us,  and  ours  ; 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenfiUe. 

K.  Hex.  Open  your  gates. — Come,  uncle  Exeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfleur  ;  there  remain. 
And  fonify  it  flrongly  'gainft  the  French  : 
Ufc  mercy  to  them  all.    For  us,  dear  uncle, — 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  ficknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers, — ^we'U  retire  to  Calais. 
To-night  in  Harfleur  will  we  be  your  gueft  ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addreft. 

[Flourijb.    Tbe  King,  l^c.  enter  the  tcrwn. 

SCENE  IF.    Rouen.    j4  Room  in  tbe  Palace. 
Enter  Katharine  and  Alice. 

Kath.  Alice ^  tu  as  ejie  en  Angleterre,  et  tu  paries  bien  k 
language. 

Alice.  Un  pen  madame. 

Kath.  Je  te  prie^  m^enfeignev^;  ilfaut  que  fapprenne  i 
parler.    Comment  appellez  vous  la  main^  en  Anghns  ? 

Alice.  La  main  ?  elle  ejl  appellee^  de  hand. 

Kath.  De  hand.     U  les  doigts  ? 

Alice.  Les  doigts?  may  foy^je  oublie  les  doigts ;  mcisjt 
we  fouvieudray.  Les  doigts  ?  je  penfe^  quails  font  appellee  i^t 
fingres ;  ouy^  de  fingers. 

Kath.  La  main,  de  hands  les  doigts^  de  fingres.     Jt 
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penfe,  quejefnis  k  ban  efcolier.   J^ay  gagne  deux  mots  d^An- 
glois  vt/lement.    Comment  appelUz  vous  Ics  ongles  ? 

Alice.  Les  ongles  ?  les  appe lions,  de  nails. 

Kath.  De  nails.     Efcoutez ;  dites  moy,  fije  park  bien : 
de  hand,  de  fingres,  de  nails. 

Alice.  Cejl  bien  dit,  madame;  il  ejifort  bon  Anglais. 

Kath.  Dites  may  en  Anglois^  k  bras. 

Alice.  De  arm,  madame. 

Kath.  Et  le  coude. 

Alice.  De  elbow. 

Cath.  De  elbow.    Je  m^ en  fait z  la  repetition  de  tons  les 
mots,  que  vous  m^a^ez  appris  des  a  prefent. 

Alice.  II  ejl  trop  difficile,  madams,  commeje  penfe. 

Kate.  Excufez  moy,  Alice;  efcoutez :  De  hand,  de  fin- 
gre,  de  nails,  de  arm,  de  bilbo w. 

Alice.  De  elbow,  madame. 

Kath.   0  Seigneur  Dieul  je  nCen  oublie ;  De   elbow. 
Comment  appellez  vous  le  col  ? 

Alice.  De  neck,  madame.  * 

Kath.  De  neck  :  Et  le  menton  ? 

Alice.  De  chin. 

Kath.  De  fin.    Le  col,  de  neck :  le  menton,  de  fin. 

Alice.  Ouy.     Sauf  vojlre  bonncur ;  en  verite,  vous  prcn 
nonces  les  mots  auffi  droiSt  que  Us  natifs  Jl  Angleterre. 

Kath.  Je  ne  doute  point  £  apprendre  par  la  grace  de  Dieu  ; 
et  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  N^avez  vous  pas  deja  oublie  ce  que  je  vous  ay  en^ 
feignee  ? 

Kath.  Non,je  reciter  ay  d  vous  promptement.     De  hand^ 
de  fingre,  de  mails, — 

Alice.  De  nails,  madame. 

Kath.  De  nails,  de  arme,  de  ilbow* 

Alice.  Sauf  vojlre  bonneur^^t  elbow, 

Kkij 
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Kath.  Ainfi  disje;  de  elbow,  de  neck,  ct  de  fin :  Cm* 
merit  appellez  vouz  It  pieds  et  la  robe  ? 

jIlice.  De  foot,  madame;  et  de  con. 

Kath.  De  foot,  et  de  con  ?  0  Seigneur  Ditu  !  ces  font 
^fnots  defon  mauvais^  corruptible,  S^^ff^^  ^^  impudique,  et  mm 
pour  les  dames  d*honneur  d'ufer :  Je  ne  voudrois  prononcer 
ces  mots  devant  les  Seigneurs  de  France,  pour  tout  le  mande. 
Ilfaut  de  foot,  et  de  con,  neant-moins.  J e reciter ai  une  au- 
tre fois  ma  le^on  enfemble.  De  hand,  de  fingre,  de  nails, 
de  arm,  de  elbow,  de  neck,  de  fin,  de  foot,  de  con. 

Alice.  Excellent,  madame  ! 

Kath.  Cejl  ajj^z  pour  unefois  j  allons  nous  a  difner. 

{Exeunt. 

"■'  ■"' .      — — ^. 

SCENE  V.  The  fame.     Another  Room  in  the  fame. 
Znter  the  French  King,  the  Dauphin,  duke  of  Bovr- 
bon,  the  Cons  tab  LEof  France,  and  Others. 

Fr.  King.  Tis  certain,  he  hath  pafs'd  the  river  Some. 

Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord. 
Let  us  not  live  in  France ;  let  us  quit  all. 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barbarous  people. 

Dau.  O  Dieu  vivant !  fhall  a  few  fprays  of  us, — 
The  emptying  of  our  fathers'  luxury,    . 
Our  fcions,  put  in  wild  and  favage  flock. 
Spirt  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  clouds. 
And  overlook  their  grafters  ?  [ards ! 

BouR.  Normans,  but  baflard  Normans,  Norman  baft- 
Mo;/  de  ma  vie  !  if  they  march  along 
Unfought  \\ithal,  but  I  will  fell  my  dukedom, 
To  buy  a  flobbery  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-ftiotten  ifle  of  Albion.         . 

Con.  Dieu  de  battailes  I  where  have  they  this  metde  ? 
Is  not  their  climate  fo^gy,  raw,  and  dull  ? 
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On  whom,  as  in  defpite,  the  fun  looks  pale. 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?  Can  fodden  water, 
A  drench  for  fur- rein'd  jades,  their  barley  broth, 
Decod  their  cold  blood  to  fuch  valiant  heat  ? 
And  fhall  our  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine. 
Seem  frofty  ?  O,  for  honour  of  our  land, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  icicles 
Upon  our  houfes  thatch,  whiles  a  more  frofty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  fields  ; 
Poor — we  may  call  them,  in  their  native  lords. 

DjIU.  By  faith  and  honour, 
Our  madams  mock  at  us  ;  and  plainly  fay. 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out ;  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  luft  of  Englifh  youth. 
To  new-ftore  France  with  baftard  warriors, 

BouR.  They  bid  us — to  the  Engliftx  dancing-fchools. 
And  teach  lavoltas  high,  and  fwift  corantos  ; 
Saying,  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels, 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  runaways.  [hence  ; 

Fr.  King.  Where  is  Montjoy,  the  herald  ?  fpeed  him 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  (harp  defiance,—* 
Up,  princes ;  and,  with  fpirit  of  honour  edg'd, 
More  (harper  than  your  fwords,  hie  to4:he  field  ; 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  conftable  of  France  ; 
You  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alen9on,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgundy  ; 
Jaques  Chatillion,  Rambures,  Vaudemont, 
Beaumont,  Grandpre,  Roufli,  and  Fauconberg, 
Foix,  Leftrale,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charolois ; 
High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,  lords,  and  knights. 
For  your  great  feats,  now  quit  you  of  great  fhames. 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  fweeps  throw  our  land 
With  pennons  painted  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur  : 

Jikiij 
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Rufh  on  his  hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  fnow 

Upon  the  vallies  ;  whofe  low  vaflal  feat 

The  Alps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  rheum  upon  : 

Go  down  upon  him, ^you  have  power  enough, — 

And  in  a  captive  chariot,  into  Roiien 
Bring  him  our  prifoner. 

Con.  This  becomes  the  great. 
Sorry  am  I,  his  numbers  are  fo  few, 
His  foldiers  fick,  and  famifh'd  in  their  march  ; 
For,  I  am  fure,  when  he  fhall  fee  our  army. 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  fink  of  fear, 
And,  for  achievement,  offer  us  his  ranfom. 

Fr.  King.  Therefore,  lord  conflable,  hafle  on  Montjoy ; 
And  let  him  fay  to  England,  that  we  fend 
To  know  what  willing  ranfom  he  will  give. — 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  fhall  flay  with  us  ih  Roiien, 

Dau.  Not  fo,  I  do  befeech  your  majefly. 

Fr.  King.  Be  patifnt,  for  you  fhall  remain  with  us. — 
Now,  forth,  lord  conflable,  and  princes  all ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  fall.      [Fjceunt. 

SCENE  VI.    The  Englifh  Camp  in  Picardy. 
Enter  Goiver  and  Fluellen. 

Gojv.  How  now,  captain  Fluellen  ?  came  you  from 
the  bridge  ? 

Flu.  I  affure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  feryice  comr 
mitted  at  the  pridge. 

Gojv.  Is  the.  duke  of  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu.  The  duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga- 
memnon ;  and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my 
foul,  and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my 
livings,  and  my  uttermofl  powers :  he  is  not,  (God  be 
praifed  and  pleffed  !)  any  hurt  in  the  'orld ;  but  keeps 
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the  pridge  moft  valiantly,  with  excellent  difcipline. 
There,  is  an  enfign  there  at  the  pridge, — ^I  think,  in  my 
very  confcience,  he  is  as  valiant  as  Mark  Antony  ;  and 
he  is  a  man  of  no  eflimation  in  the  'orld  ;  but  I  did  fee 
him  do  gallant  fervice. 

Gow.  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu.  He  is  call'd — ancient  Piftol. 

Gofv.  1  know  him  not. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Flu.  Do  you  not  know  him  ?  Here  comes  the  man. 

PisT.  Captain,  I  thee  befeech  to  do  me  favours ; 
The  duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  Ay,  I  praife  Got ;  and  I  have  merited  fome  love 
at  his  hands. 

PisT.  Bardolph,  a  foldier,  firm  and  found  of  heart. 
Of  buxom  valour,  hath, — ^by  cruel  fate. 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  goddefs  bUnd, 
That  ftands  upon  the  rolling  refllefs  ftone,-^ 

Flu.  By  your  patience,  ancient  Piftol.  Fortune  is 
painted  plind,  with  a  muffler  before  her  eyes,  to  fignify 
to  you  that  fortune  is  plind:  And  fhe  is  painted  alfo 
with  a  wheel ;  to  fignify  to  you,  which  is  the  moral  of 
it,  that  file  is  turning,  and  inconftant,  and  variation,  and 
mutabilities  :  and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a 
fpherical  ftone,  which  rolls,  and  rolls,  and  rolls  ; — In 
good  truth,  the  poet  is  make  a  moft  excellent  defcrip- 
tion  of  fortune :  fortune,  look  you,  is  an  excellent  mo- 
ral. 

PisT.  Fortune  is  Bardolph*s  foe,  and  frowns  on  him ; 
For  he  hath  ftol'n  a  piXy  and  hanged  muft  'a  be. 
A  damned  death ! 

Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free, 

K  k  iiij 
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And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  fuffocate  : 

But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 

For  pix  q£  little  price. 

Therefore,  go  fpeak,  the  duke  will  hear  thy  voice ; 

And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 

With  edge  of  penny  cord,  and  vile  reproach  : 

Speak,  captain,  for  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Piftol,  I  do  partly  underftand  your 
meaning. 

Fist.  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at : 
for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  defire  the 
duke  to  ufe  his  goot  pleafure,  and  put  him  to  execu- 
tions ;  for  difciplines  ought  to  be  ufed. 

Pi  ST.  Die  and  be  damnM ;  and^o  for  thy  friendfhip ! 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

Fist.  The  fig  of  Spain !  [Exit  Pistol. 

Flu.  Very  good. 

GofF.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rafcal ;  I  re- 
member him  now  ;  a  bawd  ;  a  cutpurfe. 

Flu.  rU  aflure  you,  'a  utter'd  as  prave  *ords  at  the 
pridge,  as  you  fhall  fee  in  a  fummer's  day :  But  it  is 
very  well ;  what  he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  war- 
rant you,  when  time  is  ferve. 

Goir.  Why,  -tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue  ;  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelf,  at  his  return 
into  London,  under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  And  fuch 
fellows  are  perfect  in  great  commanders*  names  :  and 
they  will  learn  you  by  rote,  where  fervices  were  done  \ 
— at  fuch  and  fuch  a  fconce,  at  fuch  a  breach,  at  fuch  a 
convoy  ;  who  came  off  bravely,  who  was  fhot,  who  dif-^ 
graced,  what  terms  the  enemy  flood  on  ;  and  this  they 
cpn  perfedly  in  the  phrafe  of  war,  w^ich  they  trick  up 


KINQ  HENKY  F.  521 

with  new-tuned  oaths  :  And  what  a  beard  of  the  gene- 
ral's cut,  and  a  horrid  fuit  of  the  camp,  will  do  among 
foaming  bottles,  and  ale-wafh'd  wits,  is  wonderful  to  bd 
thought  on !  but  you  muft  learn  to  know  fuch  flanders 
of  the  age,  or  elfe  you  may  be  marvelloufly  miilpok. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  captain  Glower ;— ^^I  do  perceive, 
he  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  fhow  to 
the  'orld  he  is ;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,.  I  will  tell 
him  my  mind.  [Drum  beard.]  Hark  you,  the  king  ia 
coming ;  and  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  from  the  pridge. 
Enter  King  HENRr,  Gloster,  and  Soldiers. 

Flu.  Got  plels  your  majefty  ! 

K.  Ben,  How  now,  Fluellen  ?  cameft  thou  from  the 
bridge  ? 

Flu.  Ay,  fo  pleafe  your  majefty.  The  duke  of  Exeter 
has  very  gallantly  maintained  the  pridge  :  the  French  is 
gone  off,  look  you ;  and  there  is  gallant  and  moft  prave 
paflages :  Marry,  th'athverfary  was  have  pofleftion  of  the 
pridge ;  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  duke  of 
Exeter  is  mafter  of  the  pridge ;  I  can  tell  your  majefty^ 
the  duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Hen.  What  men  have  you  loft,  Fluellen  ? 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'athverfary  hath  been  very 
great,  very  reafonable  great:  marry,  for  my  part,  I 
think  the  duke  hath  loft  never  a  man,  but  one  that  is 
like  to  be  executed  for  robbing  a  church,  one  Bardolph^ 
if  your  majefty  know  the  man :  his  face  is  all  bubukles, 
and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire  ;  and  his  lips 
plows  at  his  noie,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  fometimes 
plue,  and  fometimes  red ;  but  his  nofe  is  executed,  and 
his  fire's  out. 

K.  Hen.  We  would  have  all  fuch  offenders  fo  cut  off  : 
n-and  we  give  exprefs  charge,  that,  in  our  marches 
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through  the  country,  there  be  nothing  compelled  from 
the  villages,  nothing  taken  but  paid  for ;  none  of  the 
French  upbraided,  or  abufed  in  difdainful  language; 
For  when  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for  a  kingdom,  the 
gentler  gamefter  is  the  fooneft  winner. 

T^ucket  founds.    Later  MoN  rjo  r. 

AIoxT.  You  know  me  by  my  habit, 

K.  Hen.  Well  then,  I  know  thee ;  What  fhall  I  know 
of  thee. 

Mont.  My  mailer's  mind. 

K.  Hen.  Unfold  it. 

Mont.  Thus  fays  my  king : — Say  thou  to  Harry  of 
England,  Though  we  feemed  dead,  we  did  but  fleep ; 
Advantaqje  is  a  better  foldier,  than  raflmels.  Tell  him, 
we  could  have  rebuked  him  at  Harfleur ;  but  that  we 
thought  not  good  to  bruife  an  injury,  till  it  were,  full 

ripe : now  we  fpeak  upon  our  cue,  and  our  voice  is 

imperial :  England  fhall  repent  his  folly,  fee  his  weak- 
nefs,  and  admire  our  fufferance.  Bid  him,  therefore, 
confider  of  his  ranfom ;  which  muft  proportion  the 
loffes  we  have  borne,  the  fubjeifts  we  have  loft,  the  dif- 
grace  we  have  digefted ;  which,  in  weight  to  re-anfwer, 
his  pettinefs  would  bow  under.  For  our  lodes,  his  ex- 
chequer is  too  poor  ;  for  the  eflfufion  of  our  blood,  the 
mufter  of  his  kingdom  too  faint  a  number  ;  and  for  our 
difgrace,  his  own  perfon,  kneeling  at  our  feet,  but  a 
weak  and  worthlefs  fatisfadion.  To  this  add — defiance: 
and  tell  him,  for  conclufion,  he  hath  betrayed  his  fol- 
lowers, whofe  condemnation  is  pronounced.  So  far  my 
king  and  mafter  ;  fo  much  my  office. 

K.  Hen.  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 

Mont.  Montjoy. 

Kf  Hen,  Thou  doft  thy  office  fairly.   Turn  theejback, 
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And  tell  thy  king, — 1  do  not  feek  him  now ; 

But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 

Without  impeachment :  for,  to  fay  the  footh, 

(Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confefs  fo  much 

Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  Vantage,) 

My  people  are  with  ficknefs  much  enfeebled ; 

My  numbers  lefTcn'd  ;  and  thofe  few  I  have, 

Almoft  no  better  than  fo  many  French ; 

Who  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 

I  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  Englilh  legs 

Did  march  three  Frenchmen, — Yet,  forgive  me,  God, 

That  I  do  brag  thus ! — tl^is  your  air  of  France 

Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me  ;  I  muft  repent. 

Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  mailer,  here  I  am ; 

My  ranfom,  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  trunk ; 

My  army,  but  a  weak  and  fickly  guard ; 

Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on. 

Though  France  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  neighbour. 

Stand  in  our  way.     There's  for  thy  labour,  Montjoy. 

Go,  bid  thy  mafter  well  advife  himfelf: 

If  we  may  pafs,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hinder'd. 

We  Ihall  your  tawny  groimd  with  your  red  blood 

Difcolour  :  and  fo,  Montjoy,  fare  you  well. 

The  fum  of  all  our  anfwer  is  but  this  : 

We  would  not  feek  a  battle,  as  we  are ; 

Nor,  as  we  are,  we  fay,  we  will  not  fhun  it ; 

So  tell  your  mafter. 

Mont.  I  (hall  deliver  fo.     Thanks  to  your  highnefs. 

[Exit  Mo^Tjor. 

Glo.  I  hope,  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 
.    K.  Hen.  We  are  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in  theirs. 
March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  towards  night :--« 
Beyond  the  river  we'll  encamp  ourfelves  j 
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And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away.  \Excmt. 

SCENE  VII.    T!be  French  Camp^  near  Agincourt. 

Enter  the  Constable  of  France,  the  Lord  Rammvreb, 

the  Duke  of  Orleans,  Dauphin,  and  Others. 

Con.  Tut !  I  have  the  beft  armour  of  the  world 

'Would,  it  were  day  F 

Orl.  You  haye  an  excellent  armour ;  but  let  my  horfe 
have  his  due. 

Con.  It  is  the  beft  horfe  of  Europe, 

Orl.  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

Dau.  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  conftable, 
you  talk  of  horfe  and  armour, — 

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  prince 
in  the  world, 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this  ! 1  will  not  change 

my  horfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  paftems.  Ca, 
ba!  He  bounds  from  the  earth,  as  if  his  entrails  were' 
hairs ;  le  cheyol  volant,  the  Pegafus,  qui  a  les  narines  defeul 
When  I  beftride  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a  hawk :  he  trots  the 
air ;  the  earth  lings  when  he  touches  it ;  the  bafeft  hom 
of  his  hoof  is  mort  mufical  than  the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  beaft  for 
Perfeus  :  he  is  pure  air  and  fire  ;  and  the  dull  elements 
of  earth  and  water  never  appear  in  hifti,  but  only  in  pa- 
tient ftillnefs,  while  his  rider  mounts  him :  he  is,  in- 
deed, a  horfe  ;  and  all  other  jades  ypu  may  call«^beafls. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  moft  abfolute  and  excel- 
lent horfe. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys  ;  his  neigh  is  like  the 
bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces  bo- 
piage, 
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Oki.  No  more,  coufin. 

Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit^  that  cannot,  ffonx 
the  rifing  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary 
deferved  praife  on  my  palfrey  :  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent 
as  the  fea ;  turn  the  fands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and 
my  horfe  is  argument  for  them  all :  'tis  a  fubjed,  for  % 
fovereign  to  reafon  on,  and  for  a  fovereign's  fovereign 
to  ride  on ;  and  for  the  world  (familiar  to  us,  and  wi- 
known,)  to  lay  apart  their  particular  funtSkions,  and 
wonder  at  him.  I  once  writ  a  fonnet  in  his  praife,  and 
began  thus  :  Wonder  of  nature^ — 

Orl.  I  have  heard  a  fonnet  begin  fo  to  one's  miftrcfs. 

Dav.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  compofed 
to  my  courfer ;  for  my  horfe  is  my  miftrefs. 

Okl.  Your  miftreis  bears  well. 

Bav.  Me  well ;  which  is  the  prefcript  praife  and  per- 
fedion  of  a  good  and  particular  miftrefs. 

Con.  Mafoy!  the  other  day,  methought,  your  miftrefs 
fhrewdly  ftiook  your  back. 

Dau.  So,  perhaps,  did  yours. 

Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

Dau.  O  !  then,  belike,  fhe  was  old  and  gentle  ^  and 
you  rode,  like  a  kerne  of  Ireland,  your  French  hofe  off, 
and  in  your  ftrait  troffers. 

Con.  You  have  good  judgement  in  horfemanfliip. 

Dau.  Be  wam'd  by  me  then :  they  that  ride  fo,  and 
ride  not  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs  ;  I  had  rather  have 
my  horfe  to  my  miftrefs. 

Con.  I  had  as  lief  have  my  miftrefs  a  jade. 

Dau.  I  tell  thee,  conftable,  my  miftrefs  wears  her  own 
hair. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had  at 
fow  to  my  miftrefs. 
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Dau.  Le  cbien  cjl  retourne  a  Jon  propre  vomtffement  ^  el  la 
truie  lavee  au  hourbier :  thou  makeft  ufe  of  any  thing. 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  horfe  for  my  miflrefs ;  or 
any  fuch  proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 

Ram.  My  lord  conftable,  the  armour,  that  I  faw  in 
your  tent  to-night,  are  thofe  ftars,  or  funs,  upon  it  ? 

Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope. 

Con.  And  yet  my  iky  fhall  not  want. 

Dau.  That  may  be,  for  you  bear  a  many  fuperfluouf- 
ly  ;  and  'twere  more  honour,  fome  were  away. 

Con.  Even  as  your  horfe  bears  your  praifes ;  who 
would  trot  as  well,  were  fome  ot  your  brags  difmounted. 

Dau.  'Would,  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert! 
Will  it  never  be  day  ^  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and 
my  way  fhall  be  paved  with  Englifti  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  fhould  be  faced  out 
of  my  way :  But  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would 
fain  be  about  the  ears  of  the  Englifti. 

Ram.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty  Eng- 
lifti prifoners  ? 

Con.  You  mull  firll  go  yourfelf  to  hazard,  ere  you 
have  them. 

Dau.  'Tis  midnight,  Til  go  arm  myfelf.  \JExt. 

Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 

Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Englifti. 

Con.  I  think,  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

Orl.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant 
prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  flie  may  tread  out  the  oath. 

Orl.  He  is,  fimply,  the  mofl:  adive  gentleman  of 
France. 

Con.  Doing  is  adivity  :  and  he  will  ftill  be  doing. 
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OinL.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 
Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow ;  he  will  keep  that 
good  name  ftill. 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 
Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better 
than  you. 

Okl.  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf ;  and  he  faid,  he 
cared  not  who  knew  it. 

Okl.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 
Coat.  By  my  faith,  fir,  but  it  is ;  never  any  body  faw 
it,  but  his  lacquey :  'tis  a  hooded  valour  ;  and,  when  it 
appears,  it  will  bate. 

Okl.  Ill  will  never  faid  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with — There  is  flattery 
in  friendftiip. 

Okl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with — Give  the  devil  his 
due. 

Con.  Well  placed ;  there  Hands  your  friend  for  the 
devil :  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb,  with — A 
pox  of  the  devil. 

Okl.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much — 
A  fool's  bolt  is  foon  (hot. 
Con.  You  have  fhot  over. 
Okl.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  you  were  overihot. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord  high  conftable,  the  Englifh  lie  within 
fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  tent. 

Con.  Who  hath  meafured  the  ground  ? 
Mess.  The  lord  Grandprc. 

Con.  a  vaUant  and  mofl:  expert  gentleman.— Would  it 
were  day ! — Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England !  he  longs  not 
for  the  dawning,  as  we  do. 
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Orl.  What  a  Wretched  and  peevilh  fellow  is  this  king 
of  England,  to  mope  with  his  fat-braiii'd  followers  fofar 
out  of  his  knowledge ! 

Con.  If  the  Englifh  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  would 
run  away. 

Orl.  That  they  lack ;  for  if  their  heads  had  any  intel- 
ledual  armour,  they  could  never  wear  fuch  heavy  head- 
pieces. 

RjiM.  That  ifland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  crea- 
tures }  their  maftifFs  are  of  nnmatchahle  courage. 

Orl.  Foolifh  curs !  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth 
of  a  Ruffian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  crulh'd  like  rot- 
ten apples :  You  may  as  well  fay, — that's  a  valiant  flea, 
that  dare  eat  his  breakfafl  on  the  Up  of  a  lion. 

Con.  Jiiftj  juft ;  and  the  men  do  fympathize  with  the 
maftifFs,  in  robuftious  and  rough  coiping  on,  leaving 
their  wits  with  their  wives :  and  then  give  them  great 
meals  of  beef,  and  iron  and  fteel,  they  will  eat  like 
Wolves,  and  fight  like  devils. 

Orl.  Ay,  but  thefe  Englifli  are  fhrewdly  out  of  beef. 

Con.  Then  we  fhall  find  to-morrow — they  have  only 
ftomachs  to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to 
arm ;  Come,  (hall  we  about  it  ? 

Orl.  It  is  now  two  o'clock :  but,  let  me  fee, — by  ten. 
We  Ihall  have  each  a  hundred  Engliftimen.*        \^Exeunt. 


Act  IV. 
Enter  Chorus. 

Chorus.  Now  entertain  conjedhire  of  a  time. 
When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark. 
Fills  the  wide  veflel  of  the  univerfe* 
From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night, 
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The  hum  of  eithei^  army  ftilly  founds, 
That  the  fix'd  fentinels  almofl  receive 
The  fecret  whifpets  of  each  other's  watch : 
Fire  anfwers  fire ;  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Each  battle  fees  the  other's  umbet'd  face  : 
Steed  threatens  fteed,  in  high  and  boaftful  neighs 
Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear ;  and  from  the  tents. 
The  armourers,  accomplifhing  the  knights^ 
With  bufy  hammers  clofing  rivets  up. 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 
The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll^ 
And  the  third  hour  of  drowfy  morning  name. 
Proud  of  their  numbers,  and  fecure  in  foul. 
The  confident  and  over-lufty  French 
Do  the  low-r4ted  Englifli  play  &t  dice ; 
And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-gaited  night. 
Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 
So  tedioufly  away.     The  poor  condemned  Englifh, 
Like  Sacrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 
Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 
The  morning's  danger  ;  and  their  gefture  fad, 
Invefting  lank-tean  cheeks,  and  war-worn  coats, 
Prefenteth  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 
So  many  horrid  ghofts.     O,  now,  who  will  behold 
The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band, 
Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tetitj 
Let  him  cry — Praife  and  glory  on  his  head  ! 
For  forth  he  goes,- and  vifits  all  his  hoft ; 
Bids  them  good  morrow,  with  a  modeft  fmile ; 
And  calls  them — ^brothers^  friends,  and  coutitryttoelt 
Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note. 
How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him  j 
Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 
Vol.  IIL  L  1 
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Ujito  the  weary  and  all-watched  night : 

But  frefhly  looks,  and  over-bears  attaint, 

With  cheerful  femblance,  and  fweet  majefVy  ; 

That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before. 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks : 

A  largefs  univerfal,  like  the  fun, 

His  hberal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one. 

Thawing  cold  fear.     Then,  mean  and  gentle  all. 

Behold,  as  may  unworthinefs  define, 

A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night  : 

And  fo  our  fcene  muft  to  the  battle  fly ; 

Where,  (O  fpr  pity !)  we  fliall  much  difgrace— ^ 

With  four  or  five  moft  vile  and  ragged  foils. 

Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous, — 

The  name  of  Agincourt :  Yet,  fit  and  fee ; 

Minding  true  things,  by  what  their  mockeries  be.    [£wf. 

SCENE  I.  The  Englifh  Camp  at  Agincourt. 
Enter  King  Henrt,  Bedford^  and  Glostbr. 
K.  Hen.  Glofter,''tis  true,  that  we  are  in  great  danger; 

The  greater  therefore  (hould  our  courage  be 

Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford — God  Almighty ! 
There  is  fome  foul  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  obfervingly  difl:il  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  ftirrers. 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  hufbandry : 
Befides,  they  are  our  outward  confciences. 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonifliing. 
That  we  (hould  drefs  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  wecd^ 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himfelf. 

Enter  Erpingham. 
Good  morrow,  old  fir  Thomas  Erpingham;; 
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A  good  foft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlifti  turf  of  France. 

Erp.  Not  fo,  my  liege ;  this  lodging  likes  me  better. 
Since  I  may  fay — now  lie  I  like  a  king. 

K.  HEhr.  'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  prefent  pains^ 
Upon  example ;  fo  the  fpirit  is  eafed : 
And,  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt, 
The  organs,  though  defunft  and  dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowfy  grave,  ind  newly  move 
With  called  flough  and  frefli  legerity. 
Lend  me  thy  cloak,  fir  Thomas.—Brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  ouf  camp ; 
Do  my  good  morrow  %o  them  ;  and,  anon, 
Defire  them  all  to  niy  pavilion, 

Glo.  We  fhall,  my  Uege. 

[Exeunt  Gloster  and  Bedford. 

Erp.  Shall  I  attend  your  grace  ? 

K.  Hen.  No,  my  good  knight  j 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England  ; 
I  and  my  bofom  muft  debate  awhile. 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erp.  The  Lord  in  heaven  blefs  thee,  noble  Harry  ! 

[Exit  ERPINGH4^f. 

K.  Hen.  God-a-mercy,  old  heart!  thou  fpeak'Il  cheer-» 
fully. 

Enter  Pis  tou 

PisT.  ^i  va  Id? 

K.  Hen.  A  friend. 

Pisr.  Difcufs  unto  me ;  Art  thou  officer  ? 
Or  art  thou  bafe,  common,  and  popular? 

K.  Hen.  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Pisr.  Trairft  thou  the  puiffant  pike  ? 

K.  Hen.  Even  fo  ;  What  are  you  ? 

LI  ij 
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Pi  ST.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K.  Hen.  Then  you  are  better  than  the  king. 

Pisr.  The  king's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold^ 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame  ; 
Of  parents  good,  of  fift  moft  valiant : 
I  kifs  his  dirty  fhoe,  and  from  my  heart-ftrings 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.     What's  thy  name  ? 

K.  Hen.  Harry  le  Roy. 

PisT.  Le  Roy!  A  Comifh  name :  art  thou  of  Comifh 
crew  ? 

K.  Hen.  No,  I  am  a  Welftiman. 

Pisr.  Know'ft  thoU  Fluellen? 

K.  Hen.  Yes. 

Pisr.  Tell  him,  Til  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate. 
Upon  faint  Davy's  day. 

K.  Hen.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap  that 
day,  left  he  knock  that  about  yours. 

Pisr.  Art  thou  his  friend  ? 

K.  Hen.  And  his  kinfman  too. 

Pisr.  TYitfigo  for  thee  then ! 

K.  Hen.  I  thank  you  :  God  be  with  you  ! 

Ptsr.  My  name  is  Piftol  calPd,  [Exit. 

K.  Hen.  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenefs. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  GowEK.feverdly. 

Gow.  Captain  Fluellen  ! 

Flv.  So  !  in  the  name  of  Chefhu  Chrift,  fpeak  lower. 
It  is  the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  'orld,  when 
the  true  and  auncient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars 
is  not  kept :  if  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  ermine 
the  wars  of  Pompey  the  great,  you  (hall  find,  I  warrant 
you,  that  there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,  nor  pibble  pabble,  in 
Pompey's  camp ;  I  warrant  you,  you  fhall  find  the  ce- 
remonies of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms 
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of  it,  and  the  fobriety  of  it,  and  the  raodefty  of  it,  to  be 
otherwife. 

GofT.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud ;  you  heard  him  all 
night. 

Flu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  afs  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating 
coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  fhould  alfo,  look 
you,  be  an  afs,  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb ;  in 
your  own  confcience  now  ? 

GofF.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you,  and  befeech  you,  that  you  will. 

[Exeunt  Gopter  and  Flubllen. 

K.  Hen.  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fafhion. 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Welfhman. 
Enter  Bates^  Court^  andWiLLiAM^. 

Court.  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning 
which  breaks  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be :  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to 
defire  the  approach  of  day. 

Will.  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day,  but> 
I  think,  we  fhall  never  fee  the  end  of  it.-^Who  goes 
there  ? 

K.  Hen.  A  friend. 

Will.  Under  what  captain  ferve  you  ? 

K.  Hen.  Under  fir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

Will.  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  moft  kind  gen- 
tleman :  I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  eftate  ? 

K.  Hen.  Even  as  men  wrecked  upon  a  fand,  that  look 
to  be  wafh'd  off  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  king  ? 

K.  Hen.  No  ;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  fhould.  For,  though 
I  fpeak  it  to  you,  I  think,  the  king  is  but  a  man,  as  I  am : 
the  violet  fmells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me ;  the  element 
fhows  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  all  his  fenfes  have  bur. 
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human  conditions :  his  ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  nakedr 
nefs  he  appears  but  a  man ;  and  though  his  afFecftions  are 
higher  mounted  than  ours,  yet,  when  they  floop,  they 
iloop  with  the  Uke  wing  ;  therefore  when  he  fees  reafon 
of  fears,  as  we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  fame 
reUfli  as  ours  are :  Yet,  in  reafon,  no  man  fhould  poflefs 
him  with  any  appearance  of  fear,  left  he,  by  fliowing  it, 
ihould  dilhearten  his  army. 

BjiTEs.  He  may  fhow  what  outward  courage  he  will: 
but,  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wifli  him- 
felf  in  the  Thames  up  to  the  neck  ;  and  fo  I  would  he 
were,  and  I  by  him,  at  all  adventures,  fo  we  were  quit 
here. 

K.  Hen.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  confcience  of 
the  king ;  I  think,  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any  where 
but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then,  'would  he  were  here  alone  ;  fo  fhould 
he  be  fure  to  be  raiifom'd,  and  a  many  poor  mens*  lives 
faved. 

K.  Hen.  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  {o  ill,  to  wifh 
him  here  alone  ;  howfoever  you  fpeak  this,  to  feel  other 
men's  minds  :  Methinks,  I  could  not  die  any  where  fo 
contented,  as  in  the  king-s  company;  his  caufe  being 
juft,  and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

Will.  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  fhould  feek  after ;  for 
Vre  know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's  fubjects: 
if  his  caufe  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  king  wipes 
the  crime  of  it  out  of  us. 

Will.  Byt,  if  the  caufe  be  not  good,  the  king  himfelf 
hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make ;  when  all  thofe  legs, 
and  arms,  and  heads,  chopp'd  off  in  a  battle,  (hall  join 
tppther  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  alL_We  died  at  fuch 
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a  place  ;  fome,  fwearing  ;  fome,  crying  for  a  furgeon  ; 
fbme,  upon  their  wives  left  poor  behind  them  ;  fome^ 
upon  the  debts  they  owe ;  fome,  upon  their  children 
rawly  left."  I  am  afeard  there  are  few  die  well,  that  die 
in  battle ;  for  how  can  they  charitably  difpofe  of  any 
thing,  when  blood  is  their  argument  ?  Now,  if  thefe  men 
do  not  die  well,  it  will*  be  a  black  matter  for  the  king 
that  led  them  to  it ;  whom  to  difobey,  were  againft  all 
proportion  of  fubjedion. 

K.  Hen.  So,  if  a  fon^  that  is  by  his  father  fent  about 
merchandife,  do  linfuUy  mifcarry  upon  the  fea,  the  int- 
putation  of  his  wickednefs,  by  your  rule,  fhould  be  im- 
pofed  upon  his  father  that  fent  him  :  or  if  a  fervant,  un-* 
der  his  matter's  command,  tranfporting  a  fum  of  money^ 
be  aflail'd  by  robbers,  and  die  in  many  irreconciPd  ini- 
quities, you  may  call  the  bufinefs  of  the  mafter  the  au- 
thor of  the  fer^^ant's  damnation  : — But  this  is  not  fo :  the 
king  is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  particular  endings  of 
his  foldiers,  the  father  of  his  fon,  nor  the  mafter  of  his 
fervant ;  for  they  purpofe  not  their  death,  when  they 
purpofe  their  fervices.  Befides,  there  is  no  king,  be  his 
caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs,  if  it  come  to  the  arbitrement  of 
fwords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  unfpotted  foldiers.  Some, 
peradventure,  have  on  them  the  guilt  of  premeditated 
and  contrived  murder  ;  fome,  of  beguiling  virgins  with 
the  broken  feals  of  perjury ;  fome,  making  the  wars  thefr 
bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle  bofom  of 
peace  with  pillage  and  robbery.  Now,  if  thefe  men  have 
defeated  the  law,  and  outrun  native  punifhment,  though 
they  ca^  out  ft  rip  men,  they  have  no  wings  to  fly  from 
God :  war  is  his  beadle,  war  is  his  vengeance  ;  fo  that 
here  men  are  punifli'd,  for  before-breach  of  the  king's 
Jaws,  in  now  the  king's  quarrel :  vhere  they  feared  the 

If  1  iiij 


536  flNQ  HENRr  F^ 

4eath,  they  have  borne  life  away ;  and  where  they  would 
be  fgfe,  they  perifli :  Then  if  they  die  u^p^ovided,  no 
more  is  the  king  guilty  of  their  damnation,  than  he  ym 
before  guilty  of  thofe  impieties  for  the  which  they  arc 
now  vifited.  Every  fubjed's  duty  is  the  king's;  but 
every  fubjedl's  foul  is  his  own.  Therefore  (hould  every 
foldier  in  the  wars  do  as  every  fick  man  in  his  bed,  wafh 
^very  mote  out  of  his  confcience  :  and  dying  fo,  death 
is  to  him  advantage  ;  or  not  dying,  the  time  was  blefledlj 
loft,  wherein  fuch  preparation  was  gained :  and,  in  him 
that  efcapes,  it  were  not  fin  to  think,  that  making  God 
fo  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  outlive  that  day  to  lee  his 
greatnefs,  and  to  tea(?h  others  how  they  fhould  prepare. 
Will.  Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  upon 
his  own  head,  the  king  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 

Bates.  I  do  not  defire  he  fliould  anfwer  for  nxe  ;  and 
yet  I  detetmine  to  fight  luftily  for  him. 

K.  Hbn.  I  myfelf  heard  the  ki^g  fay,  he  would  not  be 
ranfom'd. 

Will.  Ay,  he  faid  fo,  to  make  us  fight  cheerfully : 
but  J  when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd,  and 
we  ne'er  the  wlfer. 

K.  Hen.  If  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his  word 
after. 

Will.  *Mafs,  you'll  pay  him  then  !  That's  a  perilous 
ihot  out  of  an  elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  dif- 
pleafure  can  do  againft  a  monarch  !  you  piay  as  well  go 
about  to  turn  the  fun  to  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face 
with  a  peacock's  feather.  You'U  never  truft  his  word 
after  !  come,  'tis  a  foolifh  faying. 

K.  Hen.  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round ;  I 
fliould  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 
Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 


K.  Hen.  I  embrace  it. 

Will.  How  (hall  I  know  thee  again  ? 

A'  Hen.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear 
it  in  my  bonnet :  then,  if  ever  thou  dareft  acknowledge 
it,  I  will  make  it  my  qiiarrel. 

Will.  Here's  my  glove  ;  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Hen.  There. 

Will.  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  roy  cap :  If  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  fay,  after  to-morrow,  ^u  is  my  ghvCy 
by  this  hand,  I  will  take  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  Hen.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  dareft  as  well  be  hang'd. 

K.  Hen.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in  the 
king's  company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word :  fare  thee  velU 

Bates.  Be  friends,  you  Engliih  fools,  be  friends ;  we 
have  French  quarrel?  enougb»  'i£  ypu  could  tell  how  to 
reckon, 

K.  Hen.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us ;  for  they  bear  them  on 
their  Ihoulders :  But  it  is  no  Englifb  treafon,  to  cut 
French  crowns ;  and,  tQ-mprrgw,  the  king  himfelf  will 
be  a  clipper.  [£wyirr  Soldiers, 

Upon  the  king !  let  us  our  lives,  our  fpiils. 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children,  ajxd 
Our  fins,  lay  on  the  king ;— w^  muft  bear  2^\. 
O  hard  condition  !  twin-born  with  greatneft, 
Subjeded  to  the  breath  of  every  foQl, 
Whofe  fenfe  no  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing  ! 
"What  infinite  heart's  eafe  muft  kings  negleiH:, 
That  private  men  enjoy  ? 
And  what  have  kings,  that  privates  have  not  too, 
Save  ceremony,  fiivc  general  ceremony  ? 
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And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  god  art  thou,  that  fuflfer'fl  more 
Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  worfhippers  ? 
What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings-in  f 

0  ceremony,  Ihow  me  but  thy  worth ! 
What  is  the  foul  of  adoratiqn  ? 

Art  thou  aught  elfe  but  place,  degree,  and  form. 

Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 

Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy  being  fear*d. 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'ft  thou  oft,  inftead  of  homage  fwCet, 

But  poifon'd  flattery  ?  O,  be  fick,  great  greatnefs. 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure  ! 

Think'ft  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 

Can*ft  thou,  when  thou  command'ft  the  beggar's  kne^ 

Command  the  health  of  it .?  No,  thou  proud  dream, 

That  play'ft  fo  fubtly  with  a  king's  repofe ; 

1  am  a  king,  that  find  thee ;  and  I  know, 
•Tis  not  the  balm,  the  fceptre,  and  the  ball, 
The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 
The  entertiflTued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl. 
The  farced  title  running  Yore  the  king, 
The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  fliore  of  this  world. 
No,  not  all  thefe,  thrice  gorgeous  ceremony. 
Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  bed  majeftical, 

Can  fleep  fo  fouhdly  as  the  wretched  flave ; 
Who,  with  a  body  fiU'd,  and  vacant  mind. 
Gets  him  to  refl:,  cramm'd  with  diftrefsful  bread ; 
Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell ; 
But,  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet^ 
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Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night 
•Sleeps  in  Elyfiurn ;  next  day,  after  dawn. 
Doth  rife,  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfe ; 
And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  year 
With  profitable  labour,  to  his  grave : 
And,  but  for-ceremony,  fuch  a  wretch. 
Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  fleep, 
Had  the  forehand  and  Vantage  of  a  king. 
The  flave,  a  member  of  the  country's  peace. 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  grofs  brain  httle  wots. 
What  watch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace, 
Whofe  hours  the  peafant  beft  advantages. 
Enter  Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealous  of  your  abfence^ 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K.  Hen.  Good  old  knight, 
Colled  them  all  together  at  my  tent : 
rU  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  Ihall  do't,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K.  Hen.  O  God  of  battles !  fteel  my  foldiers'  hearts  J^ 
Poflefs  them  not  with  fear ;  take  from  them  now 
The  fenfe  of  reckoning,  if  the  oppofed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them ! — Not  to-day,  O  Lord, 

0  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compafling  the  crown ! 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new  ; 

And  on  it  have  beftow'd  more  contrite  tears. 
Than  from  it  ilTued  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay. 
Who  twice  a  day  their  withered  hands  hold  up 
Toward  heaven,  to  pardon  blood ;  and  I  have  built 
Two  chantries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  priefts 
jSing  flill  for  Richard's  foul.     More  \Yill  I  do : 
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Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth  i 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  ^, 
Imploring  pardon. 

EMter  Gloster. 

Glo.  My  liege ! 

K.  Hen.  My  brother  Glofter's  voice  ?— -Ay  ; 
I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee  r-^^ 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  a^Il  things  ftay  for  me.    [Exeutt. 
-       '  ■      ■'     ■    «i.-.     ■■     ■I.,.,     II      ,,         , 

SCZNEIL    tb^  Yretich  Cmp. 
Enter  DJUPHiNf  Orleans,  Rjmeure^,  and  Others. 

Orl.  The  fun  doth  gild  our  armour ;  up,  my  lords. 

Dju.  Montez  a  cbeval: — ^My  borfe !  valet!  lacquey!  ha! 

Qrl.  O  brave  fpirit ! 

Dau.  Via! — les  eaux  et  la  terre 

Orl.  Rien  puis  ?  Pair  et  kfeu 

Dau.  del!  coufiji  Qrleans^     ,  ■ 

Enter  Constable. 
Now,  my  lord  Conftable  ! 

Con.  Hark,  how  piir  fieeds  for  prefent  fervice  neigh. 

Dau.  Mount  them,  and  make  inciiion  in  their  hides ; 
That  their  hot  blood  may  fpin  in  Engliflx  eyes. 
And  dout  them  with  fuperfluoys  courage  :  Ha ! 

Ram.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  horfes'  bloodt 
How  Ihall  we  then  behold  their  i^atur^  tears  ? 
Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  Englifh  are  embattled,  you  French  peers. 

Con.  To  horfe,  you  gallant  princes  !  flraight  to  horfe! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  ftarved  band. 
And  your  fair  fliow  fhall  fuck  away  their  foidSy 
Leaving  them  but  the  ihales  and  hufks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands  ; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins^ 
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To  give  each  naked  curtle-axe  a  ftain, 
That  our  French  gallants  fliall  to-day  draw  out^ 
And  fheath  for  lack  of  fport :  let  us  but  blow  on  them^ 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  overturn  them* 
Tis  pdfitive  'gainft  all  exceptions,  lords. 
That  our  fuperfluous  lacqueys,  and  our  peafantSy— *• 
Who,  in  unneceflary  adion,  fwarm 
About  our  fquares  of  battle, — ^were  enough 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuch  a  hilding  foe ; 
Though  We,  upon  this  mountain'*  balis  by 
Took  Hand  for  idle  fpeculation : 
But  that  our  honours  muft  not.     What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do^ 
And  sU  is  donei     Then  let  the  trumpets  found 
The  tucket-foiluaticc,  and  the  note  to  mount : 
For  our  approach  fhall  fo  much  dare  the  field, 
Thrit  England  fhall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yields 
Enter  GRANDPks. 
Grand.  Why  do  you  flay  fo  long,  my  lords  of  France? 
Yon  ifland  carrions,  defperate  of  their  bones, 
I'U-favoUr'dly  become  the  morning  field : 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
And  our  air  fhakes  them  paffitig  fcomfully. 
Big  Mars  feems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  hofl, 
And  feintly  through  a  rufly  beaver  peeps. 
Their  horfemen  fit  like  fixed  candleflicks, 
With  torch-flaves  in  their  hand :  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hides  and  hips ; 
The  gum  down-roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes  ; 
And  in  their  palendull  mouths  the  gimmal  bit 
Lies  foul  with  chew'd  grafs,  ftill  and  motionlefs  j 
And  their  executors,  the  knavifh  crows, 
Fly  o'er  them  all,  impatient  for  their  hour. 
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Defcription  cannot  fuit  itfcif  in  words. 

To  demonftrate  the  life  of  fuch  a  batde 

In  life  fo  lifelefs  as  it  ffaows  itfelf  .    [deadL 

Cos.  They  have  laid  their  prayers,  and  they  ftay  fer 
Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners,  and  frcSkt  fuits. 

And  give  their  fading  horfes  provender. 

And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Con.  I  ftay  but  for  my  guard  ;  On,  to  the  field : 

I  will  the  banner  from  a  trumpet  take. 

And  ufe  it  for  my  iiafte.     Come,  come  away  ! 

The  fun  is  high,  and  we  outwear  the  day.  \Exemi, 

SCENE  III.  The  l£.ng\\!Sh  Camp. 
Enter /be  EngliQi  bq^ ;  Gloster^  Bedford^  Exeter^ 
Salisbury  and  Westmoreland. 
Glo.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Bed.  The  king  himfelf  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 
West.  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threefcore  thou- 

fand. 
ExE.  There's  five  to  one  ;  befides,  they  all  are  frefh. 
Sal.  God's  arm  ftrike  with  us  !  'tis  a  fearful  odds»     \ 
God  be  wi'  you,  princes  all ;  I'll  to  my  charge  : 
If  we  no  more  meet,  till  we  meet  in  heaven. 
Then,  joyfully, — ^my  noble  lord  of  Bedford,— 
My  dear  lord  Glofter, — and  my  good  lord  Exeter,— 
And  rtiy  kind  kinfman, — ^warriors  all,  adieu ! 

Bed.  Farewell,  good  Salifbury  j  and  good  luck  go  with 

thee ! 
Ex^.  Farewell,  kind  lord  ;  fight  valiantly  to-day ; 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong  to  mind  thee  of  it. 
For  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

[Exit  Sahsburt. 
Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour,  as  of  kindnefs^ 


Princely  in  both. 

West,  O  that  we  no^^  had  her^ 

Enter  King  Henr  r. 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to-day ! 

K.  Hen.  WlfM'/liQ,  that  wiflies  fo  ? 
My  coufin  Wi^ftmoi^land  ? — No,  my  fair  coufin  : 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enough 
To  (fo  our  country  lofs  ;  and  if  to  live. 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  (hare  of  honour. 
God's  will !  I  pray  thee,  wifh  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold  ; 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coft ; 
It  yearns  me  not,  if  men  my  garments  wear  j 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  deiires  : 
But,  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  moft  offending  foul  aUve. 
No,  *faith,  my  coz,  wifh  not  a  man  from  England : 
God's  peace  !  I  would  not  loXe  fo  great  an  honour. 
As  one  man  more,  methihks,  would  (hare  from  me. 
For  the  beft  hope  I  have.     O,  do  not  wifh  one  more  : 
Rather  proclaim  it,  Weftmoreland,  through  my  hoft. 
That  he,  which  hath  no  ftomach  to  this  fight, 
Let  him  depart ;  his  pafiport  (hall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purfe : 
We  would  not,  die  in  that  man's  company. 
That  fears  his  fellowfhip  to  die  with  us.     ^ 
This  day  is  call'd — the  feaft  of  Crifpian  : 
He,  that  outlives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  home, 
Will  ftand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  najn'd, 
And  roufe  him  at  the  name  of  Crifpian. 
He,  that  fliall  five  this  day,  and  fee  old  age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feaft  his  friends, 
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Ar>d  fzr — tr>.^ry?rrmr  U  fafst  Crrpaci  i 
Tr>m  ir;jl  hit  ftrip  his  flsrrc.  aod  dnv  hs^ 
And  iav,  thefe  ^oindi  I  had  cm  Cri^cn*^  dsj. 
Old  nvm  fcfrpst ;  yet  all  JhaO  be  forgot^ 
Br:t  Yit^Ci  rtmtrmhcT^  vith  advamans, 
\Vliat  feats  he  did  that  dar  :  Then  AaB-^nEr 
TzrrilYizr  in  their  mi>ttths  as  bonfidiold  «kMdi, — 
Harrj  the  king,  BedfWd,  and  Eictcr, 
Warwick  and  Talboc,  Safifbunr  and  GloAcr, — 
Be  in  their  flowing  cnpi  frefhlr  remembered  r 
Thiis  (lory  (hall  the  good  man  teach  his  ion  ; 
And  Crifpin  Crifpian  (hall  ne*er  go  by. 
From  this  d^y  to  the  ending  of  the  worlds 
But  we  in  it  (hall  be  remembered : 
We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers  ; 
For  he,  to-day  that  (heds  his  blood  with  me. 
Shall  be  my  brother.;  be  he  ne'er  fo  vile. 
This  day  (hall  gentle  his  condition : 
And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bed, 
Sliall  think  themfelves  accursed,  they  were  not  here^ 
And  hold  their  matihoods  cheap,  while  any  (peaks. 
That  fought  with  ns  upon  faint  Crifpin's  day. 
Enter  SjiLtSBURT. 

SjIl.  My  Ibvereign  lord,  beftow  yonrfelf  with  (peed: 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  iec. 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  vif. 

K.  Hen.  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  fo. 

West.  Peri(h  the  man,  whofe  mind  is  backward  now! 

K.  Hen.  Thou  doft  not  wiih  more  help  from  England, 
couiin  ? 

West.  God^s  will,  my  liege,  Vould  you«id  I  alone, 
Without  more  help,  might  fight  this  battle  out !  [men ; 

A'.  Hen.  Why,  now  thou  haft  unwifh'd  five  thoitfmd 
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Which  likes  me  better,  than  to  wifli  us  one. — 
You  know  your  places :  God  be  with  you  all ! 
liucket.     Enter  MoN rjor. 

Mont.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
If  for  thy  ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound. 
Before  thy  moft  aflured  overthrow : 
For,  certainly,  thou  art  fo  near  the  gulf, 
Thou  needs  muft  be  englutted. .  Befides,  in  mercy^. 
The  Conftable*  defires  thee— thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance  ;  that  their  fouls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fweet  retire 
From  off  thefe  fields,  where  (wretches)  their  poor  bodies 
Muft  lie  and  fefter. 

K.  Hen.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 

Mont.  The  Conftable  of  France. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  anfwer  back ; 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  fell  my'bones. 
Good  God  !  why  fhould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  ? 
The  man,  that  once  did  fell  the  lion's  fldn 
While  the  beaft  liv'd,  was  kiird  with  hunting  him. 
A  many  of  our  bodies  fhall;  no  doubt. 
Find  native  graves ;  upon  the  which,  I  truft, 
Shall  witnefs  live  in  brafs  of  this  day's  work  : 
And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills. 
They  fhall  be  fam'd ;  for  there  the  fun  fhall  greet  them. 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven  ; 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  clime. 
The  fmell  whereof  fhall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 
Mark  then  a  bounding  valour  in  our  Englifh  ; 
That,  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's,  grazing, 
Break  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  mifchief, 
Kilfing  in  relapfe  of  mortality. 

Vol.  III.  M  m 
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Let  me  fpeak  proudly ;_ Tell  the  Conftable^ 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working-day  : 
Our  gaynefs,  and  our  gilt,  arc  all  befmirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field ; 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  hoft, 
(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  fhall  not  fiy,) 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  flovenry : 
But,  by  the  mafs,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  : 
And  my  poor  foldiers  tell  me — ^yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  frefher  robes ;  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  foldiers'  heads. 
And  turn  them  out  of  fervice.     If  they  do  this, 
(As,  if  God  pleafe,  they  (hall,)  my  ranfom  then 
Will  foon  be  levy'd-     Herald,  lave  thou  thy  labour  ;. 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfom,  gentle  herald ; 
They  (hall  have  none,  I  fwear,  but  thefe  my  joints : 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  to  them. 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conftable. 

Mont.  I  fliall,  king  Harry^     And  fo  fare  thee  well  : 
Thou  never  (halt  hear  herald  any  more.  [Exit. 

K.  Hen.  I  fear,  thoult  once  more  come  again  for 
ranfom* 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Tor K. 

ToRK.  My  lord,  moft  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward* 

K.  Hen.  Take  it,  brave  York, — ^Now,  foldiers,  much 
away : 
And  how  thou  pleafeft,  God,  difpofe  the  day !     [Exemt. 

SCENE  IV.    the  FUld  of  Battle. 
Alarums;  Excurjions  ;  Eater  FRENCH  SOLDlER^ 

Pistol^  and  Bor. 
Fist.  Yield,  cur. 
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Tk.  Sou  Je  penfe,  que  vous  ejles  U  gentilbomme  de  bonne 
qualite. 

Pisr.  Quality,  caU^jg^OBc?-— Conftrue^m^ 
gentleman  ?  What  is  thy  name  ?  difcufs.  ^^^^^^^^^  a^€i.^  ^ 

Fr.  Sol.  Ofeigneur  Dieul 

Pi  ST.  O,  fignieur  Dew  ftiould  be  a  gentleman  :— 
Perpend  my  words,  O  fignieur  Dew,  and  mark ;— - 
O  fignieur  Dew,  thou  diefl:  on  point  of  fox, 
Except,  O  fignieur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ranfom. 

Fr,  Sol.  O^prennez  mifericorde  !  ayez  pitie  de  moy  ! 

PisT.  Moy  ftiall  not  ferve,  I  will  have  forty  moys  ; 
For  I  will  fetch  thy  rim  out  at  thy  throat, 
In  drops  of  crimfon  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  EJl  il  impqjfible  d^efchapper  la  force  di  ton 
bras? 

PisT.  Brafs,  cur ! 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  goat^ 
Oflfer'ft  me  brafs  ? 

Fr.  Sol.  0 pardonnez  moy! 

Pisr.  Say'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  ?— 
Come  hither,  boy ;  Aik  me  this  flave  in  French, 
What  is  his  name. 

Bor.  Efcoutez}  Comment  ejles  vous  appellef 

Fr.  Sol.  Monfieur  le  Fer. 

Bor.  He  lays,  his  name  is — smaller  Fer. 

Pisr.  Mafter  Fer !  Til  fer  him,  and  firk  him,  and  fer- 
ret him : — difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy.  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret, 
and  firk. 

Pisr.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr.  Sol.  ^e  dit-il,  mnfieUr? 

Boy.  II  me  commande  de  vous  dire  que  vousfaites  vousprejl} 

M  m  ij 
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car  cejoldat  icy  ejl  difpofe  tout  a  cette  beurc  de  coUpcr  v(^rc 
gorge. 

PisT.  Ouy,  couper  gorge,  par  ma  foy,  pelant, 
Unlefs  thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns ; 
Or  mangled  (halt  thou  be  by  this  my  fword. 

Fr.  Sol.  0,je  vous  Jupplie  pour  r amour  de  Dieu^  mr  par- 
donner!  Je  fuis  gentilbomme  de  bonne  maifon ;  garde%  ma  vic^ 
%S  je  vous  donneray  deux  cents  efcus. 

Fist.  WTiat  are  his  words  ? 

Bor.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  Hfe :  he  is  a  gentleman 
of  a  good  houfe ;  and,  for  his  ranfom,  he  will  give  you 
two  hundred  crowns. 

Fist.  Tell  him, — ^my  fury  Ihall  abate,  and  I 
The  crowns  will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Fetit  monfieur^  que  dit-il? 

Bor.  Encore  qu^il  ejl  contre  fan  jurement ,  de pardonner  au^ 
cun  prifonnier ;  neatitnioins  ^  pour  les  efcus  que  vous  Pavez 
promts^  il  ejl  content  de  vous  donner  la  libert'e^  le  francbifc- 
ment. 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  mesgenoux^je  vous  donne  mille  remerciemens: 
l^  je  nCeJlme  beureux  que  je  fuis  tomhe  entre  les  mains  d^un 
chevalier^  je  penfe^  le  plus  brave^  valiant  ^  l^  tres  diftinguc 
feigneur  d! Angleterre. 

Fist.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Bor.  He  gives  you,  upon  his  knees,  a  thoufand  thanks: 
and  he  efteems  himfelf  happy  that  he  hath  fallen  into 
the  hands  of,  (as  he  thinks)  the  mod  brave,  valorous,  and 
thrice-worthy  (ignieur  of  England. 

Fist.  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fome  mercy  fhow 

Follow  me,  cur.  {Exit  Fistol. 

Bor.  Suivez  vous  le  grand  capitaine. 

{Exit  French  Soldier. 
I  did  never  know  fo  full  a  voice  ilTue  from  fo  empty  a 
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heart :  but  the  faying  is  true, — ^The  empty  veflel  makes 
the  greateft  lound.  Bardolph,  and  Nym,  had  ten  times 
more  valour  than  this  roaring  devil  i'the  old  play,  that 
every  one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a  wooden  dagger ;  and 
they  are  both  hang'd ;  and  fo  would  this  be,  if  he  durli 
Heal  any  thing  advent'roufly.  I  muft  ftay  with  the  lac- 
keys, with  the  luggage  of  our  camp :  the  French  might 
have  a  good  prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it ;  for  there  is 
none  to  guard  it,  but  boys.  [Exit. 

"I 

SCENE  V.    Another  Part  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarums.    Enter  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Cgn^ 

STABLE,  Rambures,  and  Others. 

Con.  0  diable! 

Orl.  Ofeigneur! — lejour  e/i  perdu,  tout  e/l  perdu! 

Dau.  Mort  de  ma  vie !  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlafting  fhame 
Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes.-^O  mefchante  fortune  ! — 
Do  not  run  away.  [Afhort  alarum. 

Con.  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau.  O  perdurable  (hame ! — let's  flab  ourfelves. 
Be  thefe  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for  ? 

Orl.  Is  this  the  king  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfom  ? 

BouR.  Shame,  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  fhame! 
Let  us  die  inflant :  Once  more  back  again ; 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
Let  him  go  hence,  and,  with  his  cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  bafe  pander,  hold  the  chamber-door, 
"Whilfl  by  a  flave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
His  fairefl  daughter  is  contaminate. 

Con.  Diforder,  that  hath  fpoil'd  us,  friend  us  now ! 
Let  us,  in  heaps,  go  offer  up  our  lives 
U^to  thefe  Englifh,  or  elfe  die  with  fame. 

M  m  iij 


S50  KING  HMNRT  ^. 

Ori.  We  are  enough,  yet  living  in  the  field» 
To  fraother  up  the  Englifh  in  our  throngs. 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

j^ouR.  The  devil  take  order  now !  Til  to  the  throng; 
3Let  life  be  Ihort ;  elfe,  fhame  will  be  too  long.    lExenrt. 

"*■       .!■■■■  ■  I        ■!■■■■    I    ■     I  ■  .  ■    ■  ■    II  I        I     ^        ■  I  Ml.!  I 

SCENE  VI .  Jnotberpart  of  the  Field. 
Jllarums.    Enter  King  Hjbnrt  and  Forces;  Exmter,  and 

Others. 

K.  Hen.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice-valiant  country- 
But  all's  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  the  field,    [men  : 

Fjce.  The  duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your  ma- 
jefty.  [hour, 

K.  Hen.  Lives  he,  good  uncle  ?  thrice,  within  this 
I  faw  him  down ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting ; 
From  helmet  to  the  fpur,  all  blood  he  was. 

ExE.  In  which  array,  (brave  foldier,)  doth  he  lie. 
Larding  the  plain :  and  by  his  bloody  fide, 
(Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds,) 
The  noble  earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lies, 
Suffolk  firfl  died :  and  York,  all  haggled  over. 
Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  infleep'd. 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard;  kifles  the  gaihes 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face ; 
And  cries  aloud, — T^arry,  dear  coujin  Suffolk  / 
My  fouljhall  thine  keep  company  to  bem>en  : 
Harry.fweet  foul,  for  mine^  then  fly  (t-breq/l ; 
As,  in  this  glorious  and  well fougbten  fields 
We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry  J 
Upon  thefe  words  I  came,  and  cheer'd  him  up : 
He  fmiW  me  in  the  face,  raught  me  his  handt 
And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fays,— D^or  my  lord. 
Commend  myfervice  to  my  fwereigu^ 
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So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suflfolk's  neck 

He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kifs'd  his  lips ; 

And  fo,  efpous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  feal'd 

A  teftament  of  noble-ending  love. 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 

Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  ftopp'd ; 

But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me. 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes. 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K.  Hen.  I  blame  you  not ; 
For,  hearing  this,  I  muft  perforce  compoimd 
With  miftful  eyes,  or  they  will  iffue  too —        [dlarunu 
But,  hark  !  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame  ? — 
The  French  have  reinforced  their  fcatter'd  men  :— 
Then  every  foldier  kill  his  prifoners  ; 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt. 

-, -. y^ 

SCENE  VIL  Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Alarums.   Enter  Fluellen  and  Gowek. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poys  and  the  luggage !  'tis  exprefsly  a- 
gainfl  the  law  of  arms:  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  knavery, 
mark  you  now,  as  can  be  oflfer'd,  in  the  *orld :  In  your 
confcience  now,  is  it  not  ?       • 

GoHT.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive ;  and 
the  cowardly  rafcals,  that  ran  from  the  battle,  have  done 
this  flaughter:  befides,  they  have  burn'd  and  carried 
away  all  that  was  in  the  king's  tent ;  wherefore  the  king, 
moft  worthily,  hath  caufed  every  foldier  to  cut  his  pri- 
foner's  throat.     O,  'tis  a  gallant  king  ! 

Flu.  Ay,  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth,  captain  Gower  ; 
What  call  you  the  town's  name,  where  AlezMHer  the 
pig  was  bom  } 

Gonr.  Alexander  the  great. 

M  m  iiij 
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Flv.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  The  pig, 
or  the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magna- 
nimous, are  are  all  one  reckonings,  fave  the  phrafe  is  a 
little  variations. 

Goiv.  I  think,  Alexander  the  great  was  bom  in  Mace- 
don  ;  his  father  was  called Philip  of  Macedon,  as  I 

take  it. 

Flu.  I  think,  it  is  in  Macedon,  where  Alexander  is 
porn.  I  tell  you,  captain, — If  you  look  in  the  maps  of 
the  'orld,  I  warrant,  you  fhall  find,  in  the  comparifons 
between  Macedon  and  Monmouth,  that  the  fituations, 
look  you,  is  both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in  Macedon; 
and  there  is  alfo  moreover  a  river  at  Monmouth :  it  is 
caird  Wye,  at  Monmouth  ;  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains, 
what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river ;  but  'tis  all  one, 
'tis  fo  like  as  my  fingers  is  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is 
falmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's  life  well, 
Harry  of  Monmouth's  life  is  come  after  it  indifferent 
well ;  for  there  is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander  (God 
knows,  and  you  know,)  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and 
his  wraths,  and  his  cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  dif*- 
pleafures,  and  his  indignations,  and  alfo  being  a  little 
intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did,  in  his  ales  and  his  angen, 
look  you,  kill  his  peft  friend,  Cly tus. 

Gofv.  Our  king  is  not  like  him  in  that ;  he  never 
kiird  any  of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 
tales  out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  an  end  and  finifh'd. 
I  fpeak  but  in  the  figures  and  comparifons  of  it :  As 
Alexander  is  kill  his  friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and 
his  cupH  fo  ^Ifo  Harry  Monmouth,  being  in  his  right 
wits  and  his  goot  judgements,  is  turn  away  the  fat  knight 
with  the  great  pelly-doublet ;  he  was  full  of  jeft§,  and 
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gypes,  and  knaveries,  and  mocks  ;  I  ara  forget  his  name. 

Gow.  Sir  John  Falftaflf. 

Flv.  That  is  he  :  I  can  tell  you,  there  is  goot  men 
pom  at  Monmouth, 

Gow.  Here  comes  his  majefty. 
Alarum.    Enter  King  Henrt,  with  apart  of  the  Englifli 
forces ;  Warwick,  Gloster,  Exeter,  and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  I  was  not  angry  fmce  I  came  to  France, 
Until  this  inftant.— ^Take  a  trumpet,  herald  ; 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horfemen  on  yon  hill ; 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down. 
Or  void  the  field  ;  they  do  offend  our  fight : 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them  ; 
And  make  them  fkir  away,  as  fwift  as  ftones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Aflyrian  flings : 
Befides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  thofe  we  have  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  fliall  take. 
Shall  tafte  our  mercy  ; — Go,  and  tell  them  To. 
Enter  MoNTjor. 

ZxE.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  liege. 

Glo.  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 

K.  Hen.  How  now  I  what  means  this,  herald  ?  know'fl 
thou  not, 
That  I  have  fin'd  thefe  bones  of  mine  for  ranfom  ? 
Com'ft  thou  again  for  ranfom  ? 

Mont.  No,  great  king : 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence. 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field. 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them ; 
To  fort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men ; 
For  many  of  our  princes  (woe  the  while  !) 
Lie  drown'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood ; 
(So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
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In  blood  of  princes ;)  and  their  wounded  fteeds 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore,  and,  with  wild  rage, 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  mailers. 
Killing  them  twice.     O,  give  us  leave,  great  king. 
To  view  the  field  in  fafcty,  and  difpofe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Hen.  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 
I  know  not,  if  the  day  be  ours,  or  no ; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horfemen  peer. 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mont.  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Hen.  Praifed  be  Gfod,  and  not  our  ftrength,  for 
it!— 
What  is  this  caftle  calPd,  that  (lands  hard  by  ? 

Mont.  They  call  it — Agincourt. 

K.  Hen.  Then  call  we  this — the  field  of  Agincourt, 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crifpin  Crifpianus. 

Flu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't  pleafe 
your  majefty,  and  your  great-uncle  Edward  the  plack 
prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought 
a  mod  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

K.  Hen.  They  did,  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Your  majefty  fays  very  true  :  If  your  majefties 
is  remembered  of  it,  the  Welfhmen  did  goot  fervice  in  a 
garden  where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  in  their 
Monmouth  caps ;  which,  your  majefty  knows,  to  this 
hour  is  an  honourable  padge  of  the  fervice  :  and,  I  do 
believe,  your  majefty  takes  no  fcom  to  wear  the  kek 
upon  faint  Tavy's  day. 

K.  Hen.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour, 
tor  I  am  Welfli,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wafti  your  majef* 
ties  Welfh  plood  out  of  your  pody ,  I  can  tell  you  that : 
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Got  plefs  it  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  grace, 
and  his  majefty  too ! 

K.  Hbn.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Flu.  By  Chefliu,  I  am  your  majefty's  countryman,  I 
care  not  who  know  it ;  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  'orld: 
I  need  not  be  afhamed  of  your  majefty,  praifed  be  God, 
fo  long  as  your  majefty  is  an  honeft  man. 

K.  Hen.  God  keep  me  fo ! — Our  heralds  go  with  him ; 
Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 
On  both  our  parts. — Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

[Points  to  Williams.     Exeunt  MoNTyor,  and  Others. 

Eke.  Soldier,  you  muft  come  to  the  king. 

K.  Hen.  Soldier,  why  wear'ft  thou  that  glove  in  thy 
cap  ? 

Will.  An't  pleafe  your  majefty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one 
that  I  fliould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 

K.  Hen.  An  Engliftxman  ? 

Will.  An't  pleafe  your  majefty,  a  rafcal,  that  fwag- 
gcr'd  with  me  laft  night :  wTio,  if  'a  live,  and  ever  dare 
to  challenge  this  glove,  I  have  fwom  to  take  him  a  box 
o*the  ear  :  or,  if  I  can  fee  my  glove  in  his  cap,  (which 
he  fwore,  as  he  was  a  foldier,  he  would  wear,  if  alive,) 
I  will  ftrike  it  out  foundly. 

K.  Hen.  What  think  you,  captain  Fluellen  ?  is  it  fit 
this  foldier  keep  his  oath  ? 

Flv.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe,  an't  pleafe  your 
majefty,  in  my  confcience. 

K.  Hen.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great 
fort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 

Flv.  Though  he  b^  as  goot  a  gentleman  as  the  tevil 
is,  as  Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himfelf,  it  is  necef&ry,  look 
your  grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath :  if  he  be 
perjured^  fee  you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  an^ta  vil« 
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lain,  and  a  Jack-fauce,  as  ever  his  plack  fhoe  trod  upon 
Got's  ground  and  his  earth,  in  my  confcience,  la. 

K.  Hen.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  when  thou  meet'ft 
the  fellow. 

Will.  So  I  will,  my  liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Hen.  Who  ferveft  thou  under  ? 

Will.  Under  captain  Gower,  my  liege. 

Flu.  Gower  is  a  goot  captain ;  and  is  good  knowledge 
and  literature  in  the  wars. 

K.  Hen.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  foldier. 

Will.  I  will,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

K.Hen.  Here,  Fluellen;  wear  thou  this  favour  for 
me,  and  flick  it  in  thy  cap :  When  Alen^jon  and  myfelf 
were  down  together,  I  pluck'd  this  glove  from  his  helm : 
if  any  man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alent^on  and 
an  enemy  to  our  perfon ;  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch, 
apprehend  him,  an  thou  doft  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honours,  as  can  be 
defired  in  the  hearts  of  his  fubjeds :  I  would  fain  fee  the 
man,  that  has  but  two  legs,  that  (hall  find  himfelf  ag- 
grief 'd  at  this  glove,  that  is  all ;  but  I  would  fain  fee  it 
once ;  an  pleafe  Got  of  his  grace,  that  I  might  fee  it. 

K.  Hen.  Know'ft  thou  Gower  ?      • 

Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  pleafe  you. 

K.  Hen.  Pray  thee,  go  feek  him,  and  bring  him  to  my 
tent. 

Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  [Exit. 

K.Hen.  My  lord  of  Warwick, — and  my  brother  Glofter, 
Follow  Fluellen  clofely  at  the  heels  : 
The  glove,  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour. 
May,  haply,  purchafe  him  a  box  o*the  car ; 
It  is  the  foldier's ;  I,  by  bargain,  fliotild 
Wear  it  myfelf.     FoUgw,  good  coufin  Warwick : 
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If  that  the  foldier  ftrike  him,  (as,  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  word,) 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it ; 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 
And,  touch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gimpowder. 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury : 

Follow,  and  fee  there  be  no  harm  between  them 

Go  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIIL    Before  King  Henry's  Pavilion. 
Enter  Gohter  and  Williams. 
Will.  I  warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Fluellen. 
Flu.  Got's  will  and  his  pleafure,  captain,  I  pefeech 
you  now,  come  apace  to  the  king :  there  is  more  goot 
toward  you,  peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to 
dream  of. 

Will.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  ? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove  ?  I  know,  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

Will.  I  know  this ;  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

[Strikes  bint. 
Flu.  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor,  as  any's  in  theuniverfal 
*orld,  or  in  France,  or  in  England.  '. 
Gow.  How  now^  fir  ?  you  villain ! 
Will.  Do  you  think  Til  be  forfwom  ? 
Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gower ;  I  will  give  treafon 
his  payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 
Will.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat. — I  charge  you  in  his 
majefty's  name,  apprehend  him;  he's  a  friend  of  the  d\ike 
Alen^on's. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Gloster. 
War.  How  now,  how  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 


55^  ^^NG  HRNRT  f. 

Flu.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  here  is  (praifed  be  Got  f(rf 
it !)  a  moft  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look  you^ 
as  you  (hall  defire  in  a  fummer's  day.  Here  is  his  ma* 
jefty. 

Enter  King  Hsnrt  and  Exeter. 

K.  Hen.  How  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flv.  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that, 
look  your  grace,  has  ftruck  the  glove  which  your  ma- 
jefty  is  take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alen^on. 

Will.  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove ;  here  is  the  fel- 
low of  it :  and  he,  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promifed 
to  wear  it  in  his  cap ;  I  promifed  to  ftrike  him,  if  he 
did :  I  met  this  man  with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I 
have  been  as  good  as  iny  word. 

Flu.  Your  majefty  hear  now,  (faving  your  majefty's 
manhood^)  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly,  lowfy 
knave  it  is  t  I  hope,  your  majefty  is  pear  me  teftimony^ 
and  witnefs,  and  avouchments,  that  this  is  the  glove  of 
Alen^on,  that  your  majefty  is  give  me,  in  your  con- 
fcience  now. 

K.  Hen.  Give  me  thy  glove,  foldier ;  Look,  here  is 
the  fellow  of  it.  'Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  promifed'ft  to 
ftrike  ;  and  thou  haft  given  me  moft  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  pleafe  your  majefty,  let  his  neck  anfwer  for 
it,  if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  'orld. 

K.  Hen.  How  canft  thou  make  me  facisfadion  ? 

Will.  All  offences,  my  liege,  come  from  the  heart: 
never  came  any  from  mine,  that  might  offend  your  ma- 
jefty. 

K.  Hen.  It  was  ourfelf  thou  didft  abufe. 

Will.  Your  majefty  came  not  like  yourfelf :  you  ap- 
peared to  me  but  as  a  common  man ;  witnefs  the  night, 
your  garments,  your  lowlinefs  j  and  what  your  highnds 
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fuffer'd  under  that  fliape,  I  befeech  you,  take  it  for  your 
own  fault,  and  not  mine :  for  had  you  been  as  I  took 
you  for,  I  made  no  oflfence ;  therefore,  I  befeech  your 
highnefs,  pardon  me. 

K-  Hen.  Here,  uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  glove  with  crowns. 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow. — ^Keep  it,  fellow ; 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap. 

Till  I  do  challenge  it. Give  him  the  crowns  : — 

And;  captain,  you  mull  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  pelly : — Hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for 
you,  and  I  pray  you  to  ferve  Got,  and  keep  you  out  of 
prawls,  and  prabbles,  and  quarrels,  and  diilenfions,  and, 
I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  petter  for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flv.  It  is  with  a  goot  will ;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will  ferve 
you  to  mend  your  fhoes  :  Come,  wherefore  fhould  you 
be  fo  pafhful  ?  your  fhoes  is  not  fo  gopt :  *tis  a  goot 
filling,  I  warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 
Enter  an  Englifli  Herald. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  herald ;  are  the  dead  numbered  ? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  flaughter'd  French, 

[Delivers  a  paper. 

K.  Hen.  What  prifoners  of  good  fort  are  taken,  uncle  ? 

ExE.  Charles  duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  king; 
John  duke  of  Bourbon,  and  lord  Bouciqualt : 
Of  other  lords,  and  barons,  knights,  and  'fquires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  befides  common  men. 

K.  Hen.  This  note  doth  tell  me  often  thoufand  French, 
That  in  the  field  lie  flain :  of  princes,  in  this  number. 
And  nobles  bearing  banners;  there  he  dead 
One  hundred  twenty-fix  :  added  to  thefe, 
Of  knights,  efquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen^ 
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Eight  thoufand  and  four  hundred ;  of  the  which. 

Five  hundred  were  but  yefterday  dubb'd  knights : 

So  that,  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loft. 

There  are  but  (ixteen  hundred  mercenaries ; 

The  reft  are — ^princes,  barons,  lords,  knights,  'fquircs, 

And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 

The  names  of  thofe  their  nobles  that  lie  dead, — 

Charles  De-la-bret,  high  conftable  of  France ; 

Jaques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France  ; 

The  mafter  of  the  crofs-bows.  Lord  Rambures  ; 

Great-mafter  of  France,  the  brave  fir  Guifchard  Dauphin; 

John  duke  of  Alen-on  ;  Antony  duke  of  Brabant, 

The  brother  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy  ; 

And  Edward  duke  of  Bar  :  of  lufty  earls, 

Grandpre,  and  Roufli,  Fauconberg,  and  Foix, 

Beaumont,  and  Marie,  Vaudemont,  and  Leftrale. 

Here  was  a  royal  fellowfhip  of  d?ath  I 

Where  is  the  number  of  our  Englifh  dead  ? 

[Herald  prefents  another  ptiper. 
Edward  the  Duke  of  York,  the  Earl  of  Suffolk, 
Sir  Richard  Ketly,  Davy  Gam,  efquire : 
None  elfe  of  name ;  and,  of  all  other  men, 
But  five  and  twenty.     O  God,  thy  arm  was  here. 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all. — When,  without  ftratagem. 
But  in  plain  (hock,  and  even  play  of  battle. 
Was  ever  known  fo  great  and  little  lofs, 
On  one  part,  and  on  the  other  ?.^-.Take  it,  Gkxi, 
For  it  is  only  thine  ! 

ExE.  'Tis  wonderful ! 

K,  Hen.  Come,  go  we  in  proceflion  to  the  village : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  hoft. 
To  boaft  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 

I. 
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\Vliicli  is  his  only. 

Flv.  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  pleafe  your  Majefty,  to  tell 
how  many  is  kill'd  ? 

K.  Hbn.  Yes,  captain  ;  but  with  this  acknowledgment, 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes,  my  confcience,  he  did  us  great  goot. 

A".  Hen.  Do  we  all  holy  rites ; 
Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis,  and  "Te  Deum. 
The  dead  with  charity  enclosed  in  clay, 
We'll  then  to  Calais  ;  and  to  England  then  ; 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arrived  more  happy  men. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 
Enter  Chorus. 

Chor,  Vouchfafe  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the  ftory, 
That  I  may  prompt  them  :  and  of  fuch  as  have, 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  the  excufe 
Of  time,  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things, 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  prefented.     Now  we  bear  the  king 
Toward  Calais :  grant  him  there ;  there  feen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts, 
Athwart  the  fea  :  Behold,  the  Englifli  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives,  and  boys, 
"N^Tiofe  fhouts  and  claps  out-voice  the  deep-mouth'd  fea, 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whiffler  Yore  the  king. 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way  :  fo  let  him  land ; 
And,  folemnly,  fee  him  fet  on  to  London. 
So  fwift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Blackheath  : 
Where  that  his  lords  delire  him,  to  have  borne 

Vol.111.  Nn 
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His  bruifed  helmet,  and  his  bended  fword. 

Before  him,  through  the  city  :  he  forbids  it^ 

Being  free  from  vainnefs  and  felf -glorious  pride  ; 

Giving  full  trophy,  fignal,  and  ollent. 

Quite  from  himfelf,  to  God,     But  now  behold. 

In  the  quick  forge  and  workingboufe  of  thought. 

How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens ! 

The  mayor,  and  all  his  brethren,  in  beft  fort, — 

Like  to  the  fenators  of  the  antique  Rome» 

With  the  plebeians  fwarming  at  their  heels, — 

Go  forth,  and  fetch  their  conquering  Ca^ar  in : 

As,  by  a  lower  but  by  loving  likelihood, 

Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  emprefs 

(As,  in  good  time,  he  may,)  from  Ireland  coming. 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  hi»  fword. 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit^ 

To  welcome  him  ?  much  more,  and  much  more  caufe. 

Did  they  this  Harry.     Now  in  London  place  him  ; 

(As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  king  of  England^s  ftay  at  home  : 

The  emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 

To  order  peace  between  them ;)  ^id  omit 

All  the  occurrences,  whatever  chanc'd. 

Till  Harry's  back  return  again  to  France  ; 

There  muft  we  bring  him ;  and  myfelf  have  play'd 

The  interim,  by  remembering  you — 'tis  paft. 

Then  brook  abridgement ;  and  your  eyes  advance 

After  your  thoughts,  ftraight  back  again  to  France^  [Esnt. 


SCENE  I.  France*     An  Englifh  Court  qf  guard. 
Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 
GofT.  Nay,  that's  right  j  But  why  wear  you  your  leek 
to-day  ?  faint  Davy's  day  is  pad. 


Plu.  There  is  occafions  and  caufes  why  and  where- 
fore in  all  things  :  T  will  tell  you,  as  my  friend,  captain 
Gower;  The  rafcally,  fcald,  beggarly,  lowfy,  pragging 
knave,  Piftol, — ^which  you  and  yourfelf,  and  all  the  'orld, 
know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  fellow,  look  you  now,  of  no 
merits, — he  is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me  pread  and  fait 
yefterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  leek  :  it  was  in 
a  place  where  I  could  not  breed  no  contentions  with 
him ;  but  I  will  be  fo  pold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap  till 
I  fee  him  once  again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  little 
piece  of  my  defires. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Gonr.  Why,  here  he  comes,  fwelling  like  a  turkey- 
cock, 

Flv.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  fwelHngs,  nor  his  turkey- 
cocks. — Got  plefs  you,  ancient  riftol !  you  fcurvy,  low- 
fy knave,  Gk)t  plefs  you  ! 

PisT.  Ha !  art  thou  Bedlam  ?  doft  thou  thirft,  bafe 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web  ?  [Trojant 

Hence  !  I  am  qualmifh  at  the  fmell  of  leek. 

Flu.  I  pefeech  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfy  knave,  at 
my  defires,  and  my  requells,  and  my  petitions,  to  eat, 
look  you,  this  leek ;  becaufe,  look  you,  you  do  not  love 
it,  nor  your  affedions,  and  your  appetites,  and  your  di- 
geftions,  does  not  agree  with  it,  I  would  defire  you  to 
eat  it. 

Pisr.  Not  for  Cadwaljader,  and  all  his  goats. 

Flu.  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  [Strikes  bim.}  Will 
you  be  fo  goot,  fcald  knave,  as  eat  it  ? 

Pi  ST.  Bafe  Trojan,  thou  fhalt  die. 

Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcald  knave,  when  Got's  will 
is  :  I  will  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat 
your  vidluals  j  come,  there  is  fauce  for  it.    [Striking  bim 
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again. '\  You  call'd  me  yefterday,  mountain-fqiiire  ;  but 
I  will  make  you  to-day  a  fquire  of  low  degree,  I  pray 
you,  fall  to ;  if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek. 

Gow.  Enough,  captain ;  you  have  aftonifh'd  him. 

Flu.  I  fay,  I  will  make  him  eat  fomepart  of  my  leek, 
or  I  will  peat  his  pate  four  days  : — ^Pite,  I  pray  you ;  it 
is  goot  for  your  green  wound,  and  your  ploody  coxcomb. 

PisT.  Muft  I  bite  ? 

Flu.  Yes,  certainly ;  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of 
queftions  too,  and  ambiguities. 

PisT.  By  this  leek,  I  will  moft  horribly  revenge ;  I 
eat,  and  eat,  I  fwear. 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you  :  Will  you  have  fome  more 
fauce  to  your  leek?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  fwear  by* 
.    Pisr.  Quiet  thy  cudgel ;  thou  doft  fee,  I  eat. 

Flu.  Much  goot  do  you,  fcald  knave,  heartily.  Nay, 
'pray  you,  throw  none  away  ;  the  (kin  is  goot  for  your 
proken  coxcomb.  When  you  take  occafions  to  fee  leeks 
hereafter,  I  pray  you,  mock  at  them  j  that  is  all. 

Pisr.  Good. 

Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  goot :— Hold  you,  there  is  a  groat  to 
heal  your  pate. 

Pisr.  Me  a  groat ! 

Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  (hall  take  it ;  or  I 
have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  whict  you  fhall  eat. 

Pisr.  I  take  thy  groat,  in  earneft  of  revenge. 

Flu.  If  I  owe  you  iany  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cud- 
gels ;  you  {hall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of 
me  but  cudgels.  God  be  wi'  you,  and  keep  you,  and 
heal  your  pate.  \Exlt. 

Pisr.  AU  hell  fliall  ftir  for  this. 

GofF.  Go,  go  ;  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave. 
Will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,— begun  upon  an 
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honourable  refpeft,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy  of 
predeceas'd  valour, — and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  deeds 
any  of  your  words  ?  I  have  feen  you  gleeking  and  gall- 
ing at  this  gentleman  twice  or  thrice.  You  thought, 
becaufe  he  could  not  fpeak  Englifh  in  the  native  garb, 
he  could  not  therefore  handle  an  Englifh  cudgel :  you 
find  it  otherwife ;  and,  henceforth,  let  a  Welfh  correc- 
tion teach  you  a  good  EngUfli  condition.     Fare  ye  well. 

[£x//. 
Tisr^  Doth  fortune  play  the  hufwife  with  me  now?. 
News  have  I,  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'the  fpital 
Of  malady  of  France  ; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off. 
Old^I  do  wax ;  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgelled:     Well,  bawd  will  I  turn. 
And  fomething  lean  to  cutpurfe  of  quick  hand. 
To  England  will  I  ileal,  and  there  V\\  Ileal : 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  fears, 
And  fwear,  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wars.  {Exit. 

SCENE  11.  Troyes  in  Champagne.    An  Apartment  in  the 

French  KiNG*s Palace. 
Enter,  at  one  ^oor.  King  HENRr,  Bedford,  Gloster^ 
Exeter,  Warjvick,   Westmoreland,  ojid  other 
Lords  ;  at  another,  the  French  King,  ^een  Isa- 
BEL,  the  Prince/s  Katharine,  Lords,  Ladies,  Sff^*.  the 
Duke  of  BuRGUNDT,  and  his  Train. 
K.  Hen.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  met! 
Unto  our  brother  France, — and  to  our  lifter. 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day  : — joy  and  good  wiflies 
To  our  moft  fair  and  princely  coufin  Katharine  ; 
And  (as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty, 
IJj^  whom  this  grca.  afll^m.bly  is  contriv'd,) 
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We  do  falute  you,  duke  of  Burgundy  ;— 

And  princes  French,  and  peers,  health  to  you  all! 

Fr.  King.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face^ 
Moft  worthy  brother  England  ;  fairly  met : — . 
So  are  you,  princes  Englifli,  every  one. 

^  IsA.  So  happy  be  the  ifliie,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting. 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes ; 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bentj, 
The  fatal  balls  of  murdering  bafiliiks  : 
The  venom  of  fuch  looks,  we  fairly  hope. 
Have  loft  their  quality ;  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs,  and  quarrels,  into  love. 

K.  Hen.  To  cry  amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

^  Is  J.  You  Englifh  princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 

Bur.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love,        [bourVI 
Great  kings  of  France  and  England  J    That  I  have  la-? 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours. 
To  bring  your  moft  imperial  majefties 
Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview, 
Your  mightinefs  on  both  parts  beft  can  witnefs. 
Since  then  my  office  hath  fo  far  prevaiPd, 
That,  face  to  face,  and  royal  eye  to  eye. 
You  have  congreeted ;  let  it  not  difgrace  me. 
If  I  demand,  before  this  royal  view. 
What  rub,  or  what  impediment,  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peace. 
Dear  nurfe  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyful  births. 
Should  not,  in  this  beft  garden  of  the  world. 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  vifage  ? 
Alas !  flie  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd  \ 
A^xd  all  her  huft)andry  doth  lie  on  heaps, 
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Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 

Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, .  •    ^^ 

Unpruned  dies  :  her  hedges  even-pleach'd,-^  .,?*•" 

Like  prifoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair. 

Put  forth  diforder'd  twigs :  her  fellow  leas 

The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory. 

Doth  root  upon  ;  while  that  the  coulter  rufts. 

That  fhould  deracinate  fuchfavagery  : 

The  even  mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 

The  freckled  cowflip,  bumet,  and  green  clover. 

Wanting  the  fey  the,  all  xmcor  reded,  rank. 

Conceives  by  idlenefs  ;  and  nothing  teems. 

But  hateful  docks,  rough  thiflles,  keckfies,  burs, 

Lofing  both  beauty  and  utility. 

And  as  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads,  and  hedges, 

Defedive  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wildnefs  ; 

Even  fo  our  houfes,  and  ourfelves,  and  children. 

Have  lofl,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time. 

The  fciences  that  fhould  become  our  country ; 

But  grow,  like  favages, — as  foldiers  will. 

That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood, — 

To  fwearing,  and  ftem  looks,  diffused  attire, 

And  every  thing  that  feems  unnatural. 

Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour, 

You  are  afiembled  :  and  my  fpeech  entreats. 

That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  peace 

Should  not  expel  thefe  inconveniences. 

And  blefs  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K.  Hen.  If,  duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  the  peace, 
Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  the  imperfediops 
Which  you  have  cited,  you  mud  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  demands; 
Whofe  tenours  and  particular  efFeds 
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You  have,  enfcheduPd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Bur.  The  king  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which,  as  yet| 
There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

K.  Hen.  Well  then,  the  peace. 
Which  you  before  fo  urg*d,  hes  in  his  anfwer. 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  curforary  eye 
O'er-glanc'd  the  articles ;  pleafeth  your  grace 
To  appoint  fome  of  your  council  prefently 
To  fit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed. 
To  refurvey  them,  we  will,  fuddenly, 
Pafs  our  accept,  and  peremptory  anfwer. 

K.  Hen.  Brother,  we  fhall Go,  uncle  Exeter, — 

And  brother  Clarence, — and  you,  brother  Glofter,— , 
Warwick, — and  Huntington, — go  with  the  king  : 
And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratify. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wifdoms  beft 
Shall  fee  advantageable  fop  our  dignity, 
Any  thing  in,  or  out  of,  our  demands  ; 
And  we'll  confign  thereto. — Will  you,  fair  fifter. 
Go  with  the  princes,  or  flay  here  with  us  ? 

^  IsA.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them ; 
Haply,  a  woman's  voice  may  do  fome  good. 
When  articles,  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  flood  on. 

K.  Hen.  Yet  leave  our  coufin  Katharine  here  with  us ; 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  comprised 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles. 

^  IsA.  She  hath  good  leave. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Henry,  Katharine,  and  bcr 
Gentlewoman. 

K.  Hen.  Fair  Katharine,  and  mofl  fair  ! 
Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  foldier  terms. 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady^s  ear. 
And  plead  his  love-fuit  to  her  gentle  heart  ?> 
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Xath.  Your  majefty  Ihall  mock  at  me;  I  cannot  fpeak 
your  England. 

K.  Hen.  O  fair  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me  found- 
ly  with  your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you 
confefs  it  brokenly  with  your  Englifh  tongue.  Do  you 
like  me,  Kate  ? 

Kath.  Pardonez  moy,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is — like  me. 

K.  Hen.  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate ;  and  you  are  like 
an  angel. 

Kath.  ^e  dit-ilf  que  je  fuis  femblable  h  les  anges? 

jiuCE.  Ouy,  vrayment,  (fauf  vojlre  grace)  ainji  dit  il. 

K.  Hen.  I  faid  fo,  dear  Katharine ;  and  I  muft  not 
blufti  to  affirm  it. 

Kath.  0  bon  Dieu!  les  langues  des  bommes  font  pleines 
des  tromperies. 

K.  Hen.  What  fays  fhe,  fair  one  ?  that  the  tongues  of 
men  are  full  of  deceits  ? 

Alice.  Ouy  ;  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of 
deceits  :  dat  is  de  princefs. 

K.  Hen.  The  princefs  is  the  better  Englifti-woman. 
I'faith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underftanding :  I 
am  glad,  thou  can'ft  fpeak  no  better  Englifh ;  for,  if  thou 
couldfl,  thou  wouldfl  find  me  fuch  a  plain  king,  that 
thou  would'fl  think,  I  had  fold  my  farm  to  buy  my 
crown;  I  know  now  no  ways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but 
diredly  to  fay — I  love  you :  then,  if  you  urge  me  fur- 
ther than  to  fay — Do  you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit. 
Give  me  your  anfwer ;  i'faith,  do ;  and  fo  clap  hands, 
and  a  bargain  :  How  fay  you,  lady  } 

Kath.  Soufvoftre  bonneur,  me  underfland  well. 

K.  Hen.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verfes,  or  to 
dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me  :  for  the 
one,  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafure ;  and  for  th« 
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Other,  I  have  no  flrength  in  meafure,  yet  a  reafonable 
meafure  in  ftrength.  If  I  could  win  a  lady  at  leap-frog, 
OT  by  vaulting  into  my  faddle  with  my  armour  on  my 
back,  under  the  correction  of  bragging  be  it  fpoken,  I 
fhould  quickly  leap  into  a  wife.  Or,  if  I  might  buffet 
for  my  love,  or  bound  my  horfe  for  her  favours,  I  could 
lay  on  like  a  butcher,  and  fit  like  a  jack-an-apes,  never 
off:  but,  before  God,  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gafp 
out  my  eloquence,  nor  I  have  no  cunning  in  protefla- 
tion;  only  downright  oaths,  which  I  never  ufe  till  urged, 
nor  never  break  for  urging.  If  thou  canft  love  a  fellow 
of  this  temper,  Kate,  whofe  face  is  not  worth  fun-burn- 
ing, that  never  looks  in  his  glafs  for  love  of  any  thing 
he  fees  there,  let  thine  eye  be  thy  cook,  I  fpeak  to  thee 
plain  foldier  :  If  thou  canfl  love  me  for  this,  take  me : 
if  not,  to  fay  to  thee — that  I  Ihall  die,  is  true ;  but — iox 
thy  love>  by  the  Lord,  no  ;  yet  I  love  thee  too.  And 
while  thou  hveft,  dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow  of  plain  and 
uncoined  conflancy  ;  for  he  perforce  mufl  do  thee  right, 
becaufe  he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other  places :  for 
thefe  fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhyme  thcm- 
felves  into  ladies'  favours, — they  do  always  reafon  them- 
felves  out  again.  What !  a  fpeaker  is  but  a  prater;  a 
rhyme  is  but  a  ballad.  A  good  leg  will  fall ;  a  flraight 
back  will  ftoop  ;  a  black  beard  will  turn  white ;  a  curl'd 
pate  will  grow  bald  ;  a  fair  face  will  wither ;  a  fxill  eye 
will  wax  hollow :  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is  the  fun 
and  moon  ;  or,  rather,  the  fun,  and  not  the  moon  ;  for 
it  fhines  bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keepa  his  courfe 
truly.  If  thou  would  have  fuch  a  one,  take  me  :  And 
take  me,  take  a  foldier ;  take  a  foldier,  take  a  king : 
And  what  fay'fl  thou  then  to  my  love  ?  fpeak,  my  fair, 
3nd  fairly,  I  pray  thee. 
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KAru.  Is  it  poffible  dat  I  fliould  love  de  enemy  of 
France  ? 

K.  Hen.  No  ;  it  is  not  poffible,  you  fhould  love  the 
enemy  of  France,  Kate  :  but,  in  loving  me,  you  fhould 
love  the  friend  of  France ;  for  I  love  France  fo  well, 
that  I  will  not  part  with  a  village  of  it ;  I  will  have  it  all 
mine :  and,  Kate,  when  France  is  mine,  and  I  am  yours, 
then  yours  is  France,  and  you  are  mine, 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

K.  Hen.  No,  Kate  ?  I  wiU  tell  thee  in  French;  which, 
I  am  fure,  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  hke  a  new-mar- 
ried wife  about  her  hufband's  neck,  hardly  to  be  ihook 
oflf.  '  ^andfay  la  pqffejfton  de  France^  &f  quand  vous  avez 
lepojfejfion  de  mot,  (let  me  fee,  what  then  ?  Saint  Dennis 
be  my  fpeedl) — done  vojlre  eft  France^  i^  vous  ejies  mienne^ 
It  is  as  eafy  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom,  as 
to  fpeak  fo  much  more  French :  I  fhall  never  move  thee 
in  French,  unlefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Saufvo/lre  bonneur,  le  Frangois  que  vous  parlez^ 
eft  meilkur  que  P Anglais  lequelje  parte. 

K.  Hen.  No,  Yaith,  is't  not,  Kate:  but  thy  fpeaking  of 
my  tongue,  and  I  thine,  moft  truly  falfely,  muft  needs 
be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  dofl  thou 
underftand  thus  much  KngUili  I  Canft  thou  love  me  ? 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

K.  Hen.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate  ?  Til 
jUk  them.  Come,  I  |mow,  thou  loveft  me  :  and  at  night 
^  when  you  come  into  your  clofet,  youUl  queftion  this 
gentlewoman  about  me ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will,  to 
her,  difpraife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your 
heart :  but,  good  Kate,  mock  me  mercifully  ;  the  ra- 
ther, gentle  princefs,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If 
p^er  thou  be'fl  mine,  Kate,  (as  I  have  a  faving  faitli 
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within  nie,  tells  me, — thou  fhalt,)  I  get  thee  with  fcam- 
bling,  and  thou  muft  therefore  needs  prove  a  good  foldier^ 
breeder  :  Shall  not  thou  and  I,  between  laint  Dennis  and 
faint  George,^ompound  a  boy,  half  French,  half  Englifh, 
that  (hall  go  to  Conflantinople,  and  take  the  Turk  by  the 
beard  ?  fhall  we  not  ?  what  fay'ft  thou,  my  fair  flower- 
de-luce  ? 

Kath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.Hen.  No;  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  promife: 
do  but  now  promife,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour  for  your 
French  part  of  fuch  a  boy  ;  and,  for  my  EngUfti  moiety, 
take  the  word  of  a  king  and  a  bachelor.  How  anfwer 
you,  la  plus  belU  Kotbarine  du  monde^  mon  tres  chere  et  £- 
vine  deejfe  f 

Kath.  Your  majejle  'ave  faujje  French  enough  to  de- 
ceive de  X£iO^Jage  damoifelle  dat  is  en  France. 

K.Hen.  Now,  fie  upon  my  falfe  French  !  By  mine 
honour,  in  true  Englifh,  I  love  thee,  Kate  :  by  which 
honour  I  dare  not  fwear,  thou  lov'ft  me ;  yet  my  blood 
begins  to  flatter  me  that  thou  doft,  notwithftanding  the 
poor  and  untempering  effe<ft  of  my  vifage.  Now  be- 
ftirew  my  father's  ambition !  he  was  thinking  of  civil 
wars  when  he  got  me  ;  therefore  I  was  created  with  a 
ftubbom  outfide,  with  an  afped  of  iron,  that,  .when  I 
come  to  woo  ladies,  I  fright  them.  But,  in  fitith,  Kate, 
the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I  fliall  appear  :  my  comfort 
is,  that  old  age,  that  ill  layer-up  of  beauty,  can  do  no 
more  fpoil  upon  my  face :  thou  haft  me,  if  thou  haft 
me,  at  the  worft  ;  and  thou  flialt  wear  me,  if  thou  wear 
me,  better  and  better  ;  And  therefore  tell  me,  moft  fair 
Katharine,  will  you  have  me  ?  Put  off"  your  maiden 
blufhes ;  avouch  the  thoughts  of  your  heart  with  the 
looks  9f  an  emprefs ;  tal^e  me  by  the  hand^  and  fay-r 
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Harry  of  England,  I  am  thine  :  v^hich  word  thou  (halt 
no  fooner  blefs  mine  ear  withal,  but  I  will  tell  thee  aloud 
— ^England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is  thine, 
and  Henry  Plantagenet  is  thine ;  who,  though  I  fpeak  it 
before  his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  beft  king, 
thou  (halt  find  the  beft  king  of  good  fellows.  Come,  your 
anfwer  in  broken  mufick  ;  for  thy  voice  is  mufick,  and 
diy  Englifh  broken  :  therefore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine, 
break  thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  Englifh,  Wilt  thou 
have  me  ?  ^ 

Kath.  Dat  is,  as  it  fhall  pleafe  de  roy  mon  pere. 

K.  Hen.  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate  ;  it  fhall 
pleafe  him,  Kate. 

Kath.  Den  it  fhall  alfo  content  me, 

Kn  Hen.  Upon  that  I  will  kifs  your  hand,  and  I  call 
you — ^my  queen. 

Kath.  LaiJfeZy  mon  feigneur^  I^{(f^^>  laijfez  :  mafoy^je  nt 
veux  point  que  vous  abbaijfez  vojlre  grandeur ^  en  baifant  la 
tnain  tTune  vojlre  indigne  ferviteure ;  excufez  moy^je  vous 
Juppliey  mon  tres  puijfant  feigneur. 

K.  Hen.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Les  dames j  £*f  damoif elks ^  pour  ejlre  baifees  devant 
leur  nopceSy  il  n^ejl  pas  le  coutume  de  France. 

K.  Hen.  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  fays  fhe  ? 

Alice.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fafhion  pour  les  ladies  of 
Prance, — I  cannot  tell  what  is,  baifer,  en  Englifh, 

K.  Hen.  To  kifs, 

Alice.  Your  majefiy  entendre  bettre  que  moy. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  not  a  fafhion  for  the  maids  in  France  t© 
kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  fhe  fay  ? 

Alice.  Ouy^  vrayment. 

K.  Hen.  O,  Kate,  nice  cuftoms  curt'fy  to  great  kings. 
Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confined  within  the 
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weak  lift  of  a  country's  fafliion  :  we  are  the  makers  ^ 
manners,  Kate  ;  and  the  liberty  that  follows  our  places, 
fiops  the  mouths  of  all- find-faults;  as  I  will  do  yours, 
for  upholding  the  nice  fafhion  of  your  country,  in  d©^ 
nying  me  a  kifs:  therefore,  patiently,  and  yielding. 
[Kiffing  ber.'l  You  have  witchcraft  in  your  lips,  Kate : 
there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  fugar  touch  of  them,  than 
in  the  tongues  of  the  French  council ;  and  they  ihould 
fooner  perfuade  Harry  of  England,  than  a  general  peti- 
tion of  monarch.  Here  comes  your  father. 
Enter  the  French  King  and  ^sen^    BurCundt, 

Bedford,  Gloster,  Exeter,  Westmoreland, 

and  other  French  and  Englifh  Lords. 

Bur.  God  fave  your  majefty  !  my  royal  coufin,  teach 
you  our  princefs  Englifh  ? 

K.  Hen.  I  would  have  her  leara,  my  fair  coufin,  how 
perfedly  I  love  her ;  and  that  is  good  Englifh. 

Bur.  Is  fhe  not  apt  ? 

K.  Hen.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  coz ;  and  my  condi- 
tion is  not  fmooth  :  fo  that,  having  neither  the  voice 
nor  the  heart  of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  fo  conjure 
up  the  fpirit  of  love  in  her,  that  he  will  appear  in  his 
true  likenefs. 

Bur.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  anfwer 
you  for  that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her  you  mufl 
make  a  circle  :  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  like- 
nefs, he  muft  appear  naked,  and  bUnd :  Can  you  blame 
her  then,  being  a  maid  yet  rofed  over  with  the  virgin 
crimfon  of  modefty,  if  fhe  deny  the  appearance  of  a 
naked  blind  boy  in  her  naked  feeing  felf  ?  It  were,  my 
lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to  confign  to. 

K.  Hen.  Yet  they  do  wink,  and  yield  j  as  love  is 
blind,  and  enforces. 
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SuR.  They  are  then  excufed,  my  lord,  when  they  fee 
not  what  they  do. 

K.  Hen.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  coufin  to 
confent  to  winking. 

BvR.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confent,  my  lord,  if  you 
will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning  :  for  maids,  well 
fummer'd  and  warm  kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bartholomew- 
tide,  blind,  though  they  have  their  eyes ;  and  then  they 
will  endure  handling,  which  before  would  not  abide 
looking  on, 

K.  Hen.  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot 
fummer ;  and  fo  I  fhall  catch  the  fly,  your  coufin,  in 
the  latter  end,  and  fhe  muft  be  blind  too. 

Bur.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  fo :  and  you  may,  fome  of  you,  thank 
love  for  my  blindnefs;  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair 
French  city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  ftands  in 
my  way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  fee  them  perfpe^tively, 
the  cities  turn'd  into  a  maid  y  for  they  ^re  all  girdled 
with  maiden  walls,  that  war  hath  never  enter'd. 

K.  Hen.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 

Fr.  King.  So  pleafe  you. 

K.  Hen.  I  am  content ;  fo  the  maiden  cities  you  talk 
of,  may  wait  on  her  :  fo  the  maid,  that  flood  in  the  way 
for  my  wifli,  fliall  ftiow  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr.  King.  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  reafon* 

K.  Hen.  Is't  fo,  my  lords  of  England  ? 

West.  The  king  hath  granted  every  article  : 
His  daughter,  firft  ;  and  then,  in  fequel,  all. 
According  to  their  firm  propofed  natures. 

ExE.  Only,  he  hath  not  yet  fubfcribed  this  :— 
Where  your  majefty  demands, — that  the  king  of  France, 
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having  any  dccafion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  fhall 
name  your  highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addi-^ 
tion,  in  French, — Notre  tres  cberfilz  Henry  roy  ^  Angle- 
terre^  heretier  de  France;  and  thus  in  Latin, — Praclor' 
rijjimusfilius  nojler  Henricus^  rex  AngUa^  l^  bares  Francia. 

Fr.  King.  Nor  this  I  have  not,  brother,  fo  deny*d. 
But  your  requeft  fhall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance, 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  reft  : 
And,  thereupon,  give  me  your  daughter, 

Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  fon ;  and  from  her  blood 
raife  up 
Iflue  to  me  :  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whofe  very  fhores  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happinefs. 
May  ceafe  their  hatred ;  and  this  dear  conjun<^on 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  chriftian-like  accord 
In  their  fweet  bofoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France- 

All.  Amen  !  [all, 

K.  Hen.  Now  welcome,  Kate  : — and  bear  me  witnefs 
That  here  I  kifs  her  as  my  fovereign  queen.      [Flourijb. 

^IsA.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  marriages, 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one  \ 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love. 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  fuch  u  fpoufal. 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealoufy. 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blefled  marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  padion  of  thefe  kingdoms. 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league ; 
That  Englifh  may  as  French,  French  Englifhmen^ 
Receive  each  other  ! — God  fpeak  this  Amen  ! 

All.  Amen ! 


KING  HENRT  F.  ^77 

K.  Hen.  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage : — on  which  day, 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  weUl  take  your  oath, 
And  all  the  peers,  for  furety  of  our  leagues — 
Then  fhall  I  fwear  to  Kate, — and  you  to  me ; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be  ! 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Chorus, 
Thus  far,  with  rough,  and  all  unable  pen, 

Our  bending  author  hath  purfu'd  the  ftory  ; 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  glory. 
Small  time,  but,  in  that  fmall,  moft  greatly  liv'd 

This  ftar  of  England  :  fortune  made  his  fword  ; 
By  which  the  world's  beft  garden  he  achieved, 

And  of  it  left  his  fon  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  fixth,  in  infant  bands  crown'd  king 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  king  fucceed  ; 
Whofe  ftate  fo  many  had  the  managing, 

That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed  : 
Which  oft  our  ftage  hath  fhown  ;  and,  for  their  fake. 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take.         [Exeunt. 
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